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I HATE little to say by wa; of Fbxfack to the conteots of thta 
yolaine. If they do not make their own wa; to the good graces 
of the reader, no oote of iiitrodui:tioii or recommeDdatton at my 
hand can serve them. The Mas Mass of Momei must even, 
take bU chance : to be eet aside as a mere phuntasm of the 
imagination ; a Jack-o'-Ianthom of the fancy ; or, haply, aa a 
thing of some social substance and wcrk-day meaning in this 
our best possible world of Bank paper. Hence, Mh. Jsricho 
may bo either a wan shadow or a, Tital preaenoe. 

The Chroniclhs op Clovbrnook will also be deemed as mere 
Chronicles of Gooae-qaiil ; or accepted as a fragmentary record 
of a region no less real than the earth that ia trod upon, because 
only visited on wings. The Hermit may curry hia twenty atone 
of flesh, and as much of spirituality as the reader will allow him 
to uplift the down-drs^gicg burthen. For of tliis is the load 
and the lightening of Ufe. 

Bkibiii'b Puis, /wu SS, lB£ik 
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CHAPTEE I. 

" Mr. jBBiceo, when can you let me have aome money ! " 
This curious quefltion was coldly put by a f[entlewoman in 
morning undreuB to a. maa ia gown and slippers. The reader, 
who is always permitted to wear the old cloak of the old stage 
mystery — the cloak that maketh invisible — must at once perceive 
the tender relation that lives and floiiriHh.es between the interesting 
person who pnta this familiar interrogative, and the being who 
euffers it. They are man and wife. The marria^ certificate is 
legible in every line of Mrs. Jericho's &co. She asks for money 
with a placid sense of right j it may be, strengthened by the 
assarance that her debtor cannot escape her. For it is a social 
tmth the reader may not have overlooked, that if a man be under 
his own roo^ he must be at home to hia own wife. 

" I aak again, Mr. Jericho, when can you let me have some 
money ? " 

Mr. Jericho made no answer. He could not preeiseiy name 
the time ; and he knew that whatever promise he made, its per- 
formance would be sternly exacted of him by the female then 
demanding. Whereupon, Mr. Jericho laid down hia pen, and 
resignedly upturned his eyeballs to the ceiling, 

" Wlien — can — you — let — me — have — some — money 1" 
There is a terrible sort of toriiure, the manner of which ia 
to let fall cold water drop by drop upon the shaven head of 
the sufferer. We think Mrs. Jericho had never heard of this 
cruelty ; and we are almost prepared to be bound for her, that 
she would have suffered herself to be cut into little diamond 
pieces ere, knowing the mode of torment, she would in any way 
have imitated it. And upon her incorporate self too — her 
beloved husband '. Impossible. Nevertheless love, in its very 
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idienesfl — like a giddy and rejoicing kitten — will sometimes 
wound when moat playful. The tiny, tender elawH wiU now and 
then transgress the fur. 

Mrs. iTericho, without at all meaning it, diHtilled the question, 
lotting it Cdl, cold ayllahle hy cold syllable, upon the naked 
ear of her husband. Mr. Jericho bounced up in his cliair ; and 
then, like a spent ball, dropt dumbly down again. He had for 
a few moments raised himself above the earthy and material 
query of Mrs. Jericho, and with his eyes fiied upon the ceiling, 
was cotitemplftting an antipodean fly that, holding on with the 
rest of his legs, was jusaing two of them over his head and collar- 
hone, as flies are accustomed curiously to do. Mr. Jericho — 
so rapid is thoughi^ especially when followed hy a creditor — 
Mr. Jericho had already taken refuge in the repubUc of flies — for 
that flies, unlike bees, are not monarchical, is plain to any mas 
who contemplates their equality and familiarity in his sngar- 
basin and other places — and was beginning to envy the condition 
of that domestic insect that had the run of his house, the use of 
his very finest furniture, gratis, — when he, the nominal master, 
the apparent possessor thereof, had truly uo lawful hold there- 

What shall we say of a man of a decent and compact figure, a 
man of middle heigjit ; vho ueverthelees wiahiug to ataud two 
inches taller in the world than fairly beseems him, consents to 
ba stretched by the rack in the hope of walking the higher for 
the pnlling 1 — Now Mr. Jericho was this foolish man. He 
I wanted to stand higher in the world than hia simple means 
I allowed !iim ; and he had submitted himself to the rack of debt, 
' to be handsomely drawn out. To gat appearance upon debt is, 
no doubt, every hit as comfortable as to get height npon the 
rack. The figure may he eipanded ; hut how the muscle ol 
the heart, how all the joints are made to crack for it. 

Mrs. Jericho — when last she spoke — niropt her question in the 
coldest and most measured manner. Mr. Jericho, recalled from 
the land of flies, with curved lips, looked silently, sternly at the 
life-tenant of his bosom. And now the syllables fall hotly, 
heavily, as drops of molten lead. 

" When can I have some money I " and Mrs. Jericho's figure 
naturally rose with the question. 

Mr. Jericho jumped from his seat the better to measure 
himself with bis wife's attitude. His first purpose was to sweai- ; 
the oath was ready ; but some good anatomical genius twitched 
a muscle, the jaw of Jericho closed, and the unuttered aspick 
died upon his tongue. He would not swear ; he would not 
enter upon that coward's privilege ; he felt the soreness of great 
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provocation; felt that tlie anmlleHt and least offenaive oath would 
do him sudden and m jaterious good. Nevertlieleas, he swallowed 
the emotion, striking his breast to keep the pnsaion down. He 
woold be cold as cream. 

Mrs. Jericho, however, having the right of arithmetic upon 
her aide, repeated her question ; asking it with a terrible 
calmness, at the aame time, aa though to make the qnerj 
stinging, waving her right hand before her husband's face with 
a slgcificant a.nd snaky notion. " When can I have some 
money 1 " 

" Woman ! " cried Jericho, vehemently ; aa thongli at once 
and for ever he had emptied his heart of the aei ; and, mahing 
from the room, he felt himself in the flattering vivacity of the 
moment a single man. The transient feeling fell from him as 
he ran up stJLirs ; and ere he had begun to shave, all his reapon- 
Bibilitiea returned with full weight upon him. "I'm sure, after 
all, I do my best to love the woman," thought Jericho, as he 
lathered his chin, "and yet she will ask far money." 

Mrs. Jericho, baffled but not subdued, half-confeaaed to her- 
self that there never was suet a man ; and then, beginning a 
little household song — familiar to fam.ilies as winter robin — she 
thought she would go out. She wanted to make a little purcliase. 
She had tried it before ; there was nothing like shopping for 
iowneaa of apirita ; and — yes, she remembered — aha wanted 
many thinga. She would go forth ; and — as Jericho was in his 
airs — she would iay out money on both eidea of the street. 

And Mr. Jericho, as be ahaved, quietly built up the scheme 
of a day's pleasure for himself and three special friends, Aa 
his wife was in one of her aggravating tempers, he thought it 
an opportunity — sinful to let pass — to have a little quiet dinner 
somewhere : he could hardly decide upon the place ; but a quiet 
banquet, at which the human heart would eipand in good 
fellowship, and where the wine was fer above a doubt. 

Shopping and a dinner I Thus was the common purse to 
bleed in secret, and at both ends. 

Mr. Jericho drest himself with unusual care. He was a man 
not without his whimsies ; and believed that a good dinner was 
eaten with better enjoyment when taken in full dress. " I hold 
it impossible " — he would say — "quite impossible, for a man to 
really reUsh turtle in gown and slippers. No ; when turtle was 
created, it was intended to be eaten in state ; eaten by men in 
robes and golden chains, to a flourish or ao of silver trumpets." 
Mrs. Jericho waa fully aware of this marital superstition. Thus, 
when with an eye — a wife's eye — at the bed-room door, ahe saw 
her husband slide down stairs as though the bannister waa 
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buttered, ahe knew from his dress that it waa a dtiy out ; and 
when the disturbed air wafted back the acent of laveuder from 
the linen of her lord, mingled with odoara from hia locks, it will 
not Burpriae the student of humaD nature when we aver that 
the heart of the married woman almost sank within her. 

Speedily recoveiing herself, Mrs. Jericho determined upon her 
heat and brightest gown ; her richest ahawl ; her most captivating 
bonnet. These things endued, ahe took her purse, and oa the 
bank-paper crumbled in her resolute palm, catching a departing 
look at the glass, it waa plain to herself that she smiled miachiefi 

Mrs. Jericho had the profoundest opinion of the powers of her 
husband : ahe believed him capable of any amount of money. 
Ndvertheleaa, the man would reject the flattery sometimea with 
argument, sometimes with indiguntion. Again and again the 
husband assured hia wife, he must — and no help for it — die » 
beggar ; but the woman armed her heart with incredulity — she 
laughed, and would not believe it. Indeed, it aeemed her one 
purpose to show and ia preach an inertingnishable belief in the 
pocket of lier husband. Everywhere she made converts. Trades- 
men bowed down to her and believed her. On all sides, dealers — 
cautious, knowing men, made circumspect by wives and children 
— bumbled themselvea at the door of her pony phaeton, taking 
oriierg. Mrs. Jericho did so poaaesa them witii a faith in 
Jericho, that had ahe required the doorway to be laid with velvW. 
or cachemire, there would have been no acruple of hesitation in 
the dealer ; the footclotb would have been surely opened out, 
aad put down. Moreover, Mrs. Jericho was aided by her two 
daughters whom, on her second marriage, she had handsomely 
presented to Mr. Jericho ; further enhancing the gilt with a son ; 
a, young gentleman declared by the partiality of friends to be 
bora for billiards. 

Mr. Jericho was forty when he married ; therefore that, in one 
day, he should find himself the father of three children, was 
taking the beat means to make up for the negligence of former 

Mrs. Capt^n Penuibacker was made a widow at two-and- 
twenty by an East Indian bullet ; but it waa not until she had 
labonred for eight years to become calm about Pennibacker, that 
she fluttered towards Jeriobo, And thus, at one blow, she made 
him her second husband, and the second father of Pennibacker's 
son and daughters. Offering such treasures to Mr. Solomon 
Jericho, she naturally thought he eould not make too mneb of 
them. And for a season Mi'. Jericho showed a proper sense of hia 
good fortune ; yet, though his wife would never fail to assure 
him that he possessed a priceless treasure in herself and children, 
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as time wore on, the QUgrateful man would now aud tben look 
doubtfully at the familjjewela. 

Somi^how, the Fennibackers loiled to see in Mx. Jericho a flesh 
and blood father-in-law. From their earlieHt introJaction to 
him, they considered him as they would consider a rich plnm 
cake ( to be sliced, openly or by stealth, among them. Aa they 
grew up, Mr. Jericho merely held in their opinion the situation 
of the person who pmd the bills. It was, we say, the household 
superstition that Jericho had an unknown amount of wealth. 
Hence, he met with little thanks for what he j,'ave ; for the 
recurring thought would atill condemn him for what he kept 
back. He possessed a sen of money ; and yet he was mean 
enough to filter his gold h; drops. In a word, he never gave 
anything that he, the donor, did not ai>pear to the son or 
daughter receiving, the paltriest of human creatures. 

And let the truth be said. Mr. Jericho was persecuted by 
the natural growth of his own falsehood. If at home he sat 
npon thorns, from his own tongue had dropt the seed that 
produced the punishment. In early times he hnd sown, broad- 
cast, notions of his abounding wealth ; and the pleasant has, 
aa lies will do, had come np prickles. They grew thick in his 
daily path. Soareely could he sat foot forth without treading 
upon them. 

The willow Pennibacfcer, it will at once be understood, had 
married Jericho wholly and solely for the sake of her children. 
It WBs, at the cost of any personal sacrifice, a daty she owed her 
intants to provide them with a wealthy father. Slie herself — 
and we seek, we ask no other testimony than her own declara- 
tion — she would have been only too happy to join the dear 
deceased. Bnt she had a duty to fulfil — a stem duty that held 
her to the earth. And she shrank not irom its performance. 
No ; suppressing her higher feelings, she gave her hand to 
Solomon Jericho, and chastised herself to think, with cabnness 
upon Pennibacker in his Indian tomb. She offered up — it was 
her fii^quent expression to all her bosom friends — she offered up 
the feelings of the widow to the duties of the mother. For what 
a TnnTi was Pennibacker I Especially in hia grave. But such 
indulgent thought Boftens even asperity towarda the departed. 
A natural and wholesome tenderness. The grave is the true 
purifier, aud in the charity of the living, takea away the biota 
and stains from the dead. 

When widow Pennibacker was first introduced to Mr. Jericho, 
he was whisperingly, confidentially, recommended to her indul- 
gent notice as — a City Gentleman. Hence, Jericho appeared to 
the imagination of the widow, with an indescribable glory of 
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money about him. She was awoman of naturallya licuiy fancy ; 
a qnality haply cultivated by her aojpum in the Kast, where 
Kyaha framed, in gold and jewels upon elephaiite were common 
pictures: hence, Jericho of the City of London waa instan- 
taneoualy rendered by the widow a man of prodigious wealth. 
She gave the freest, the most imaginative translation of the words 
— City Gentleman. Though not handsome, he was Instantly 
Gonsidered to be moat precious. Had she looked upou the Idol 
Ape, Tinum Bug, whose every feature is an imperial jewel set in 
the thiekest skull of gold, and then cast a glance at Jericho, 
she would, we fully believe it, have chosen the City Gentleman 
in preference to the idol ; so tax, in the dizzied judgment of an 
impulsive, imaginative woman, did Solomon Jericho outshine 
Tinum Bug. 

And much, it must be granted, is to be allowed to Mrs. 
Fennibacker as a woman and a mother. A City Gentlemsn ! 
What a vision ! what exhalations rise from the ink that, like 
magic drops fallen from Circe's finger tips, create tlie radiant 
ftni i t i nl upon the white sheet before us I What a picture to the 
imagination, tlie — City Gentleman ! Calm, plain, self-assured 
in the might of his wealth. All the bullion of tlie Bank oi 
lEnglaud makes back-ground detjuls ) the India-house dawns in 
the distance ; and a hundred pennants from masts in India Docks 
tremble in the far-off sky. 

Great odds these, against the simplicity of woman I The 
Bank, the India-house, and a hundred ships ! Mra. Fennibacker, 
had huge strength of chai-acter ; but she succumbed to the 
unknown power of visionary wealth ; to the mysterious 
attributes of the City GEentleman. No man could less look the 
part, yet Jericho bowed to the widow, a perfect enchanter. 

Again, Jericho was charmed, elevated by the graoiousness ot 
the lady. Like an overlooked strawberry, he had remained until 
in his own modesty he began to think himself hardly worth the 
gathering. Therefore, when Mrs. Fennibacker vouchsafed to 
stoop to him, he was astonished at her condescension, and melted 
by his own gratitude. For Mrs, Fennibacker was a majestic 
woman. She had brought back nothing of the softness of the 
East. She was not — she never had been — an oriental toy for 
the grown child, man It would have been hard to couple her 
with thoughta oi love-birds, and antelope, and gazelles. No ; 
she rather took her place with those legendary Indian queens 
who hide their softness under golden bucklers ; whose bows 
are strung with tiger gut ; and whose feminine arrows, though 
parrot-featheied, are fanged with mortal steel. In the picture 
of aa ancient panther hunt, you would have looked to see such 
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a. figareaa the figure of Mrs. Peiuiibacker,thrn sting a spear with 
adrearlsciileofaelf-approhationin the bowels of the objecting pard. 

And then, Jericho himself had in this case imagination too : 
indeed, everybody has, wben money ia the thought, the theme. 
The common brain will bubble to a golden wand. 

It was whispered, sharply whispered to Jericho, that the widow 
htul many relations, many hopes in India. Immediately, Jericho 
flnng about the lady all the treasures of the East. Immediately 
she stood in a shower-bath of diamonda ; elephants' teeth lay 
heaped about her ; and rice and cotton grounds, and fields of 
opium, many thousands of acres of the prodigal East, stretched 
out on all sides of her, and on all sides called her mistress. Yet 
for all this, Solomon Jericho was ordinarily a dull, matter of-faot 
man. Talk to himofjncoh'sladder, and he would aak the number 
of the stepa. 

All hia life had Jericho trod upon firm earth ; but widow 
Pennibacker whipped him off his leaden feet, and carried him 
away into the fairy ground of Mammon ; and there his eyes 
twinkled at imaginary wealth, and his ears burned and stood erect 
at the sound of shaken shadowy money-bags. 

And so, each trusting to each, Solomon Jericho and Sabilla 
Pennibacker wooed and won each other ; and the winning over, 
each had to count the gains. It was very strange. Jerieho 
himself conid not bear to think of the folly, the crime of the 
omission. Such neglect had never before betrayed him. Why 
had he not assured himself of the woman's property, ere he made 
the woman hia own ? And then, for his cold comfort, he would 
remember that he bad, on two or three occasions, touched a little 
gravely upon the subject, whereupon Mrs. Pennibacker so opened 
Iter large, black, mysterioua orbs, that his aonl, like a mouse 
when startled by Grimalkin's eyes — ran back into its hole. 
Again and again — it was a wretched satisfaction for the marriad 
man to think it — the question had been upon his tongue ; when 
some smile of haughty loveliness would curve the widow's lips and 
— how well ha recollected the emotion — he felt himself the raeaneat 
wretch to doubt her. 

Mrs. Pennibacker had, on her part, just played about the 
property of Jericho ; hut, with the trustingness of her sej, 
she was more than satisfied when Jericho, with all the simplicity 
of real worth, spoke aJmly y t withal hopefully, of the vast 
increase of profit a mg 1 om h s platina mines. The word 
"platina" sent Mrs P nnba<^k t her Encyeloptedia, which 
however, comforted h x edingly She had instinctively 
known it all along but he n w felt assured 1 Solomon 
Jericho, the holder f nun po sed wealth ineihaustibia. 
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Being t Citj Gentleman, of course he sold hifl platina on tbe 
Stock Exchange. 

The wedding was very gorgeoua. Very rarely are two people 
joined together with so much expense. Neverthelesa the 
contribution of either party — had the other known it — would 
have somewhat shaken Hymen ; if, indeed, it had not wholly 
frightened him out of the church. Mrs. Pennibaoker, when 
introduced to Jericho, was bo deep in debt, that often, let folks 
try as they would, they could not see her. And Jericho — 
doubtlesa from a short supply of platina— was an object of 
extreme solicitude to a large number of dealers. When, however, 
it was nndeiBtood that the widow was to be married to a rich 
man in the City, the lady found the ver? handsomest outjit for 
herself and children made delightfully eaay. And Jericho, bearing 
in mind the heavy expense of an intoxicating honeymoon, readily 
obtained the means, when his circle — and every mau has a 
circle, though of the smallest — rang with the news that he 
was in imminent likelihood of marrying the widow of an Indian 
nabob ! 

And so bridegroom and bride — with a rantaal trust even 
beyond mutual expectation — walked to the altar, there to be 
welded into one. They were married at St. George's Church, — 
married in the hoeom of a few surrounding friends. The bride's 
children were present, and cast a mixed interest of pensiveness 
and pleasnre on the ceremony. The bride had told her brides- 
maid that, "It would cost her a struggle, but the dear children 
shonid be present ; it was right they should. They ought to have 
the sacrifice impressed upon their minds in the moat solemn way; 
the sacrifice that their poor mother consented to make for them. 
Nobody but herself kuew what a struggle it was ; but, it was 
her duty, and though her heart was with dear Pennibacker, — 
yes, she would go through with it. Mr. Jericho had given 
the dear girls the most beautiful lace frocks ; and to Basil a lovely 
gold hunting-wateh ; therefore, they ought and they should, 
witness the sacrifice." 

And Miss Feimihacker and Miss Agatha Pennibacker, like 
little fairies, clothed in muslin and lace fr^m elfin-looms, saw the 
sacrifice with a vivacity of heart that almost spirted out at the 
comers of their lips ; and Basil Pennibacker, a gaunt, reedy boy 
of twelve, did nothing during the ceremony but take out his 
new gold hunting-watch — open it — snap it to — and 'return it 
again, as though he had already had a glimpse of the 
preparations for the wedding-breakfast, and with his thoughts 
upon all the delicacies of the season, was impatient for the sacrifice 
to he completed. 
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And the last " amen " — the laat blow on the rivat — was atmck, 
and Solomon Jericho and Sabilla Pennibacker were man and 
wife. Whereupon, in a hysteric moment, the bride turning 
to her children, took the three in one living bunch m her arme, 
and Bweeping them over to Jericho, said — " You are theii' Cather 

Turning to the church books of St. George'a we find that tie 
date of this interesting deed of gift makes it about eight years 
to the date of the partitular emphatic .qnestion with wtiiuh. 
Mrs. Jericho, aB with a flourish of a silver trumpet, opened this 
little biatorf. 



CHAPTER IL 

It was what we will ventnre to call a vinooa hour of tita 
morning, when Mr. Jericho returned home after tho diuner eaten 
abroad in deGance of his own household gods, we fear sadly 
despiaed upon the occasion. For Mr. Jericho, with accesaoi'y 
boon-fellon-s, had partaken of a luxurious repast ; little caring 
that hia own stinted lares were served with, at best, metaphorie 
cold mutton. Mr. Jericho had tested the beat resources of the 
larder and cellar of the Ajmllo Tavern j and full of meat and 
wine, and his brain singing with fantastic humours, he had 
surveyed the river Thames with simpering complacency ; had 
seen big-bellied ships, stowed with India and Africa, drop 
silentlj with the tide towards their haven. It was impossible to 
enjoy a serener evening or a nobler sight The setting sun, with 
A magnificence quite worthy of the west-end, coloured all things 
gold and ruby ; the blackhulla of ships glowed darkly and richly; 
and their sails were, for the time, from Tyriau looms. The 
gorgeousness of the hour enriched every common object with 
glorious beauty. Every cold, mean common-place of the common 
day seemed suffused in one wide harmoniouB splendour. And the 
brain of Jericho, meditating the scene, woa expanded and melted 
into it ; and in that prodigal wealth of colour, the illusiou a little 
assisted by the swallowed colours within him, Jericho fait 
himself apart and parcel of the absorbing richueas. The wine in 
his heart, a Bacchus' jack-o'-lantem, reflected the rosy, golden 
light that came upon him. 

This sweet illusioii lasted its pleasant time, fading a little when 
the bill was rung for. Nevertheless, Jericho, by the force of the 
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scene and tbs wine, felt hiiaself in much easier circumatancea 
than the bard tyranny of truth, when he waa in a, cahu condition 
to respect its dictum, was likeiy to allow. And go, at that 
hour when sparrowB look down reproachfully from their eaves 
at 'the floahtd man trjing the rtreeUdoor — at that penitential 
hour, with the hues of the paat romantic evening hecoming 
very cold within him — Mr. Jericho stood heneath his own 
oppreeaive roo£ 

Mtb. Jericho was gone to hed. 

Mr. Jericho breathed a little hghter. Such a load was taken 
off him, that he mounted the staircase tenderly, as though he 
trod upon flowers ; as though every woollen blossom in the carpet 
from, the atair to the bed itself was living heart'a-eaae ; which it 
was not. 

Being somewhat ashamed of Mr. Jericho who, as it has been 
shown, left his wife to the solitude of her dinner-table, whilst he, 
luxuriona ependthrift, could dine with company abroad,— we 
should be very happy if we could, without any more ado, 
put him to bed at once, and indignantly tucking him up, and 
with perhaps an allowed fusion to the sort of head that awaited 
liini in the morning, let the good-for-aothing fellow snore till the 
curtain-ringa danced again, allowing him only to wake up in 
time for the next chapter. But this we cannot do. The stem, 
iron moral it is our wish to impress upon the world — yielding 
aa it always is to such impressions ^ compels us to steady Mr. 
Jericho to his bed-side ; and even when there, not for awhile to 
leave liim. 

In the reprijacbful quietude of his dressing-room, Jericho 
prepared himself for his couch. Tenderly did his fingers dwell 
upon and wander about buttons. He caught a sight of himself 
in the looking-glass, ;ind to dodge his conscience^ set himself to 
feign to whistle : and then it struck him it must he very 
very late, his heard had grown so much. Aad the day in a 
moment seemed to have opened its broad, staring eye ; and the 
sparrowH cried more saucily ; and the reproachful voice of the 
pigeons perched upon the chimney-top, came down in muffled 
murmur upon Solomon's ear ; and with a very little more he 
would have felt himself a villain. 

The culprit placed his hand upon the handle of the bed-room 
door. Had he been a burglar with a felonious intenticm upon 
Mrs, Jericho's repeater, instead of the man responsible for the 
rent and taxes of the house in which he at that moment stood in 
his shirt and sbuddered,— had he, we say, at that lioint of time 
been an unlawful thief tit posae, in lieu of a lawful husband in, 
*«5 Us knees — unless he had been a very joung and sensitive 
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rogue indeed — coutd not have so knocked togBtber. With Ilia 
face crumpled into a thousand lines, he opened tlie door. What 
a, bleasing ; the hinges did uot that time creek, and before thej' 
always did ! Assured by the omen, Jericho took a little bit of 
heart. The night-light was winking its last. Tliere waa not 
a sound. The bed-curtains hung like cui'tained marble. Jericho 
paused, turning up his ear, Still not a sound. Sabilla did not 
ordinarily slaep so light. The stillneaa was peculiar — curious — 
very odd. 

■■ And if my Lucy should he dendl '■ 

At the moment Solomon Jeiioho, though he did not know 
it, was quite aa much the author of that line as William 
Woixlswortb. Still silent 1 Hush ! A gnat drones its tiny 
trump between the curtains, m Jlos, ibi apU. Suddenly 
Jericho is aaaured ; and with two long, soft strides, is at his own 
Bide of the bed. Sahilia ia evidently in a sound, deep, sweet 
sleep. Untacking the bed, and making himself the thinnest 
Blice of a man, Jericho slides between the sheets. And there he 
lies, feloniously still ; and he thinks to himself— being aaleep, 
she cannot tell how late I came to bed. At all events, it is open 
to a dispute ; and that is something. 

"Mr. Jericlio, when can you let me have some money )" 

With open eyes, and dearly rin^g every word upon the 
morning air, did Mrs. Jericho repeat this primal qnestiuu. 

And what said Jericho 1 With a sudden qualm at the heart, 
and witli thick, stammering tongue, he answered — '' Why, my 
dear, I thought you were sound asleep." 

" I should be very happy if, like some people, I could sleep, 
Mr. Jericho. I should be very glad indeed if, like some people, 
I could leave the house aud take my pleasure, and run into every 
HOH of extravagance. But no ! I must remain at home. But 
I teU you this, Mr. Jericho, I have mude my mind up. Lying 
here, aud being bitten by the gnals aa I have been " — 

" I'm sure, I'm very — very sorry" — 

" Not you, indeed. No — no. You don't care how I'm Wtten; 
or, for that matter, who hit«s me. But that is not what I was 
going to say. What I was going to observe is this — Neither you 
nor any man in this world shall make a cat's-paw of me." 

" I never thought of it. Never entered my head," said Jericho, 
screwing hia skull into the pillow. 

" Nothing but a cat's-paw, and I'm not come to that. I was 
deceived at the altar," said Mrs. Jericho : " grossly, shamefuUy 
played upon ; aud I have been deceived ever since." 

" For the matter of that," cried Jericho, a little doggedly, " I 
was deceived too. Of course, everybody aa.vi^ii'iAifi.viiie^ ■, sai. 
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BO I was deceived—- griiBsly deceived," cried Jericlio, meltiug a 
little with a sense of his ilijurj. " I don't want to return to tile 
subject, Mrs. Jericlio. But of eourae I thought you rich." 

" Meroeuiiry wretch ! If the fiirla were only Btining, I'd get 
up," waa the threat. " I'm aure it's time." 

" Juat as you like, Mrs. Jericho : only he good enough to let 
me go to sleep. Bed," said Jericho, making himself vigorously 
up for rest, " hed isn't the place to talk in." 

" I doii't wish to talk," replied Mrs. Jericho, " I don't wish to 
exchange a word with such a creatuxe aa yon are. All 1 want 
to know ia this — When can you let me have some money ?" 

" Money ! " gasped Jericho. 

" Money ! " repeated Mrs. Jericho, with inexorable resolttlion. 

" Mrs. Jericho," aaid the huatmiid, bolting himself upright in 
bed, and looking aside, down upon the face of his unmoved 
wife — "will you permit me to sleep, now I've come to my own 
bed 1 I think it particularly hard when a man has been out all 
the day as I have been, toiling for hia wife and family — I aay I 
think it particularly bard " — 

"I dont want to prevent your sleeping, Mr. Jericho. Sleep 
aa long as the sleeping beauty, and I'm sure I should be the last 
person to attempt to wake you. All I want to ask of you is 
what I asked this morning. Nothing more. When shall 1 have 
some mouBj 1 " 

" Zounds, woman ! "—cried Jericho. 

"Don't call ine woman — roan 1" esolaimed Mrs. Jericho. 
"Major Pennibacker" — 

" He was only a captain," hiccupped Jericho. 

" Major Pennibacker," reiterated his widow, " a soJdier and a 
gentleman, never called me woman yet. Glorious creature 1 
His sword would rattle in its scabbard if he knew how I waa 
treated." " ^ 

" Is this the time," cried Jericho, a little fiercely, " the time 
to talk of awords and scabbards, witli the sun shining in i^'tbe 
windows ] Why can't you let me go to sleep, and talk at the 
proper hours 1 After a man has been toiling and slaving for his 
wife and femily " — 

"No doubt. And I wonder how many wives — and how many 
familiea — that's it ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, with a strange, catting 
significance, that instantly levelled her husband ; for Solomon 
desperately stretched himself in the bed ; and lugging the 
nightcap over his ears, turned round, determined upon plucking 
up sleep, like poppies, by the roots. 

" I'm not to be deceived by yoor indignation, Mr. Jericho. 
Z know everjtbing, or else where could your money go to ) 
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However, as I said, I will no longer be mode a cat's-paw oC 
Tor eight yeara have I been married to you, under what 1 may 
call falae pretences. People called you the Golden Jericho, or 
JB it likely that I could have forgotten the heroic mou who — I' 
feel it — haH a slight put upon him in his warrior's grave, by your 
teiog in the nightcap you wear at this moment 1 However, ho 
forgives me. At leaat, I truBt " — and Mre. Jericho apoke with a 
spasm — " I truEt he does, It was all for the sake of hia precious 
orphans that I am. in the bed I am. Yes, Fennibacker " — and 
his widow cjiat up her eyas, as though addressing her first 
Luaband, looking dow:i benignly upon her from the teater — 
" Yea, dear Penaibaoker, you know for what I sacrificed the 
best of wives, and the most diaconsolate of widows. I could 
have wished, like the Hindoo, to be burnt upon the pyre ; I was 
equal to it ; I could have rejoiced in it. Bat I re-married, 
unwillingly re-married, to sacrifice myaelf for our children. 
Yes, Pennibacker " — 

"Damn Pennibacker ! " cried Jericho. 

" Mr. Jericho," aaid Pennibacker'a wiilow, with her deepest 
yoic^ and with thunder brooding at her brows — ^"Mr. Jericho, 
will you dare to deaecrate the ashes of the dead t Demon ! 
WUl jon t " 

""Well then," aaid Jericho, a. little appalled— for au impartial 
circle bad called Mrs. Jericho the Siddons of private life, she 
could ao freeze her friends with her fine manner—" Well then, 
let me go to sleep. It's very hard, Mrs. Jericho ; very hard, 
that you will always he throwing your husband's ashes in my 

" No levity, air ; no levity," said Mrs. Jericho, very ponderoualy. 
" Though unliappily I am your wife, I cannot forget that I am 
Major Pennibacker'a widow." And then Mrs. Jericho drew a 
sepulchral High ; and then ahe hopefully added — " but he forgives 
me. However, as I believe I have obaerved once before, Mr 
Jericho, I will no longer be made a cat's-paw of." 

"Of course not. Why should you J" said Jericho. "I'm 
sure, for my part, I want a wife with na little of the cat as 
poasible." And then Jericho shrank in the bed, as though he 
had ventured too much. 

Possibly Mrs. Jericho was too imperioaa to note the coarse 
a&ont ] for she merely repeated — " Very weU, Mr. Jericho : all 
I Wiuit to know ia this— I ask to know no more. When — when 
will you let ma have some money 1 " 

Aa though the bed had been strown with powdered puniice, 
Jericho shifted and writhed. 

"I dou't wish to annoy you, Mr. Jericho," said the 




A MAN HADB OF MOKET- 



■with dread composnre. "But yoa compel me, graciona knows, 
muoh against my nature, to aak when — wlien will jon let me 
have Borne money 1 " 

Jericho shook and groaned. 

" It is much more afflicting to my nature, mueli greater 
Buffering to me to ask, than, it can be for you to hear. Major 
Pennilmpker never had a pocket to himself. He, dear fellow, 
always came to me. Ha ! how few men can appreciate the true 
dignity of married life. Ab I always naed to Bay, one heart 
and one pocket. However, as it's quite time for me to get up ; 
and as I suppose you intend to go to sleep — and as people will 
be here , and I must give them an answer of eome sort, — permit 
me, Mr. Jericho, to ask you — I'm sure it's painful enough to 
my feelings, and I feel degraded by the question — nevertheless, 
I must and will ask you, — when will you let me have some 
money 1 " 

Jericho — aa though a dagger had been suddenly struck np 
through the bed — bounced bolt upright. Tliere was a super- 
natural horror in hie look : even his own wife, familiar aa she 
was with his violeneo, almost squealed. However, silently 
eyeing him through the small murderous loop-holes of tier lace 
border, Mrs. Jericho saw her pale-faced husband snatch off his 
cup, holding it away at arm'a length ; then, breatliicg Lard aud 
costing back his bead, he cried in tones so deep aud so unnaturally 
grating, that the poor woman, like a night-flower, shi-ank within 
herself at the first sound, — 

" 5 loifit) to Igtabtn J! bias malic of mtrntg ! " 

Mrs. Jericho, considerably relieved that it waa no worse, 
added in a low, dfep, earnest voice — "I wish to Heaven you 



Foolish and wicked wishes do not fly upwards, but there is no 
doubt of it, descend below ; where, though they are but bodiless 
syllables, they are often fashioned by the imps into pins and 
needles, and straightway returned to the world to torment their 
begetter. 

And Solomon Jericho, with a, silly, sinful wi^h at his heart — 
a wish further empbaaised by the thoughtless amen of his wife 
— subsided into muddled sleep ; snoring heavily, coutemptuously, 
at the loneliness of his spouse. She, poor woman, lay awhile, 
silently struggling with her indignation. At length, however, 
her feelings growing too strong for ht!r, she rose the better to 
wrestle with them. 

And Jericho was left alone — alone in bed ! Not alone. He 
had desperately fitted liis night-cap to his head, and resolute 
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upon sleep, had punched his head deep, deep into his pillow. 
Mra. Jericho would have doubted her eyes Iiad she seen the 
creaturea in her house ; but standing upon a ridge of her 
husband's night-cap, and looking wisely down upon her husband's 
dreaming face, were two fleas. An elder and a younger flea. 

Their ancestors had come from the far East, and carried the 
best royal blood within them. It would be no difficult matter to 
trai» them up to the court of king Crceaus, whither they were 
first brought in the cloak of Esop. Let it suffice, that from 
this Lydian stock descended the two fleas, at the time of our 
story, perched — like ruminating goats upon a ledge of rock — 
upon the night-cap of Jericho. Their progenitors had not come 
in, like many others, witli the Conquest ; but were brought to 
England in the train of a Persian Ambassador. After a 
wandering life, the race remained for some forty years 
comfortably settled in a lodging-bouse at Margate, bringing np 
a multitudinous family. From this stock came our two fleaa, 
travelling, cosily enough, to Loudon. How from the Apollo 
Tavern, where they first put up on their arrival in the metropolis, 
they made their way to the home of Jericho, passes our knowledge 
to declare. Very sure we are, that Mrs. Jericho believed she 
had no such creatures in htr bouse. 

Well, the two fleas having jumped ujwn the brow of Jericho, 
we shall, without any scruple, make use of them. They stand 
above the brain of the sleeper, and — being descended from the 
fleaa of Esop — shall, for the nonce, be made to narrate to the 
reader the vision of the dreaming victim. 

" Miserable race ! " — said the father flea, with its beautiful 
bright eye shining pitifully upon Jericho — " Miserable, craving 
race ! You hear, my son ; man, in his greed, never knows when 
he has wherewitliaL He goi^es to gluttony, he drinks to 
druntenness ; and you heard this wretched fool, who prayed to 
heaven, to turn bim — heart, brain, and all — into a Iniop of 
money. Happily, it is otherwise vrith fleas. We take our 
wholesome, our sufficient draught, and there an end. With a 
mountain of enjoyment under onr feet, we limit ourselves to 
that golden quantity — enough." 

" Therefore, my sire, let us not, for our temperance, ba 
gluttonous of self-praise. Seeing that fleas are the crowning 
work of the world ; seeing that as sheep, and bullocks, and fish, 
and fowl are made for man, and man for us ; let us be charitable 
towards our labouring servant,— poor biped ! our cook and 

"My son, true it is, man feeds for us, drinks for us. Man i3 
the labouring chemist for the fleas ; for them he turns the richest 
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menta and HpicieBt drinks to flea wine. Nevertlieleaa, and I any 
it with much pain, man is not what he waa. Ha adiilteratea our 
tipple moat wickedly," 

" I feit it with the JnBt lodgera," aaid the younger flea. " They 
drank Tile spirits : their hlood waa tarpentine, with, I fear me, a 
dash of Titriol. How they lired at alt, I know not. I always 
had the headache in the morning. Here, however" — -and the 
juvenile looked steadfastly down upon the plain of flesh, tha 
wide champaign beneath him, — " here, we have promiae of better 

" Tiie anil is woimdily hot ; hard, and dry, and hot aa a toI- 
cano; and— mercy me!" cried the elder, "how it throbs and 
heaves. Hark ! " — and the flea inclined its right ear — " the 
fellow's brain aings Uke a kettle. Now ia he going off into a 
galloping dream. Our anceators — some of whom, my son, as 
I have often told you, lived the boaora friends of conjurors and 
Boothaayers — were, as many of their descendants are at the pre- 
sent day, to be met with amongst fortune-tellers and gjpaiea — 
oar anceators had the gift of following a dream in all ita zig-zag 
miatinesa. And the wisdom of our ancestors" — and here the 
flea raised itself upon ita legs, and looked with a serene pride 
about it — "the wisdom of our ancestors has come down in its 
fiillnesa upon myself; U) be left, my dear child, whole and 
unimpaired, and I may add, animproved to you." 

"What a sight is this !" cried the young flea, staring at 
Jericho'a face. "What an earthquake muat be tumbling and 
rumbling in the fellow's heart ; and how his teeth clang together ! 
Is that thunder 1 No. But did you ever hear such snoring ?" 

"In a minute, my son, and he'll be in the thick of it. Attend; 
and m follow him through the maze, ahowing you all the odd 
thinga that shower np and down in hia brain, just aa the golden 
air-biibblaa of yeaterday sparkled in his wine-glass. But.firat, 
my child, let us drink." Saying this, the elder flea, raising itself 
pretty well upright, and with its strong claws taking a firm hold 
of the fleah beneath, for better purchase, struck its lance home, 
and opening ita shoulders, drew up with its sucker such a hearty 
draught of drink, that Jericho, the unconscious cup-bearer, gave 
a sudden twiat, ao deep and hearty was the pull of the drinker. 
"Tery good j very good, indeed," aaid the flea. " There's a fine 
delicate bouquet in it." 

"Sml" cried the younger flea; "for my part, I think 
twould bear a little more body. But, my aire, as I've heard 
you say, there's no judging truly from the first cup. Here goes 
again. Why, how Uie fellow kicka t " 

" Such, my son," aaid the elder flea, " ia man ; such his waste- 
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hlnesH upon himself, such his injustice to what — cocking hie 
nose towards the Btars — he calls the lower animals. At least, 
two bottles of wine, a gill or more of brandy, to say notliing of 
a draught or two of malt, are burning in his arttries, and in hot 
mist rLiiog to his brain. Now, what work, what watthing, what 
risk of limb and life — what multiplication of toil — to produce 
the various beverage he has guzzled I What digging and 
plougliing of the land ; what vine-dreaaing ; what sailing upon 
the stormy seas ; what glasB-blowing; what bottling, before the 
liquor, like a melted jewel, ahone in his eye, and trickled down 
bis throat ! Yet here he lies, and with no conacious labour of 
his own, is at once the wine-press and distiller for the fleas. 
And when we seek to take our temperate draught — anudlest 
drops ; merest seed-rubies, — how the miser kicks and floundera ! 
and when he has sense enough, what wicked words at times he 
pitches at us ! But such " — said the elder flea, preparing itself 
for another stoup — " such is man." And again the flea pierced 
the wine-skin, and sucked np another draught, and again Jericho 
pi tinged, and twisted. 

"The bin improves," said the younger flea, drinking very 
hard. "And yet, I'm sure there's burgiuidy in it Now, uever 
hut twice before have I tasted burgundy ; and then I suflered 
for it ; just as if the grapes were grown on a, soil of sulphur. 
Nevertheless, 'tis a rare cellar this, after the turpentine and 
vitriol of our last lodgings ; so, bang the headache, and let's 
have t'other bumper." 

" Not another drop," cried the elder flea. " Let the poor 
wretch beneath, us teach us moderation. Consider his face. 
How dead and atupified it looks I How it ahoce above the 
table lost night ; and what a piece of dirty dough it looks at 
this moment ! What light was in the lamp, and now what 
dulness and smoke 1 " 

"And yet," said the younger flea, "the dough begins again to 
work. Surely, he's on with his dream now." 

"Now, he's fairly off A while ago, and the brain was only 
fluttering — like a bird trying its wings — but now — yes, now it's 
off. Ha ! ha ! A vary droll dream, even so far as it goes ; " and 
the old flea looked very wise. 

" Tell it, father ; tell it. You never told me a dream before : 
smrely, said the young one, " I'm old enough to learn now." 

"Listen, my son, and be instructed. Tlie sleeping mania at 
this moment following his heart. The thing has been plucked 
out of hifl bosom by a laughing little creature, with painted 
wings : a strange creature, half-elfin half-anget The e\S, or 
angel, or whatever it is, hugs the heart in its plump arma, and 
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contrived to get upon the alderman, and Bitting close and keeping 
quiet — for that's aa art fleas lia,ve to leam, if the^ would see, and 
not in the end he seen — sitting close in the nape of the aldenuon's 
neck, we were present at the banquet. I shall never forget the 
beautifol sight we had, when the alderman got upon his legs to 
make a speech. Well, we were carried home and put to bed with 
the alderman, and from that time " — 

"Nevermind the aldennan," cried the pert young flea, "but 
get on from Ludgate-hill." 

"While I've talked, the imp and the man have gone round 
St. Paul's, and are now crossing into Cheapaide. Shall I ever 
forget how, when we came to Cheapside, the giants — well, I 
won't think of that now. The imp with the load of paper 
on his head runa by Eow-Chureh, and the dreamer here 
stretches after him. My son, both imp and man," aaid the flea 
Holemnly, " both imp and roan have now entered the Bsjik of 
England ! " 

" The Batik of England ! " repeated the young flea, impressed 
by the sadden seriousness of its parent. 

There was a short pause. The elder flea, a little dry in the 
mouth with so much talking, again inserted its piercer in the 
skin beneath it, and drew up another glass of flea-wine. And in 
this the son dutifully imitated the father. 

"The imp," continued the elder flea, much refreshed by the 
draught, "the imp has entered the Bank printing-office. The 
man without the heart, the poor wretch wriggling and moaning 
under our feet, resignedly drops upon a stool. He sits wringing 
his hands for his lost heart ; and now his veins tingle, for he hears 
the creaking of presses. Tljeir motion aeema, strangely enough, 
bis motion. And now, the imp that had vanished, comes back 
again, bringing in bia arms the poor man's heart." 

" It can't be of any use to him, now," said the younger 
flea. 

" Of the beat use, my child, as he thinks it. The imp jumps 
upon the man's knee, and the heaii/ — it has lost its red colour, and 
its flesh-like look, and as though all the blood had been dischiu^ed 
from it, is white as a rag, save that the veins show through it all 
black — yes, black as iuk ; the heart nicely fitted by the imp, 
beats again in its place inside the sleeper. Tea see ! how he 
smiles — and how his whole body heaves with the chuckle— as be 
again feels the old acquaintance. And now he can't make too 
much of the imp ; he throws bis arms about him, and paws bia 
little dieeks in drunken fondneas. You hear ! You hear, how 
the laugh gurgles in the fool's throat, and all because he's got his 
beart back again." 
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"And now, aa the dream's over, fatlier — what .say you to 
another drink ? " asked the young flea. 

" In a minute, for 'tisn't over yet. No. The place is clianged, 
and the sleeper is carried to see whut appears to him Gold's 
Grand Review in the Bank cellars." 

"What do you mean by Gold'a Review)" demanded the 
junior. 

"The imp and the dreamerare in the Bank Cellnra. Here, my 
son, in mighty bars — in hars that can break even the hacks of 
emperors — is gold. The imp takes a new sovereign piece from 
its boson), and holds it above its head. Like a small golden sun, 
it illumines the place. Whereupon, all the bars of gold become 
pigmy shapes, and all in action. Here we have a whole army — 
all in gold — marching, wheeling, forming into lines and squares. 
Here we have little golden shipwrights hammering at golden 
craft ; here, nooka of gold sweating at golden dainties ; here, in 
the cellar, all the works and labours, the commands and services 
of the world, are shown hy the imp in action — drawn into life, for 
a brief space, from what was a moment before bars of inert metal* 
It is my son, as if all the world outside of the walls of the Bulk, 
v&s imitateii by the world's masters clown in the Bank cellars. 
I can see the Lord Mayor and Court of Aldermen in little men 
of gold not bigi^er than aa Alderman's ibumli: and here the? act 
in the metal itself what the metal makes acted in the flesh 
outside." 

" And for what purpose 1 I don't see the use of it," said the 
young flea. 

"As a farewell show to our dreamer here. And he is mightily 
pleased with it, for he rubs his hands, and then rubs his heart 
aa though he found all happiness there." 

" And has he found it, think you ? " naked the youngster. 

" Hm ! That will be seen," said the old one. 
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CHAPTEE IIL 

It was mid-daj when Mrs. J arielio neit entered her bed-room. 
She came iD, humming a little piece of a song. Whereapon, the 
culprit between the aheeta took coarage to obserfe — " I dont 
think I ever paaaed bo wretched a night." 

" Considering the night was over when yon came home, 
Mr , Jericho, joxx of course are the beat judge. How should I 
know aJiTthing about it i" Suchwaa the home-thrust relentleaaly 
glTBD by Mra. Jericho. She would not be mollified. 

" I went, my dear," — began Jericho. 

The outraged wife would not be insulted. Suddenly twiating 
round, as though atung by the hypocritic tendarneasj Mra. 
Jericho deaired the man to keep his fine words for people out 
of doors. Her eyes were at length opened ; she liod a long 
time — too king — been fondly blind ; but at last she knew all ; 
she WBB satisfied, and — she again repeated it — she would not be 
insulted. 

Jericho was not to be diverted into a, quarrel PaciSc num I 
He would atruggle to keep the peace. Hence, in tones felo- 
niously intended to soften and cajole, he returned to what he 
called the terrors of the past night. 

" If I were to live a thousand years, my love "— 

" Love I " Bidaimed Mrs. Jericho, and this time she turned 
Hill upon the offender. For a minute, she stood withering him 
from between the bed-eurtaina. And Jericho, not wholly lost to 
shame, dragged bis night-cap over his brow, and shrinking, rolled 
himself upon the other side. With his heavy eye upon the 
parrots and parroquets perched and flying upon the bed-room 
paperthat adorued the wall — for Mrs. Jericho, as she told her 
bosom friends, would have that paper at any price ; the birds, 
and the palms, and the savanni^s, as she said, bo reminding 
her of past happiness with Pennibacker, — Jericho manfully 
continued : 

"Tes, a thousand years, I shouldn't forget last night." 

"Tery likely not," said Mra. Jericho. "I've ao doubt you 
deserve to remember it. I shouldn't wonder." 

"Ton don't know, my dear Sabilla" — Mra. Jericho trod the 
room anew, impatient of aueh daring familiarity, — " you don't 
know what I've suffered. Such an extraordinary dream ! I 
feel it now. It has almost killed me with bile. Eut tt'a the 
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ububI casa with me. An micoiafortable dream always does. 
Killed with bile." 

(The wretched hypocrite ! With such baited cunning, he angled 
in the depths of woman's tenderness for unmerited aympathy. 
Bat we trust the reader will feel a grim pleasure at hia disap- 
pointment ; he caught nothing.) 

" Tlie dream, my love, the dream has quite scorched me up. 
I'm a man— aa I heUeve you'll give me credit for, dear Sabilla 
— a man with a mind above such things ; otherwise, I should 
think something dreadful, very (Ireadful, was going to happen. 
Could you give me some sodik-water I " 

" I am very sure, Mr. Jericho, there ia not a single drop of 
soda-water in the house." 

Hereupon the sufferer ventured to make a suggestion. 

" Couldn't you send for some i " 

" Certainly not," replied Mrs. Jericho, with instant decision. 
"If I cannot reclaim you to propriety, at leaat let me have the 
satisfaction, for the sake of your children, Pennib — Mr. Jericho, 
for their sake, let roe, if possible, hide from an inquisitive world 
the vices of their father. Let me, at leaat, have such barren 
. consolation." Jericho was silent. In consequence thereof, 
Mrs. Jericho, with gusiiing fluency, continued — " I have no wish, 
Of, to busy the idla world with my private WMnga ; aone 
whatever." 

"I don't see, my — my dear" — said Jericho, from under the 
dothea — " I don't see why you should," 

" And yet you aak me to send the servants for soda-water at 
this time of day. But what do you care how the domestics 
talk ! — how your conduct as a husband and a father is made the 
gossip of the neighbourhood ! I can just fancy, at this hour, 
Edwin asking for soda-water ; and how very cleverly you'd be 
brought upon the counter. Of course, servants will talk. No 
wages will stop 'em. And — no, Mr. Jericho, no" — and his wife 
spoke as though sternly re-asaured in her purpose — "you may 
stab my heart if you will ; but at laast you shall not — that is, if 
I can help it — you shall not call about the vulgar and unfeeling 
world to gaze upon the bleeding wound." And Mrs, Jericho sat 

" I wouldn't da such a thing, and you know I wouldn't, 
Sabilla, dear, you know I wouldn't." Mrs. Jericho made no 
spoken, reply ; but her foot, tapping the carpet, was eloquent of 
unbelief and wrong. 

There was no answering this, therefore Jericho adroitly sought 
to turn the current of discourse. For several minutes he hunted 
for a thought, his wife's foot still accompanying him on the 
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BesTcb. At last lie deemed himself Bucceasful, and, with the 
vivacity of good fortune, said — 

" Can I have a oup of tea ? " 

Mrs. Jericho rose like a snltana, nod with a cold dignity, and 
in deep searching tones, that made Jericho wince in the aheeta, 
said — " Of conrae, Mr. Jericho ; yon are master in your own 
houee. Of course, you can have a cup of tea." And, with this 
assurance, Mrs. Jerieho alowly swept from her pro&ned bed- 



" Well, and what does the old felon say T The scaly old 
griflln I What's he got to answer for himself ? " 

A young gentleman close upon one of the privile(!;ea of 
legal manhood — the privilege of goil^r to prison for bis own 
dehts — put this sudden question to Mrs. Jericho, on her instant 
return to the drawing-room from the interview described 
above. 

" Come, what is it 1 Will ha give me the money ! In a 
word," asked the hurried youth, " will he go into the melting-pot 
like a man and a father 1 " 

"My dear Basil, you mustn't ask me," replied Mrs. Jericho to 
her emphatic first-bora. 

"Oh, mustn't I, though I " cried Basil. "It's as little as I can 
do. Ha ! you don't know the lot of people that's asking mo. 
Bless you ! they ask a hundred times to my once. Well, will 
old Jericho tip the loyalty 1 Did you give him my sentiment, 
mother, ah? Money — money's like the air yon breathe ;-if you 
have it not, you die. Have you brought me the beggariy 
allowance t If I don't blush a hole in my cheek to take it ! It's 
disgusting. A hundred a-year ! Not enough to keep a blind 
man in dogs." 

"My dear Basil, where do you imbibe such eitraordinary 
parallels ) " aaked Mrs. Jericho ; and, with her eyes feeding 
upon the Icnowing, impudent face of the young roan, she 
affectionately adjusted his cravat. " What a careless child you 
are — Vm sure you don't take care of yourself." 

" First make it worth my while, mother. Care 1 What's the 
use of buttoning an empty pocket i But about this worst half 
of youi-B ; this supernumerary lather of mine. Only wished I'd 
ha' guessed what he's turned out. Little as I was, I'd ha.' forbid 
the banns — I would — if I'd j umped upon a three-leggod stool to 
do it" 

Mrs. Jericho drew a deep, deep sigh, and tenderly pressed the 
hero in her arms. 

" Don't sigh, ma'am," said the youth, " don't sigh ; for times 
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are hed, and bobbin's getting dearer." Mrs, Jeriaho tapped the 
young gentleman on his clieek. "To business, as the aun said 
when he rose late— to business, my dear madam. What does 
that mffion-in-law answer to my just proposal J " 

" Basil, really, my dear Basil, I cannot listen ; whatever Mr. 
Jericbo'a faults may be, if I can endure them — if I oan be silent 
— at least I may expect my children " — 

" Not at all, my dear lady, not at all. Tonr children never 
said a word to the bar^in. They only looked on while you 
were sold. They hate all the freedom of English subjects, and 
may abuse your husband ad libiium. I do nothing rashly, dear 
madam ; I've mquif ed into the law, and I know it. My 
allegiance, my dear lady, is due to my own buried father ; and 
as I am told he was a gentleman " — 

"Baai], don't — pray don't I Ton bring him up before ma. 
Ha ! Basil, your father mas a man." 

" No doubt of it, my dear lady ; no doubt of it, my reveped 
mother;" and the young gentleman, with really a t«ueh of 
grace, bent his head, and raised his mother's hand to his lips. 
"Would shoot the fellow, my dear lady, who doubted it. Well, 
why did yon hook-nud-eye yourself to the individual up stairs ) 
Why were you iuduoed to drop upon the golden name of 
Pettnihaeker the tin estinguiehei' of Jariehol Aa Hamlet 
somewhere says, why did you leave that Primrose "ffill of clover, 
to go to grass on Wormwood Scrubs ? " 

" I entreat yoo, Basil — I supplicate, my dearest boy, that you 
desist ! You" — 

" Afl right, my dear lady, all right, and got the receipt. What 
1 meant to say was this. You aacriliced yourself for llie good of 
your £unily 1 " And Baai! Pennibacker, with wrinkled forehead, 
looked inquiringly about, gesticulating as though chewing hia 
emotion. " Didn't you 1 " 

"I did, Basil, I did; but don't grieve ff* that — I can be 
resigned ; I have been resigned." 

" Ijke Q tume lamb," said Basil, bursting into metaphor, " like 
a tame lajnb you wreathed your brow with orange flowers, andili 
the very handsomest manner gave yourself away. Can I forget it) 
Ought I to forget it 1 Ought mysistera to forget it 1 Never. You 
married our destroyer-in-law^ pardon my feelings, my dear 
madam ; aa your dutifiil son I must call him so : you married 
our oannibal-in-law,tomake the fortunes of your Innocent orphans! 
Did you not 1 " 

"I did, Basil," said Mrs. Jericho, and she shuddered. " Yoiwr 
fether knows I did." 

" In which case, madam, as one of those orphans, it is my first 
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duty to take cara that your intentioni are honoarably Cftiriod 
ont Now, madftm, can. I see Mr. Jericho ? " 

" My dear child," said Mrs. Jericho, " he ia not yet up." 
" And nearly one o'clock — what an insult " — and Basil pointed 
towards the aim — "what a marked inault to that reapectahle 
luminary. Never mind. We'll hold a little hed of jastice in 
this matter. For I do assure you, my dear lady, 1 tremble for 
myself ; I do indeed. I never was so disloyal ia all my hfe ; — 

Let not Mr. Basil Pennibacker Buffer in the opinion of the 
faithful Buhjeot. That young gentleman — it was his whim, hia 
oharactariatic mode of speech — adopted the word disloyalty as 
his synonym of poverty. 

" My good sir,"— we give in the way of illuatration a speech of 
Basil's to an earnest tailor — " my good air, you know I always 
desire to respect the constituted authorities. I always like to 
have their images about me. But, my good ^, I have not 
Been the face of the monarch, sir, no not on the smallest 
piece of silver, for a natural twelvemonth, air. I never felt 
myself such a traitor, sir. Look here " — and Baail twitched out 
his empty purae-—" look here ; not a, pennyweight of loyalty in 
it, sir. Ton my life, air, I've quite forgotten the quarteringa of 
my native land. I'm a qnadruped, air, and not a gentleman, 
if I know whether Britannia holds a trident or a dung-fork. 
Tin disgusted with life, sir ; for I've no loyalty— not an ounce of 
loyalty." 

Thus, Mrs. Jericho — fanailiar with the figurative style of her 
son — waa in no way alarmed, when he declared he felt himself 
the greatest traitor on earth ; he had been so long lost to loyalty. 

" I should be very sorry, my dear madam," he addeiJ, " for the 
credit of the family, very sorry to be left ^one with the crown, 
a blue bag in tny hand, and the door open, I tremble, madam, 
at the picture. For I know it, my dear madam — I fee! it, my 
affectionate parent — you would not like to aee the head of your 
only and erring son upon Tower HilL I'm sure, my dear lady, 
you coold not survive that moment. Therefore, to preveut 
serious consequencea, when am I to have an advance of loyalty f 

" My dear Basil, you are so impetuous. I have not yet had an 
opportunity " — 

"Had an opportunity! Make one, my dear lady. But I see 
how it is ; you shrink before the tyrant. The ruffian that 
you have ennobled by consenting to wear his name, refuses to 
make the advance. Did you tell him that with three years' 
allowance down, I'd throw off five per cent, for tiie ready 
lo^ty ! And he refuses 1 Why, my dear lady, it's next to 
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embezzlement. "Upon my life, I wish to treat the individual 
with reapGCt ; uevertlit^lesH, it does flash across my mind that it's 
nowhere written thnt a, man mny not thrash liia uwa father-in- 

" Basil, I will not hear this. I tell you, T will not. %VTiatever 
rofty he the faults of Mr. Jericho — and who should know them 
better than myself ? — I cannot sanction such sentiments. At & 

"My dear maternal lady, money isn't Uke green peas, coming 
in -with A season ; the proper season for money's when money's 
wanted. A season with me, my dear madam, that lasts all the 
year round, I can assure you," and again Basil kissed the hand 
of his anxious piari^ut. 

"The truth is, Basil, I do believe that Mr. Jericho is very 
much pressed— very much. And you know he is iiidnigent to 
you ; and so, you must not be hard upon him : indeed, my love, 
you must not. I am very much afraid," — and Mrs. Jericho 
looked at the youth with new affection — "very much afriud that 
you're an eitravagant child." 

" 'Pon my life, my dear madam, when I see what other young 
fellows do, I feel myself a mean man ; sometimes despise myself. 
You don't know how I struggle to keep down the miaar in me. 
Tve & dreadful idea Bometimefl, of whiit my end will be." 

" My dear Basil ! " cried the mother, in tender alarm. 

" Sometimes, dear lady, I look into the middle of ueit century, 
and see myself a wretched being. Long beard, nails like flsh- 
hooks, one shirt a-year, and dinners of periwinkles. Unless I 
exert all my strength of mind, I shall go off in mildew— die a 
miser. 'He denied himself the common necessaries of life' — 
that's what I sometimes fear will he my history — ' and thus, it is 
believed, hastened his wretched and untimely end.' " 

" Basil t How can you ! " 

"That's ray fate, I fear. ' On his room being searched, bank- 
notes to a large amount were found in an old tinder-box, and a 
hundred and fifty guineas of the time of Qeoige the Second, 
secreted in a German flute ! ' Sometimes, when I'm melancholy 
and disloy^il, I think that's my ikte ; but I'll struggle against the 
feeling," said Basil with filial emphasis; "I will struggle, my 
dear lady." 

Whereupon Mrs. Jericho, haply comforted by his moral 
heroism, assured her hoy that she would not let Mr. Jericho rest 
until he gave a definitive answer to his son-in-law's moderate 
proposition. 

" That is all I want to know, my dear lady. Whether I'm to 
stop short at sudden ruin, or to go on. Pui disgusted with life 
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at present, but I'm open to any arrangement that shall make me 
change my opinion. Hallo ! Aggy, why you're come out of a 
rwnhow ! " 

This auilden Kalutation wm addressed to Miss Agatha Petini- 
backer who, fine and gauze-like as a dragonSy, floated into the 
room, and settled upon a sofa. "I have told you twenty times," 
said the young lady with face severely set, " I will not be called 
Aggy. It's hideous." 

"Then why don't yon change it 1 I say, mother, when are you 
going to consign these girls to India ? Market's full here. Bless 
you, such a glut of wedding-riuga, I'm told they hang mackerel 
on 'em." And Basil laughed s^cily at Agatha ; and Agatha 
pouted contemptuously. 

" My dear Basil, I thought I heard yonr voiee. "Where have 
you been, you naughty cbild I I'm sure your poor sisters "—it 
was Monica Pennibacker who spoke as she entered — " your poor 
sistere might as well be without a brother." 

" That's their opinion Nio," and the youth waa about to ohuck 
Monica's chin, when Monica drew heraelf like a pouter pigeon 
above the familiarity. 

" When yoii can address your elder sister as you ought, Basil " — 

" Come, if you're going to act domestic tragedy I shall leave 
the hoiiae, »Jid not take a check to come bock," &mA Baail. 
"What's the matter with you both I Why, you're as stifle as 
if you slept in sheet iron and boarded on whalebone. Wliat's 
the matter ! Juat wish you'd some of my troubles. Ouly 
yesterday, I lost Scrub my terrier ; a love of a tiling that would 
kill rats as fast as he could see 'em. Turn out a huudi'ed rats, 
aud in a twinkling he'd make 'em feel as if the eyes of Europe 
were od 'em. And that dog's dead. Yet look at me," and Basil 
passed bia fingers through his hair, and with much fortitude, 
wiped an imaginary tear from his eye. " Scrub's departed, yet I 
consent to breathe." 

" Sci-ub ! Bringing terriers before ladies," said Monica ; " do 
not be so vulgar." 

" Indeed Basil," chirupped young Agatha, " you get so low 
your sisters must disown you." 

" Poor little kittens," cried Basil, and he dropped astride a 
ohwr, and shook bis head at the young ladies, and sighod. — 
" Well, 'pon my life, I do wish you were out of this world 1" 

" Basil ! " exclaimed the sisterB, with a slight hysteric scream. 

" Basil t " said Mrs, Jericho, in deep reproving thunder, 

" You're too good for this earth ; you are, indeed, girls. 
Take it in the lump, and see what a lot of it's beneati your 
notice. What a little of it's really respectable. If it wasn't 



A MAN MADE OF MONEY. 29 

iinmn nly, I could weep to think that my HUperfine siBtera lived 
in tho same wick«d vulgar world tliat makes black-puddinga ajxil 
Bells cat'a meat," 

" My dear Basil," said Mia. Jericho, in a tone of tender 
remonstrance, " do not be so eitravagant. And you hurt your 
siatera ; you do, indeed. A man " — and Mrs. Jericho took 
breath for ft great utterance — " a man never so beautiiiillyshowa 
his own strength, as when he respects our softaeas." 

" No, indeed ;" said the young ladies, ajwaking and shaking 
their heads in sympathy. " No ! " 

" I've a whole bank of respect in me, ma'am " — and Basil 
spread hia fingera over his breast — " but I don't pay a 
penn'orth of it to forged drafla. Now, sottnesa is one thing ; 
and — my dear parent I am quite prepared to prove what I aay — 
and gammon ia another." 

" If you aliude to me, sir," — said Monica, who had evidently 
made up her mind for an apophthegm — "permit me oncaandfor 
all to observe, that I don't know what yon mean." 

" Tliat's exactly my feelings on the subject, Monica dear," 
eried Agatha. 

" Now, children, I cannot endure this. It distresses me. 
These little quarrels lacerate me. Ton know, aa I have often 
said, girla, I gave np everything for my children. Had I con- 
sulted my own feelings, I should have glided a solitary thing 
to — to your father. Therefore " — here Mrs. Jericho drew forth 
her pocket-lmcdkerchief ; and both the girls, with a precision 
quite military, imitated the movemont — " therefore, kiss one 
another and he friends," 

""With all my heart, and all my mouth," said Basil. "Come 
along, girla " — and he folded hie arms — " come along ; I won't 
bite." 

" What a creature yon are ! " cried Monica, wiping her eyes, 
as lier mother moved her towards BaaiL 

" I dare say," said the young Agatha, lifting herself upon her 
toes, to Basil, " I dare aay, now, you don't kiss Beaay Carraways 
in that manner," 

" Bcsay Carrawaya," aaid Basil, and the blood ran all over hia 
lace, hia mother silently Bioiliug at the emotion — " Beaay Carra- 
way ia a — a — " Basil stammered, tlien laughed — " a flower," 

" No doubt, dear Basil," said Monica, " So are all young 
ladiea of Bessy's age ; all flowers." 

" But I mean," aaid Basil, " the natural thing. You see, my 
beloved sistera, there are two sorts of flowers. Now, Bessy 
isn't too fine, or too good for this world. No ; she's a flesh 
and blood flower, growing upon the earth, and not thiuking it 
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too dirty for her ; a flower that givea out the awtietneas of her 
own natural self, and doesn't think it too good for other people : 
tuid why, because xhe thinks no more about it, than a ruse or a 
lily, or any other blossom that's delicious and doesn't know iL" 

" Upon my word, Basil," cried Mra. Jericho, with joyona 
emphasis, "you are quiet a poeL" 

" Should be very sorry, roa'am, for the respectability of the 
femily," said Basil. 

" Oh, quite a, bard," exclaimed Monica, with a sarcasm bo 
very fine, it was uufelt by its object. " Now, you have given 
us one sort of female flower, what — dear boy — wiiat is the 
other ! " 

" Certainly, Nic," and Basil took his sister's hand between 
his own. " The other flower doesn't root in the world at all : 
earth's too vulgar for it, dearest maid. It's a flower so fine, 
it's grown out of silk or velvet, and stands upon a wire stalk. 
"Whatever scent it has, it iaa't its own : it doesn't come oat of 
itself sweet girl, but out of the foshion. Very fine flowers ; 
very bright, and very sweet, and very wax-like, — but still, my 
darling virgin, they are flowers, sown in silk, cultivated by the 
BcisBora, and perched upon, stjfifheas. Not at all the sort of 
flower for my button-hole, I can tel! you." 

" Dear no ! Of course not," cried the wicked Agatha, 
clapping her bands. " Bessy is, of course, your heart's-ease." 

" My dear little puss," said Basil, " I like Bessy, as I s^d, 
because she doesn't think herself too good for other people : for 
all that, I'm not good enough for her. No, my little tortoise- 
shell, I shall always study humility, it's safeat — shall always 
think myself not good enough for any woman in the worid. 
When I die, this is the epitaph I shall have grown over me : — 
'Be 'ums so humble of spirit, he never lifted hie thoughu to 
marriage. Jieader, go and do litewise.' " 

"My dear, strange Basil!" said Mrs. Jericho, with an 
incredulous laugh. 

"Shall endeavour to leave five pounds a-yeur, to have that 
epitaph gi'own over me in mustard and cress. Five pounds 
a-year, ma'am, to the sexton, to keep my memory green." 

"I wonder what Miss Carraways would say if she heard you. 
But I know better," said Monica. "I think, Agatha, we had 
better bespeak our posts as bridesmaids." 

" Wouldn't suffer it, my darling girls," said Basil. " If ever I 
was to marry — not that I ever shall ; no, no — I shall walk 
througli the world with the mustard and cress steadily in my 
eye^ — ^you shouldn't come near iny wife. No, no ; you're too 
good, too fine, too embroidered, for the plain work of matrimony. 
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BksE yoar little filagree hearts, before you marry you ought to 
perform qnarantine in cotton, aud aurve seTen years to pies and 



"Now, my dear, dear Basil" — 

But Edwic, entering with a letter, deetroyed Mrs. Jericho'a 
sentence in its early Byllahles. 

" How cimona ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, "A letter from MrH, 
Carrawaya. I know her dear hand from all my friends : there 
ia sneh a flow of the lady about it. Ha ! the party. 'Jlfr. and 
Mrs. Cairaicaya reqitat the hotwar of — ' yes ; we are all invited. 
This ia to be the great fEtu of the season. Jogtrot Iiodge will 
be burningly brilliant. The richest people will be there, and I 
have heard," and Mrs. Jericho lowered her Toice, "I have heard, 
some of the nobility," 

" No doubt," aaid Basil ; "just a lord or two, to keep 'em 

" Eeally, Basil, you ought to go and live in a cave, upon wild 
elderbeiTiea ; you ought," said Monica ; and then s!ie turned to 
her parent, with a look of touching helplessness. " But, my 
dear mamma ; liow are we to go J " 

"Tea, mamma," said the forlorn Agatha, " Aoia are we to 
go!" 

Mrs. Jericho was looking about her for an answer, when 
Baail observed — " I see : got no gowns. Ask a woman to a 
tea-party in the Garden of Eden, aud she'd be sure to draw up 
her eyelids, and scream — ' I can't go without a gown.' " 

"I think, Baail" — said Miss Monica, a little majestically, — 
" you had better confine yourself to terriers, aud things that, 
perhaps, you understand. What do you know about gowns ) " 

" Very true, my eider-duck, Very true. And, mother, as I am 
to show at the Lodge, I must really have a supply of loyalty : 
for I quite sympathise with the girls ; feel it quite impossible, 
my honoured lady, to appear at the same table twice in the 
same toothpick," 

Mrs. Jericho, tapping her palm with the miasive from Jogtrot 
Lodge, was descending deep into meditation. Who shall say 
what visions rose before her ! It had alwaya been her ambition 
that her girls should — in her own nervous words — "make a blow 
m marriage." And she felt — felt as a mother — that, perhaps, 
the time was come. The girla should go armed at all points foi 
conquest. " It shall be so," said Mrs, Jericho, self-oommuning ; 
and then she serenely amiled upon al] her children. 

" Proud to take your word for it, my revered lady," said Baail. 
" So as I've got to look at another dog at Chambers, — though 
Scrub's a first-love I shall never get over ; yes, that dog's a 
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braised place here, I can tell you," — and the mourner pointed 
his fore-finger to his hyart — "I'll be back in a couple of liouts. 
I suppose, girla, you'll go to this fBte, like the rest of 'em, in yoar 
iTBT-paint 1 " (The young ladies could not tell what he meant) 
■ Therefore, for the honour of the family, I must start a new 
toothpick. So, the loyalty I must have, my dear madam — the 
loyalty, my honoured parent, or in two hours I'm cutting my 
same with a shilling pen-knife in the Tower of London. Good 
morning," and Basil, with his tiest grace, saluted the hand of his 
mother, filliped a kiss to both the girls, and strode from the 

" Well, he is a handsome fellow," said Monica. 

"Handsome ! he's beautiful," cried Agatha. 

" Beautifnl ! " — eiolaimed the mother, sighing — "he's his own 
iUher, when I first met him. Yea ; every loot, and every tone 
a Pennibacker." 

" Mr. Jericho's in hia room, ma'am," said £dwin the page. 

" Ob ! " s^d Mrs. Jericho. 



CHAPTER rV. 

Mr. Jekicho sat in his study ; and still his dream sat astride 
his spirit. Much of the first distinctness of the vision had faded 
in the morning light ; nevertheless, he could piece out BufGeient 
from its mistiness to make him dull and dumpish. He was not 
a superstitious man — certainly not. He would despise himself 
to be troubled by a dream ; and then he shifted in his seat, and 
took up tbe newspaper, and l^d it down again. And then he 
thought all dreams were to be read backwards : and thus, his 
vision of the Bank Cellars was to be mockingly realised by the 
Queen's Bench. And then ho looked about him and took heart. 
Pooh ! dreams were playthings for coujurora and gypaiea ; quite 
beneath the thought of a reasonable, a respectable man. He hod 
often dreamt he bad been hanged, and what bad come of iti 
Nothing i good or bad. Mr. Jericho again took up the news- 
paper, and was endeavouring to interest himself in the aflairs of 
his holiness the Pope, when the door opened. He winced, for he 
knew the feminine turn of the handle ; he winced, we say, but 
nevertheless manfully, with the paper before his eyes tried to 
Jceep his soul apart — far away at the Court of Borne. He heard 
the well-known rustling of the web-known skirts, and shiTered 
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just a little &t the Koiind. Three or four of the oofteat footsteps 
told distiDctly on the silence ; and then — he knew it, ttiough he 
Baw it not — M^. Jericho in her morning muslin, subsided upon 
the opposite eliair like a, HUmmer wave- 
Mr. Jericho, slmoBt without knowing it, had ahifted hitnaelf to 
the Tyrol, and was trying to wonder at the neit move of the 
Emperor of Austria, when Mri. Jericho slightly coughed. Upon 
this, Jericho, a little a^tated, found himself among the li^ of 
bankrupte ; then he took flight to the Hooae of Commons ; 
where he became intenaely a'w rlicd by the Sugar Queation, in 
which he would have been happy to be busied all the morning, 
when the wife of his bosom observed, — 

''Mr. Jericho "~ 

"My dear, juat now it is impossible," said Jericho, shifting. 

"What ia impossible, Mr. Jericho)" nsked the lady, with 
cold wonder. 

" Why, just now — I— I cannot let you have any money," said 
Jericho ; and he wiped his brow. 

"Did I ask for money, Mr. Jericho!" inquired the wif^ 
wounded by the imputation. 

"Eh! Why — hml Didn't you I" cried Jericho, somewhat 
incredulous, 

" Will yon oblige me, Mr. Jericho, by looking at that 1 " and 
Mrs. Jericho handed in the Carraways' letter. 

"Oh! Ha!" cried Jericho — "an invitation to their grand 
party. Very kind of 'em. People who ought to be cultivated. 
Considering the money they have, they don't hold their head 
quite high enough, to be sure ; naverthclesa, very good people ; 
Tery rich people. We shall go, my dear, of eourae." 

Mrs. Jericho folded hor hands together, dropt them gently into 
her lap, then turned her very placid face full in the face of her 
hnsband, and slowly, and very anxiously put to him these words 
— " And Aow are we to go) Mr. Jericho ! " 

" How, my dear ! " cried Jericho, in the darkest ignorance. — 
" How would you go I " 

" As your family, Mr. Jericho ; aa your wife and daughters"-^ 
said the iadyj " we ought to go drest." 

"Why, yes, my dear" — said Jericho — ^'twould look very 
particular, if you didn't. He ! he ! " 

"I admire wit, true wit, Mr. Jericho," said the lady, with a 
pitying smile ; " but no real gentleman ever descends to humour. 
Major Pennibacker never — but that ia not the question. In a word, 
Mr. Jericho, your wife and daughters have no clothes to go in. 
Therefore, as you have decided to accept the invitation, may I ask 
when can you let me have si 
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Jericho dropt the puper, puslied himself from the table, and 
groaned. 

" Oh, very well, very well," — said Mra. Jericho, srith cutting 
■vivacity^" I can writo a refusal ; of courae ; we are ill, or are 
going out of town, or have a better engagement ; anj-thing 
will do." 

"Now, my dear creature, will yon he reaaunable 1" cried 
Jeripho, iatreatingly. "What do you want 1 " 

Mrs. Jericho repUed with admirable brevity. " Want ! 
Everything." 

" Impassible," said Jericho. 

"If wa cannot go like your wife and daughters, we had 
better — far better for your credit — stay at home. Well, I did 
not think it would come to this" — said Mrs, Jericho, a little 
affected — "I did not think when I consented to marry yon, 
that you would suffer my dear girls to want the neceBsaries of 
life." 

"Why, ;ou don't call fine extravagant clothea the necessaries of 
life 1 " cried Jericho. 

" Tea, 1 do, sir j for such a party as that of Carraways ; and 
for girls that are marringsable. Why aU the wovld — that 
is, the richest people in the world — will be at the fSte. And 
are the poor tiiingB, the dear girls, to remaia always at home — 
kept in the dark, like jewels ia boxes — for nobody to see them T 
Why, Mr. Jericho, you're a king Herod to the dear children, 
and nothing better. Indeed to kill them outright, would be more 
mercifuL" 

" My dear creature" — Mrs. Jericho snatched an angry look at 
the word — " my dear SabiUa, what would you have me do ) Pm 
sare I don't want to keep the girls at home, I 'm sure" — Jericho 
spoke with increasing earnestness — " I 'm sure I should be 
delighted to see them married. Why, you must confess, my dear ; 
yon must own, my love, that it was only a fortnight ago, I gave 
yon fiftypounda, for " — 

" And what 'a fifty pounds among three women I " asked 
Mrs. Jericho, 

Jericho, with early habits of arithmetic, quickly replied — 
"Sixteen pounds, thirteen and fourpence a piece." 

" I have told you, Mr. Jericho, that I admire wit — hut no low 
hnmour. As much wit as you please, sir, but no buffoonery. 
Very well " — and Mrs. Jericho rose — " I '11 write and decUne the 
engagement." 

"Yon know best, my dear, of course. I'll leave it all to 
yon ;" and Jericho resumed the paper. A brief pause : and then 
he added — " I 'm sure I only wish I was made of wealth ; but I 




A MAN HADE OF MONET. 36 

can't make money, you know ; I wish I could. TLe eipenwa of 
this family " — 

" No, no, Mr. Jericho ; not of tkit family," and Mrs. Jericho 
biased on the proiioun ; " not (Am." 

" My good woman," cried Jericho, falling back in hia aeat with 
a hopelesa Btars, " what do you meau 1 " 

"Ton know very well what 1 mean; and— ^no, no, Mr. 
Jericho — ^I am not to be deceived by auch hypocrisy, I have 
tried to amother the daj-k thought as it rose ; I have struggled 
to cruah the scorpion suspicion Qiat preys upon my peace ; I have 
wrestled with myaelf to hide my Borrow from the worid, that my 
wound" — 

"Wound!" cried Jericho, atriking the table; "in heaven's 
name, woman, what wound !" 

"That my wound might bleed inwardly" — eontiuned the wife 
— "hut it ia impossible for me to consent to he quite a fool : no, 
indeed ; you ask too much. Not quite a, fool, Mr. 'Jericho." 

Let US at onee eiplaiiL Iiet us possess the reader with the 
dark thought that, fitfully, would shadow the clear day of Mrs. 
Jericho's life ; let na at once produce upon the page the aoorpion 
complained of. 

Mrs. Jericho wsa so convinced that her household expenses 
were of such petty amount ; waa bo aaaured that the family, in 
ita various outlay, cost the head of the house next to nothingj — 
that when Mr. Jericho pleaded la-ek of means, the scorpion afore- 
said, with the malice of its kind, would insinuate the cruellest, 
the falaest suspicion of the truth and constancy of the husband. 
Not, however, that Mrs. Jericho believed it : let us do her so 
mnch justice. Hence, when — to the first horror of Jericho — ahe 
hazarded an opinion that " there must be another wife and family 
out of doors, or where could the money go tol " — when to 
Jericho's contempt, astonishment, and wrath, his honoured wife 
implied so withering an accusation, the good woman herself had 
really no belief in the treason. It waa the very waywardness of 
affection ; it was love-in-idleness frolicking now with a thorn, and 
now a nettle. This, however, waa in earUer days. As time wore 
on, Mrs. Jericho would press the thorn, would flourish the nettle, 
with greater force and purpose, and possibly for this reason ; ahe 
had found the instruments of unexpected value. Jericho, to 
escape them, would make the required concession, would consent 
to the espenae demanded. Briefly, Mrs. Jericho had only to call 
up the shadowy wife and family out-of-doors, to compel Jericho 
to concede to any request for the living spouse and children 
beneath hia roof. So uaeful, so valuable were these shadows found 
by Mrs. Jericho, that it is not to be wondered at that the good 
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woman, without even confessing it to hefBelf shonld, >ia time 
wore on, believe tbeiu to be something more tbaii shades ; and 
yet sot real things ; on tlie other hand, not altogether ide&l miBt. 
Having explained tliia mnch, the reader will take the taunts of 
Ite. Jericho at their real worth ; will value them as so much 
thiatle-down that, blown abont by idle air, neverthelesa coataina 
in its floating lightness the seed of thistles. 

Mrs. Jericho remained the undisputed possessor of the last 
word. With a despairing twitch, Jericho bad again seized the 
newspaper. "Well, then" — said the wife — "itia no use my wastitig 
my time ; I will write to the Carrawaya that we shan't come." 

"Ton will do just as you please, I am sure, my dear. You always 
do," said Jericho. 

"Not I indeed ; oh dear no. But, I dare say, your wife ont of 
doors doES ns she likes ; I Imve no doubt of that. I am sure 
again &nd agun have I wished I hud been a Hindoo wife ; then 
I had sacrificed myself u]X)n the pyre and been happy — but I sm 
rightly served." Jericho, resolutely, held fast by the newspaper, 
determining to forego liis allowed share of the conversation in 
favour of his wife : she shonld have all the talk ; he would not 
deprive her of a single syllable. " And Mr. Jericho, yon have 
decided ? We are nut to go to Jogtrot Lodge 1 We are to miss 
— what I DODBidei", thiEting of my poor dsar girls — raiaa one of 
the greatest opportuaities of the season 1 And this because you 
spend out of doors what should go to your own family I I dare 
Bay, if I could only see— Jind I will, if I live, that I am detemmu'd 
upon — if I conid only see how other people are drest ; if I could 
only know the jewellery that's lavished upon them ; if I could 
only know what they coat, it would be pretty plain why we are 
debarred the common decencies of life. Ouce^ I was foolish, weak 
enough to believe that your wife and family — I mean the wifa 
and family under Ibis roof — had all your money, and all your 
thoughts ; but I have lived to find the bitter contrary." Still 
Jericho held manfully bythe newspaper; and with his blood burn- 
ing and bubbling in his ears, wonld not make reply — not one word. 
" And you are resolved that the dear girls shall not go ? Toil 
have made your mind up to blight their future prospects ] You 
aredeterminedtokeepuHallherelikennns, that other people — I 
Bsid other people, Mr. Jericho — should ran riot in what lawfully 
belongs to your own family J And your eicuse is — you havn't 
the means ! But I know better," 

And here Jericho, with a wan look, laid down the newspaper j 
then ventured to glance appealiugly in the face of Mrs. Jericho, 
and mghed. 

Mrs. Jericho was not to be moved. She was there to fnlfil a 
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great purpose. She hud, or thought ahe hud, aoiua Holeum 
warning in ber breast that the approachiog festival at Jogtrot 
Lodge portended greatnesa to one, baplj to both her daughters: 
and the children should mELbe a aeeml; preparation for their 
destiny. They should be drest and adorned for the best luck 
that could befiil them. "With whatever stnte it might please 
fortojie to smile upon them, they should be worthy of her most 
nfiectionate notice. Tills determination every moment gretv 
Btronger io the heart of the mother, who dropt her cold r^ardu 
upon the newspaper, and then slowly raised it iu her hand. A 
cruel, catting aniile of irony sharpened her lips. " Uh yes," she 
said, " I see what has engaged yon in this paper. It's very pliun." 

" What's plain ? " asked Jericho, 

" Oh, the advertisement here. Ton my word, I think the 
press of the country has come to something, when it brings 
morning vipers into the bosom of a family." 

"Morning vipers ! Wliat is the woman aft«r J" 

" The liberty of the press ! The libertinism, Mr. Jericho, 
that's the word. Now, do you suppose that 1 can be so 
darkened not to see that this advuniaeuiont is addressed to 
you I " and Mrs. Jericho pointed her finger Like a dagger to the 
top of a column. 

" Is the woman mad ! " asked Jericho. 

" No, sir ; and it's the wonder of all my friends — all who know 
yonr conduct — that I am not. For this — this is enough to make 
me mad," and Mrs Jericho read irom the top column these 
mysterious worda ; — 



DAEBARA 

^ Bank-iiuio was receii 
ODtinuitll; about J, 

"And seated before n 

e your money ^ 



The last 



I read this I Why, of course, 
and Mrs. Jericho, to be pre- 
pared, twitched forth her pocket-handkerchief 

Jericho groaned and shook his head ; dlent, helpless, hopeless. 

Tlie wife interpreted everything with astonishing readiness. 
" Of course," she said, as though pleased with tie discovery, 
" Barbara writes to J. And who can J. be, but Jericho ? And 
their darling S. who prattles so, is Solomon ; — of course, there 
can be no doubt of it. Mrs. Barbara Start and your own 
'Solomon.' It's now all clear ; and now I'm sure of it ; now I 
know where your money goes." 

It was very strange. At this moment a amile suddenly broke 
over Jericho's face, and he looked straight at his wife. Mra. 
Jericho quickly drew up at the pleasant aspect of her lord. 
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There v/aa something ed queer, bo odd in the man. Quite a Dew 
loot of Batisfaction gleamed from, his eyes, and hia mouth had 
Buch a hmile of compliance ! What could ail liini ! 

" Jericho," cried the wife, fluddenly familiar. 

"Mj dear— my love," answered Jericho, the words dropping 
melted from his heart. 

"What — why — that ia — Imean, what do you smile at 1 What 
makes you look so very, veiy odd 1 " 

"Eeally, my love," aaid Jericho, with deepening tendemeBs, 
"I can't ttili ; but upon my word I don't know how it is. I 
ehould think there was a. great lump of luck going to fall upon 
UB. I somehow, I — never felt in Huch a pleasant humour in all 
my days. Upon my life, it u strange ! But everything about 
me seems to have a new glow — a strange look of freshness in it 
As true as I'm alive, Sabilla, you don't look above five-and- 
twenty. Never saw you look 80 young in all my life." 

" There's nothing so very — bo particularly strange in that, 
Mr. Jericho, But what is the matter with you ) Anything in 
the paper that " — 

" Not at all ; nothing — not a word. Ha ! ha ! well it is very 
odd I but I somehow feel aa if I eould take everybody in the 
world— that i§, every respectable person, of course— tAke 'em all 
in my arms and embrace 'em." 

" I trust, Mr. Jericho," said the wife — " I trust you have not 
been eating opium ) I have seen horrible examples in the East, 
and — no, you have not been eating opium, Jericho }" 

" Pooh 1 Opium t No drug in the world could make a man 
feel so happy as I am now," and Jericho snapt his hngers, and 
out a caper. " Why, it's a bit of paradise." 

" He doesn't look mad," thought Mrs. Jericho, a little anxious. 

"I feel aa if I had got new blood, new flesli, new bones, new 
brain 1 Wonderful ! " Jericho trod up and down the room, 
and snapt his fingera ; now suddenly stopt at Mrs. Jericho, and 
— startled woman ! she heiBelf could hardly beUeve it — and put 
his hand tenderly beneath her chin, and inflicted upon her lips 
a vigorous kiss. 

" Jerieho ! Well, thia is stranger than evetything," said the 
aatonished wife. 

"You cannot think, Sabilla, how happy I do fee!," and 
Jericho threw himself in his chair, and rubbed his hands, and 
still looked joyously about him. "Something's going to happen." 

" Perhaps a new vein in the mines 1 " suggested Mrs. Jericho. 

"Perhaps," said Jeriobo, a little dubiously, 

" An d now, my dear, about this parity to Jogtrot Hall I Are 
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" Go ! Of course," said Jericho, " Let the dear girla go. I 
should be B. moUBter to refuae them. Besides, it's only right 
they should go. And Baail, too. A noble youth ; a. little too 
foud of rats and doga, — but a noble young fellow. Some day, no 
doubt, he'll be an honour to the bench. Fal lal de ral, lal, W," 
and Jericho's foil spirit overflowed in aong. 

" It will not take a great deal of money, afl«r all," said 
Mrs. Jericho. 

" How much 1 " asked her husband, with a blithe CBreleaaneBB. 

" I think a hundred pounds — because I want the girls on such 
■ an occasion to make a blow — I do almoat think, yea, I am nearly 
aure that a hundred pounds, for we must have a few trinkets, 
will do pretty well." 

" A hundred pounds, after allj isn't much," said Jericho, airily. 

"Not with a great, a vital object in view," responded hia wife. 

"And as the world goes," said Jericho, "people who would ba 
somebody must make an appearance." 

" It is the compulsion of our artificial state of life : I wish it 
were otherwise. But as it is so, my dear, — you'll let me have 
the money ) " 

At this question a strangely pleasurable thrill passed through 
the breast of Jericho : liis heart glowed and expiuded as it had 
never done before ; and be felt his hand drawn — as though some 
fairy pulled at either finger end — to bis bosom. Hia bare hand 
pressed his heart, that, at the pressure, gave a sudden and 
delicious flutter. 

" You will let me have the money ? " repeated Mrs. Jericho. 

Jericho answered not a word, but withdrew his band from 
his breaat : between his finger and his thumb he held, in silver 
purity, a virgin Bank of England note 1 

"What a dear, good creature you are, Jericho ]" — said his 
wife — " to surprise me in this manner ! To bring a note for the 
exact amount with you I Just a hundred ! Well, you are a 
love," and hastily pressing him round the neck, Mrs. Jericho ran 
from the room, as though embarrassed by the freedom. 

And Jericho sat, with his heart beating the faster. Again, 
he piaced his hand to hia breast ; again drew forth another 
Bank note. He jumped to hie feet ; tore away his dress, and 
running to a mirror, saw therein reflected, not human flesh ; but 
over the region of his heart a loose skin of Bank paper, veined 
with marks of ink. He touched it ; and still in his hand there 
lay another note ! 

His thoughtless wish had been wrought into reality. Solomon 
Jericlio was, in veiy truth, a Man nuide of MLoue^ \. 
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CHAPTEET. 



Jogtrot Halt, was the one central grandeur, the boaat and the 
comfort of Marigrilds ; a village, it may be, overlooked, imknowii 
to the t«wD reader, although bo near to London, that on soft, calm 
nights, with the light wind Betting from the east, it ia said the 
late villager has heard the bell of St. Paul's humming of the huge 
ultj in the deep quietude of starlit fields. As yet, the iron 
arms of the rail had not clipped Mari^lds close to London. As 
yet, it lay some two hours' liistant — reckoning the timeby coach- 
horses. Therefore, it was a day of wondrous promise to the 
villsgers, when Squire Oarraways threw open the Hall to his 
London frieuils, AU Marigolds glowed witli satiafaction, for the 
Hall was as the heart of the village ; its influence felt, acknow- 
ledged at the farthest extremity. In fact, Squire Carrawaya was 
the feudal sovereign {he had, without knowing it, so crowned 
himself,) of the people of Marigolds. He lorded it over every 
fireside ; with the like power, if not with the like meana, of the 
good old tlade-and-buckler generations. 

Conceive Jogtrot Hali to be the awful castle of the domain ; 
tliough, to say the truth, there was not a &own to be got from it^ 
see it as you would. For the architects, in their various tasks, 
undertaken from time to time, had made the Hall a sort of 
brick-and-mortar joke ; a violation and a burlesque of all 
building. The Hall was a huge juiuble ; herd adorned with large 
beauty spots of lichen ; there with ivy ; here with jasmine and 
roses i and, to bo short, with a very numerous family of flowering 
parasites, sticking und clin^g, and creeping everywhere about 
it. The Hall seLmed to have been built bit by bit as its owners 
got the wherewithal : as though, only when fortune had made a 
good venture, the owner permitted himself to send out for 
additional bricks and mortar. The Hall covered, or to speak 
better, sprawled over half an acre of ground. And as it lay 
tumbled on the greensward, dressed with all coloured plants and 
flowers ; as its fifty windows stared, and peeped, and looked archly 
At you, it puzzled yon whieh room to chouse wherein to set your 
easy chair, and, with the fittingaccessaries, therein to take a long, 
deep pull of blessed leisure. 

And the lord of the Hall — Gilbert Carrawaya, merchant — had 
a high and dignified sense of his station. He had, perhaps, his 
own notions of feudality ; but auch as they were, he vindicated 
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and worked them out with a. trui; Saxon energ7. In the firat 
place, he hated a beggar : he had, it would almost Beeia,aa inborn 
horror of a destitute man ; therefore, he never pennitted auy 
misery auever — we mean the misery of want — to Hud harbourage 
in Marigolds. If, in his walks, he met with a strange starring 
vagrant, crawling hia way to hungry death, he would 
immediately take up the offender, and giving strioteat orders that 
the vagabond should be well looked after, that is ffd — aiid with 
amended covering, and a shilling in his pocket, be sent forlh 
rebuked upon hia journey. As for the vassals, or villagera, the 
Iiord of the Hall knew every man, woman, and child ; and at 
ceitain tdmes, woiUd call them to strict account. He would 
so carry it even in their homes, that he kBew — »a winter came — 
how many blankets were in every cottage, what logs of wood, and 
what store of coals. He would moreovt^r 'buey himself with the 
meanest circumstances of the meanest mortality ; 'for example, 
in such mishaps as the death nf a cow, a horse, nay, even 
pigs, when the property of a laliouring villager. He would 
thereupon resolve himself into a jury of inqniry; and satisfied 
with the evidence, would replace the cow, give another horse, 
send a pig or two from jiia own store. Moreover, this lord in the 
deep vaults of his Hall had captives buried from the light for ten 
and twenty years : and these at Christmas and at holiday 
times he would set &ee for the especial merriment of the folk of 
Marigolds. 

Jogtrot Hall was partly surrounded by an advance guard of 
magnificent elms : huge, sturdy timber, with the wrinkles of 
some two bundredyeare in their bark : but green and fiouriahing, 
and alive and noisy with a colony of rooks, the descendants of a. 
long flight of undisturbed ancestry. Between the elma, and lifted 
on a gentle rise ofground,JogtrotHalllookeddownwithsmiliug, 
hospitable face. There was no rampant lion over the gates ; no 
eagle, ready to swoop upon the new comer. Tou approached 
the door through a double hedge of holly, winding up the slope ; 
a double line of green-liveried guanis bristling and berried. 
Two peacocks cut in yew — the bird crest of former occupants 
— were perched at the upper end on either side. Their condition, 
in the midst of flourishing beauty, gave warning of its fleetneas. 
They were fast withering. One bird was dying from the head ; 
the other from the tail ; they looked forlorn and blighted ; an 
eyesore amidst health and freshness. Nevertheless, Carraways 
would not snfier them to be cut down, " In the first place," he 
would say, " it wouIlI be a mean act towards those who had lived 
there before him : to the original owners of the peacocks. And 
8econdIy,in the simniest seasons the dying birds preached a sermon, 
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nothing the less solemn because to a rustling, fine-dreaBed 
eongregation of leavea ajid flowers." 

Now, whatever diacourae the peacocks may have held to tha 
master of the domain, wo have uo belief that the dying preachers 
will obtain a momeat's attention from the Mowd of visitors now 
on their way Irom London, to eat and drink, and dance and 
aing, and to act love and to make enmity, to embrace one 
another and to pick one another to pieces, for balf-a~day's 
happiness at Jogtrot Hall, Family parties, gatherings of friends 
and acquaintances, came with every week to the house ; but this 
was a day special — a day set apart for the reception of a, 
multitude. Never, since Carrawaya had come down to the 
village, had Marigolds been so roused. The day was, we say, & 
general festival. All the folks were in their best : and theschool- 
master and schoolmistress — both functionaries paid from the 
jHivy pnrse of Jogtrot Hall — gave their boys and girls a holiday, 
that, in their cleanest attire, and with big nosegays stuck in 
their bosoms and held in their hands, they might, as small 
retainers of the Lord of 4;he Hall, do honour to him and pleasure 
to themselves. 

For three hours at least the children and the younger villagers 
had been prepared, arranged in seemly rows, to confront the 
fine, the awful folks from London. "They're coming now, 
Jenny," said a young fellow, "t^e care of yourself ;," and 
familiarly pressing the ann of a fair, slim country girl, who stood 
in the doorway of 'Wtite, the schocjmaster — a place where she 
had the best claim to-be, for in truth she was the schoolmaster's 
daughter — the earnest adviser, Eobert Topps by name, ran at 
his best speed back t« the Hall. And now, on one side of the 
road, the boys' school, with old "White at their head, and his 
daughter at the threshold, with her fair pink face a little 
flustered by expectation, and perhaps by the counsel of Bob 
Topps, — on one side, the boys' school, with flowers and green 
boughs, is on tiptoe with the first cheer ; and immediately 
opposite, the girls' school of Marigolds, under the firm and 
temperate direction of Mrs. Blanket, schoalmistress, duly 
prepared with a flourish of handkerchiefs ; one or two of the 
more impulsive threatening to shout and flourish very much out 
of season. 

At this turn of the road, reader, — this one whereby the 
carriages must sweep to the Hall, receiving as they pass, the fire 
of either acholarhood — we have an excellent view of the guests. 
How the ladies — spick and span irom the miut of fashion — bring, 
in their caps, and bonnets, and hoods, and gowns, the most 
delightful wonders to the folks of Marigolds 1 It is London 
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aplendoar, in all its mjstery, brought to their doorways. If hats 
and caps were new stars, they would not be stared at with hall 
so muiili wonderment. And now — there is a very narrow 
turning further up the road — the carriages go bo slowly, that 
the young soholara, boys as well as girls, feel abashed to cheer in 
the fixed presence of the fine people. It is only when the line 
loosens, and the carriages roll quicblier on, that the children 
take new courage and shout and pipe their welooiae. 

We do not propose to introduce every guest tfi the reader, — 
merely two or three of the folks ; and for this i-eason. As the 
reader will never again meet with the great body of the 
gathering, we shall suffer whole clouds of lace and muslin to drive 
on, like the lovely clouds over our head, with passing admiration, 
but with no hope of farther knowledge of their lustre. The few 
pereons whom we propose to make known will form part of the 
acquaintance of the traveller through this book, should he gird 
hia loins to journey to the end. 

That lady ripening iu the sua beneath a pink parasol, is the 
Eon. Miss Candituft. Yoii will be kind enough to look very 
attentively, yet withal deferentially, at that lady ; and for this 
reason : it U to her enlai^ed knowledge of the true elements of 
society — as she has been known to call them — thnt you are 
indebted for tHe condescending attendance of the distinguished 
people who will this day eat, drink, and make merry at Jogtrot 
H&ll. It was tbe good fortune of Miss Carraways to meet 
Miss Candituft abroad, travelling with her brother, the Hon. 
Cesar Candituft, whose baggage — with a, large snm of money — 
tad been secretly cut from his vehicle by the guilty hands of a 
demoralised bauditti ! The Carraways were then making a 
tour ; they were very servicable to the Canditufts, and a fiiend- 
ship began between the two young women that grew fast and 
close as ivy. Miss Candituft is caUed a fine woman ; has been so 
called for some years. Her face, you perceive, is large and 
classical ; very |iale, and very fiill of intellect. There is only 
one reason why she is not married — the men are afraid of her. 
We think it only right to give this fact the widest publicity, to 
proclaim it with tte most significant emphasis ; it is so frequent 
a calamity, and yet so unsuspected by the principal sufferers. 
They know not — they who have eaten so much of the tree 
of knowledge, swallowing fruit, pips, leaves, twigs, bark and 
(ill — they know not how terrible they make themselves to a 
bachelor man. He maybe six feet high, with shoulders broad as 
a table, and yet — we have known it— before such a. woman his 
heart has melted into water. He has held his hand to her, with 
all the old feeling that he held forth his palm to the school 



I 



44 A MAN HADE OF UONET. 

femla. Let Minerva take thia axiom to her cool crystal breast 
— If she woiild condescend to uuury, aho mMst oouseiit to leave 
her owl at home. Now, Misa Candituft would always carry tho 
pet to partiea with her ; aud, we have given the result. The men 
— poor birds ! — were alarmed, and fluttered away from her. 
Nevertheless, she had a fine look : a very white akin, a large 
— a little icy, perhaps — full, blue eye ; a close, controlled mouth ; 
a well-cut, vary high-bred nose ; aad large long twists of amber- 
C'lloured ringlets, daucing in her 1^, like bumiabed snakes. For 
aU this, men walked about her aa though her very beauties were 
uombustible — ilestructive. Aud knowing their fears, at length 
she never spared them. 

The Hon. Ceaar Candituft sits beside his water. Could we get 
behind those scenes that every man carries in his brain — (noting, 
with hia tongue and eyes, j ust so much of the play aa seeina fit 
to biiu) — it is not improbable that we should behold the gentle- 
man levelling this hedge — widening tbia road — pulbng down that 
scrubby row of cottages, — and making many other imjiroveiDenta, 
by autidpation, in bis property of Marigolds. Sui propurty, 
when he shall marry Bessy Carrawaya ; and her father — finally 
put aside from the niUdew of tlie city — ahall sleep in the vilUge 
church beneath a snbstantial covering of very baadaome marble. 
■With the hopes, nay the certainty of marrying old Ciirraways' 
heiress, it was not Mr, Candituil's iault if these very natural 
thoughts would present themselves. Certainly not. Who can 
control thought J Who can dismiss it, like an insuleut servant ? 
Who, too, can prophesy, what thought the dial-finger on the next 
minute will bring bim ! We ore thus earnest in common-place, 
that we may attempt to excuse Cesar Candituft ; of all men — all 
men say it of him^lbe moat kind, — the most obliging ; nay, the 
most forgiving. Let Candituft have an enemy seeking him with 
a drawn sword ; and Candituft, with no more than a rose in his 
hand, will strike away the blade ; and in a quarter of an hour 
make the wicked fellow ashamed of himself, that be could feel a, 
moment's auger against ao good, so calm, bo generous a creature 
as Candituft. Qood, noble, sagaoioua Candituft ! Tbey who 
know hirai best, call him the Man-Tamer. 

That old tali man, with a very big head on a thin stalk of 
neck, is Colonel Bones, He goes everywhere. He looks vulgar 
and grubby ; yet is be accounted as costly clay among a certain 
number of very worthy Chriatians ; as precious as is Jerusalem 
earth to exDed Hebrews. He gives himself out aa pixwligionsly 
poor ; but people, in these timea, are not to be gulled. The 
world — (that is, the kernel of the world — for the world is aa a 
cocoa-nut ; there is the vulgar outside fibre, to be made into 
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dooF-mata anil ropes ; the haJU Bhell, good for beer-cupa ; and 
the white, delicate kernel, the real worth, food for the godi)— the 
world knows the secret of Colonel Bones. Ingenuous old sonl ! 
He believes the world will take him at his word ; will receive 
him as the pauper he declares himself. Sly Colonel ! The 
world knows better. The world, in its winding sagacity, has 
worked ont the truth ; and, therefore, with a good-tempered 
smile, gives a very pleasant reason for all the oddities of the 
gooA, dear, old Colonel. He will not afford himself the lumry 
of a carriage ; therefore, a carriage is always sent for him. He 
will not take care of himself at his own table ; and therefore he 
rtmat alwuys dine with one of his best friends. Why, it was 
only last winter that, having bound himself by previous promise 
to grant the request of a petitioner, he conaeMted to become god- 
fiither, with the enforced proviso that he should not give his 
godson a single ounce of plate. Up to this m.oment the child — 
Bones Mizzlemist, eldest son of Mtzzleniist of Doctors' Commons 
— is without a mng. Colonel Bones — he served somewhere in 
Bome regiment at some date in the militia^ — Colonel Bones insists 
upon playing the pauper on an annuity of fifty pounds, and the 
world lets the poor old fellow have his feeble whim, his little 
joke. Very right ; an old man, and to be humoured. 

Tliat alight young man, with the handsome face of blani 
meaning (a fine lamp with no light in it), is Sir Arthur 
. Hodmadod. He is scarcely cool in his baronetcy, having only 
succeeded to the title in the spring. He bows to Miss Canditnft 
a little timidly ; for even yet he does not feel himself altogether 
safe. He looks at her as though he still beheld in her the 
dread possibility of Lady Hodmadod, However, he tjikes heart, 
and rides up to the carriage. — Only hear him. 

" That's a nice thing there ;" and Hodmadod points towjirds 
Jenny White, the schoolroaater'a daughter. 

•■Where 1" asks Miaa Gindituft, opening her eyes to take in 
everybody. 

"There; that thing with the — what is it) — the silver bee; 
isn't it a bee 1 buttoning the Wack riband at her throat," 

"Tes, it is a bee," says Miss Canditnft^ using her glass; 
and then staring at the baronet. " It is a bee. Ha, Sir 
Arthur 1 "What an aquiline eye you have I Not even a, bee 
escapes yon ! Well, it is a bee," 

"Eeally, a beautiful thing. So white, and pink, and smooth ; 
BO lite Dresden china, you might put the wench uf>on a mantel- 
piece. Eh I " and Hodmadod looks for the lady's opinion. 

Miss Canditnft stares at Sir Arthur ; she did not expect to 
be appealed to upon so domestic an arrangement. And then, 
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withont winking, and with a fixed wondering face. Miss 
Candituft Bays, " I don't know," 

" Charming thing ! " And the nneasy Hodmadod tnma in his 
saddle to look at Jenny. " A child of nature ! " 

"Tou think so?" Mks Misa Candituft, with a searching 
emphaBJB, that somehow goes through the baronet. 

Hodmadod finds himself put upon hia proofs ; and in his 
own logical manner, hastily seta his meaaing in its clearest, 
strongest light. "Quite a child of nature. That ia, you know, 
when I say a child of nature, why I mean, of course, a — a 
perfect kitten." 

" Of course ; that is evident," says Misa Candituft, with her 
large, cold eyea in the brain of the haronet. Defenceless 
man ! He feela his exposed condition— and touching hia hat, 
speeds past the carriage. Well, we do not yet think him. safe. 
MiBa Candituft purauea him with such a look that, even now, 
we would not insure him from the life-long consequences of her 
resolution. However, let him flutter his hour while he may. 
We ahall aee. 

On either side boys and girls set up so ioud, so shrUl a welcome, 
it is plain they have caught aight of some bit of bravery — some 
aplendour that hitherto ia the chief glory of the show. Quick and 
perceptive ia the wit <if childliood j and— thej know it — tlie little 
onea have not spent their best cheer without good judgment. For 
look at that magnificent equipage. Four glorious horses, wearing 
the most superb caparison, with — it would aeem — a full sense of 
its costliness, for everywhere it is set and bossed with precious 
silver — four horses, dancing — aa though, like immortal steeds, 
they pawed the empyreaii, not the Queen's highway — draw a sky- 
blue phaeton. There is another about, as the vehicle turns the 
comer ; and horsca, and postilions, and carriage and company, 
are revealed at full. The horses aeem to toae their heads, as with 
a sense of beauty, coquetting with the public approbation ; and 
the postilions, in their gold-coloured satin jackets, have an assured 
and knowing look, and very proud of their horse-fleah, pat the 
beasts, aa though blood was immortal, and there was not a dog 
in the world. And who are the company who sit in the phaeton, 
drinking in, as at every pore of the akin, the looks of wonder and 
admiration that from all aides are cast upon them 7 It is difficult 
— we feel the task — very difficult to obtain belief for the asseiv 
tion ; nevertheless, aa faithful chroniclers, we must at any peril 
make it. The ladies are Mrs. Jericho and her two daughters, 
Mias Monica and Miss Agatha Pennibacker ; the gentleman is 
Mr. Solomon Jericho. 

No, sir ; we are not abashed at yoar look of incredulity ; we 
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expented it. We had no thought that, at the word, you would 
tftke our avowal for the truth ; the folka are, everj one of them, 
80 changei! ; so rcfiniid, and yet withal so enlarged. Mrs. Jericho 
waa always a woman of ooramauding presence ; she could not, 
even when she most desired to unbend, she could not without 
very ranch ado, euhside into the faaiiliarity of gentleneaa. But 
now, she looks as though she had been passing a visit with Quean 
Jnno, and had brought home the lost Lirge manners from 
Olympua. Albeit slie only ahajes the phaeton with three others, 
she seems as though she filled, nay overflowed it ; manner, 
manner does so much. The nasty children scream, and the 
horrid bumpkins shout ; yet it is gratifying, very pleasant, 
indeed, th.it the phaeton (her taste,) and the postboys' jackets 
(her taste,) are not lost upon the creatures. Nevertheless, Mrs. 
Jericho will not bow ; no, not wink an eyelid in recognition of 
the applause ; she will receive the homage as the fealty bom to. 
And the young ladies are worthy of their majestic mother. 
They are wondrously changed. They have, with all the elas- 
ticity of the female character, so sympathised with fortune in her 
sudden good-nature, that already she aeems to them a life-long 
SLCqnaintance, 

Bolomon Jericho ia only fourteen days older aince he and the 
reader were last together. Fourteen days only have been 
filtered into the sea of the -paat since Salomon Jericho — with a 
strange musical tinglbg of every nerve of his body ; with a 
lively, melodious flourish to Plntua — entered upon the myBteriouB 
cares of wealth. "Whenever it pleaaed Solomon, he could lay hia 
hand upon hia heart, and And a hundred pounds of ready money 
there. Yea : we say it. When Solomon wanted real happiness, 
he had only to place hia hand upon hia heart, and he touched the 
ready feUcity. He was mightily stirred by the first knowledge 
of the secret. The reader may haply remember, that ere Jericho 
— to his vast astonishment — drew forth the first note ] ere the 
property of lila bosom, like a dried autumn leaf, came off into his 
palm, he was raised to a state of ecstasy. He felt, without 
knowing the cause, all the blessedness of the triumph that makes 
man, by force of a golden sceptre, one of the kinga of the world. 
Earth, with all its dehghts,wa3 suddenly made to him little other 
than one huge mai'ket, whereat he might purchase whatever took 
hia choice. Without knowing it, he celebrated his coming of age ; 
the unexpected birth-day of a full-grown heir. Now this emotion 
passed almost as soon as Jericho waa assored of possession. He 
himself could not have believed in the easiness of his aelf- 
accommodation to the boundlessness of money. Nevertheless, 
next morning he woke to fortune, as thongh she had alwaj's 
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BtiBTBd hia pilluw. Eren Mrs. Jericho was astoniahed at the 
eqnaniiuit; with which hn hiisbniid received the pita of lack, as 
vouchsafed to him from discovered veina of platina ; for no, not 
even to tha partner of hia boaom, had Jericho revealed his 
bosom's wealth. Little, indeed, did Mrs. Jericho know the 
value of the heart that beat — did it really beat ? — beaide her. 
It waa, in truth, the one great secret of hia breaat that 
Jericho held undiBCovered from the nomiual niiatrsss of that 
region. 

Foorteen daj-a only has Solomon Jericho been new-made; 
that is, made of ijioney ] and wondroiia in the oew-made man is 
the new change ! Once wa^ he an eaay, fllipshod sort of fellow, 
with a high relish for a jote ; or when the joke itself wna not to 
he had, with anything that at a short notice could be supplied in 
ita place. Frequently was it the painful duty of his wife to 
rebuke him for his bumonr i hvunour being, Mrs. Jericho would 
ever insist, beneath n gentleman. Now only fourteen days, and 
what an improvement ! " Money has its duties, Mr. Jericho," 
the wife observed ; " duties that are above a joke." And to her 
great satisfaction, she acknowledged that Jericho in his new 
dull dignity solemnly carried out her own conviction. She waa 
almost delighted with the man ; he was snch an improvement 
Upon himaelf. She coDfesaed it to him.— "He had greatly 
improved : now he never laughed ; he never joked] he never 
talked of people below hia own station ; he had given up 
buffoonery, and philanthropy, and vulgar notions of all kinds ; 
and, really she must say it, he showed himself worthy of the 
good fortune that had fallen upon him. Moreover, she alwaya 
knew — she always felt — a presentiment of what the mines wonld 
produce ; hence ahe had home the privationa of former years 
without a word, without a tear. She had always loved him j 
and it had often caused her a struggle to disguise her affection ; 
nevertheless, she had not thought ahe could love him as she did ; 
and for this reason — she could not deny it — ahe had not believed 
in the moral dignity hia wealth had developed in him. She 
would say it — she was proud of him | " 

"Lovely weather, madam," says Basil Pennibacker, prancing 
np to the phaeton. " But, my dear lady, may I he permitted to 
ssk your unprejadiced opinion of the dust ? " 

" A. alight drawback ; very slight, my love," aays Mrs. Jericho, 
heroically. "But what a heavejJy sky I " 

" Over-head uneiceptionahle ; the other extremity detestable. 
And with such distress as there is, old Carrawaya might have 
hired all the workhouse cheap, to weep in the highway. Snch 
very queer dust, too ! " and Basil smacks his lips. " Not at al] 



I MAN MADE OP MONET. 



the Eotten Row flavour. Full of Band ! Agatha, duck, keep 
your mouth shut ; or you'll be turned into an hoTir-glasH." 

"There, now, Basil, Bet your spurs to your gallant steed, like 
a good boy, and run away," saya Monica. 

"Awonderfiil animal, air," obaerveB Basil confidentially to 
Mr. Jericho. " Hallo ! not well, air 1 " 

* Well I Admirable I Never bo well," says Jericlio, in a cold 
voice, and with a dim smile. 

" Ton my life, you look bo wire-drawn and so thin 1 Blesaed 
if you don't look as if you'd been locked ont last night, and 
dragged to bed through the keyhole." 

"Basil I My child I " cries Mrs. Jericho ; and Jericho smilea, 
but dimmer than before. 

" Extraordinary animal, air," says Basil, thinking it beat to 
return to the horse. " Only three hundred. I'm satiaSed, and 
shall buy him. Only three hundred. Cheap, my honourable 
air — cheap for a water-cart. Look at him, sir. None of your 
horaea, put together with skewers for a day out, to tumble to the 
dogs as aooD as they get home : shall, certainly, lay down the 
loyalty for him. Take care of yourself, my good sir ; men like 
yon can't be spared. Good bye, we shall meet on the dajsiea." 

"Bye, bye," says Agatha. " Don't forget Bessy." 

" Upon my life, yon girls look too nice, — you do, indeed ; — too 
nice," flays Basil, holding in hia horae. 

" Oh I " cry the young ladies, laughing and shaking tlieir 
heads. '' Oh 1 " 

"Tou do, indeed. Too nice to marry, and not nice enough to 
eat ; " and Basil gives his horse hia head, and bounda forward, 
followed by a groom, mounted worthy of the new master he 
attends. Mrs. Jericho smiles proudly, and looks at her husband ; 
who industriously tries, and at length aucceeds, to smile in 
return. 

And now the great crowd of gwesta is set down at the Hall ; 
and now we invite the reader to enter the house, to stray 
among the grounds, and to enjoy the large hospitality that from 
every nook and comer of the place cries — "Eat, drink, and be 
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CHAPTEH VI. 

Thb Hon. Mr. Candltuft had a genius for aooiety. lu tte 
markB of a man's tuce, he could, he thought, generally interpret 
the marks of a man's bank-book, Witb nn unbounded beneTo- 
lenco for all the world, he nevertheleaa — though he would not 
avow the instinct — best liked the acquaintance of that portion 
of society that, raised far above the cares of monej, could do 
the lulleat justice to the moral and Bpiritual, and, he would add, 
the tasteful and elegant man. He looked upon all mankind as 
brethren ; but, still, preferred the elder brethren of the richest 
branchea. And why 1 Possibly because it was the condition of 
humanity to forego bo much of its original bloom and goodness 
in the vulgar pursuit of the vulgar means of life. Not that he 
did not honour even the homy baud of sordid labour. To be 
sure ; and has been known, on more than one festive ocoasiou, 
to take the said hand in his own naked palm, at the same time 
passing a high eulogitim on the original profession of Adam. 
Still, It must be owned, that of the two conditions of Adam, he 
much preferred the landlord of Eden to the labourer outside, 

" Introduce you, my dear sir I To be snie — not that there's 
any need of introduction at Jogtrot Hall ; tliink it a family 
I>arty, sir ; a family party." Such was the cordial outspeaking 
of the host, Gilbert Carraways, esquire ; a fine, ample, hearty, 
old gentleman ; with a bright grey eye ; and white, thin, sUky 
hair. Time had need him like an old friend, kindly, consider- 
ately. At three score, Squira Carraways — for such was his 
dignity throughout Marigolds — carried Lis years, as a lusty 
reaper carries a sheaf ; with ruddy face and unbent back. " I 
say to you again, my good friend," cried the host to Canditnft, 
" think it a fkmily party." 

" My dear sir," said the Hon. Ceaff Canditnft, catching the 
hand of his host, and looking almost pathetically into his facf, 
" my dear sir, woidd that we all had your benevolence ! Would 
that all the world could be brought to think all the worid a 
family party 1 Look at that man, sir ; that very brown man, 
sir," — and Canditnft pointed to an Indian juggler, who, hired 
for the day, was crossing the grounds to begin the show, — 
" look at that deep-dyed individual, sir ; why, I can consider 
him my brother." 

" Very kind of yon," said Carraways ; who, hooking his 
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thtunbe into his waistaoat pockets, looked a little slyly at the 
philanthropist. ^ You never come into the City 1 Hm ! 
jou'd be dreadfully shocked to see bo many of your relationa 
with brooms." 

" Of course," said Canditufl, as the best thing he could say. 
" But, my dear eIt— here he is — introduce lue." 

At this moment, Jericho, between his wife and eldest 
daughter, marched slowly np. 

"Mr. Jericho, Mr. Candituft — the Hon. Mr. Cnndituft," 
said Carraways : and, turning from the newly-known brethren, 
the host took Mra. Jericho and Monica under hie charge. 

" Ton'll find us somewhere, Jericho," amd the wila, " We 
most join dear Mrs. Carraways." 

"And sweet Bessy," cried the emphatic Monica. 

"Beally, Mrs. Jericho, I should like to see your husband 
look somewhat stouter. lant he a — a little thinl" asked 
Carraways. 

" Oh, dear, no 1 not at all," amwered Mjib. Jericho, qnite 
eagerly. " By no means." 

"Papa, you know, was always thin," sud Miss Fennibacker, 
80 very confidently, that Carraways felt ho ought to be mis- 
taken. It wss clear — Jericho was always thin. 

" Well, well, it's my blunder ; yet, I thought, perhaps the 

shock of sudden property By the way, I'm glad to hear such 

wonders of the mines." 

" Very kind of you, dear Mr. Carrawftys. But " — added Mrs. 
Jericho, philosophically and sonorously — " after alt, what is 
money ? Money cannot b^tow bappiness," 

"Why, perhaps not," said the merchant host; "nevertheless, 
it oAen supplies a good imitation of the article. Come, come, you 
mustn't abuse money, Mrs. Jericho, That's the rightfiil privilege 
of people who can't get it." 

" Dear Mrs. Carraways I Well, this is lovely ! Quite oriental ! 
Superb ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, with deepening emphasis gretting 
the lady of the place. " I vow, it takes one quite back to the 
Persian poets." 

" Very good company, no doubt," said Carraways, laughing : 
"but, after all, I rather prefer this to any gardens on foolscap. 
Better company, too " — and the old gentleman bent gallantly to 
Mrs. Jericho and Monica — " much bettw company than the best 
of people, made of the best of ink. My doar," said Carraways to 
his wife, " where 's Bessy t " 

" Oh yes I Where ia dear Bessy 1 " cried Monica, with 
tremulous ami sty. Mrs. Carraways nodded towards a party of 
dancers, where was Beaay Carraways — a girl, whose best beauty 
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was the open goodness of her face — dancing with Sir Arthnr 
Hodmndod; Miss Canditnft apart amiling — as the Spartan young 
gentleman smiled with the fox that fed upon him — and 
following Bessy with speaking eyes, and shaking her golden 
tresses, and beating her silver foot in blithe accompajument of 
the measure. 

" How beautiful is Bessy to-day ! " said Mias Candituft, joining 
Bessy's father and mother. 

" Qnite delicious," cried Mias Pennibacker to Bessy's mother ; 
and Miss Canditnft swerved her fair ueclt, and opened her cold 
eyes at Monica, as though resenting any admiration of so 
interesting a subject as a, trespass upon her own monopoly 
of loye. And then she said, with new fervour — " She oarrisa all 
hearts with her." 

" She is ao beautiful," again interposed Momca. — Again Miss 
Canditofii stared. 

"Why, as for that, she's very good — and very like her mother," 
Boid Carraways, and then he laughed at his wife, and adde<l 
— " and BO we won't talk so much about the beauty. However, 
perhaps I'm grown, too old to judge;" and the father looked 
towards his child, and his face glowed with pride and pleaflure as 
she nodded to him, and wove in and out the dance young, healthful, 
and happy as a nymph. 

" TJgh ! Mr. Carraways, — this is too good ; too fine ; too grand 
for poor folks. It's cruel of you — sheer barbarity, sir, hard- 
hearted pride of pnrse, nothing better. Cruel, sir ; cruel," 
gasped Colonel Bones, offering his hand to the hostess, then to 
the host, and then making a courteous sweeping bow to the 
ladies ; for Bones was gallant to the last. 

"What, then, Colonel " — cried Miss Canditnft — "you don't 
enjoy this Elysium 1 Tou don't like to tread upon asphodel 1 " 

"An insult to poverty. Miss Canditnft — an insult;" and 
Colonel Bones smiled a hard smile, and his dark, deep sunk eyes 
twinkled from behind his ragged eyebrows. " Too bad of our 
host to drag a beggar like me here ; really too had. Tyrannous, 
tyrannous to scourge poverty with golden rods. Hm?" And 
IJie Colonel looked aronnd. 

" I dare say you can hear it, Colonel," answered Miss Candituft, 
staring at him, and reading in the human antiquity the hidden 
mystery of wealth. Before the eyes of the tar-seeing spinster the 
heart, of Colonel Bones lay all revealed ; open, discovered, like the 
valley of diamonds. " You can bear it ;" and saying this, the 
amiling lady drew the very best flower from her bouquet, and 
threaded it in the Colonel's button-hole, 

" Ugh ! " said Colonel Bones, with a grim smile looking 
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down Upon thB Operation. " Ugh ! Winter, winter adorned by 
spring. Oh dear I Why will you tiifce auch pains to spoil a 
beggar J Eh ? Hm 1 " ended the Colonel, with his usual 
spaam of interrogatioD. 

At this moment Oandituft and Jericho advanced to the pwty. 
Colonel Bones, with a sudden jerk, was moving off, when Candi- 
tuft atept forwiird with open hand. 

" Ugh ! No, sir ; I ean't do it^-I won't do it. The fact is, 
sir, — though this is not the place to name it — the fact is, it was 
I, Colonel Bones, who on Saturday last black-balled you at the 
Cut-and-come." Thus spoke Booes, and somewhat defyiugly. 

"My good Colonel," said Candituft very meekly, "I know it, 
what then 1 It was- a mistake." 

" No mistake at all, air ; not a bit : I'd do it again to-morrow. 
Wouldn't I ) Hm ) " 

"Because, my dear Colonel, you don't know me. Ignorance 
causes all tlie family quarrels of the brotherhood of man. I 
lament your error ; but I have no malice. Aud wliat is human 
life,— what ia moral dignity, if it can't live down these Hmall 
mistakes ! The brotherhood of man, my dear sir." 

" Eh ! Wbat ! There you are ; at it again, Candituft ! The 
brotherhood of mtu ! When you come out to onjoy joaraelli 
why the devil can't you leave all your poor relations at home ? " 

"Ha! Commissioner, glad to see you. Why, you look as 
flourishing und aa bountiful as one of your own bread-trees. It's 
food and lodging to behold yon." This was the ready, flattering 
reply of Candituft toaBhort,thick, very black, and very red man, 
who had the look of having been dried like pepper, hard and 
hot, in a fiery climate ; though there were people who, when 
Commissioner Thrush talked of his travels in Siam, stared very 
doubtingly upon the boastful rover. Be such doubts juat or 
n^jnat, the Commissioner made a very good use of the king of 
Siam ; putting off upon the royal whim, or royal wisdom, his 
own jest. Thoa, when Commissioner Thrush wanted to shoot 
at impertinence or folly, he would very modestly shoot with the 
king of Siam's jariper long-bow, 

"Why, my dear good Thrush, will you so speak of human 
natural" asked the indomitable Candituft, "Why will you 
take such patns to hide that noble heart of yours I Tbat heart 
enlai'ged by travel— softened by experience — purified by " 

"Well, it's wonderful," said the Commissioner, scrutinising 
the cheek of the Man-Tamer — " wonderful how you can do it 
But you talk of hearts and homes, and keep your face like a 
figure-head. It's a good thing, Candituft, you ar'n't in Siam. 
They'd put yoi! in petticoats ; they would, sir ; foe life — withant 
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hope of pardon, sir, for the term of your natural life. In petti- 

"Ugh J " cried Colonel Bones with, a sneering grin, "ahooldn't 
a bit wonder. What for ! Hm J " 

"Tou see, Colonel, it ia the ouatom of the king of Siam — or 
was, when I knew him, for let me be particular — it was hia 
Majesty's custom, when any of his ministera, or judges, or 
generals, or people of that sort of kidney, persisted in doing or 
talking of matters th^ didn't imderstand — not that I insinuate 
anything of the sort against our friend Candituft— by no means ; 
dont mistake me — it was the king's custom, I eay, to male his 
ministers, for the rest of their days, wear nothing else hut the 
cast-off clothes of the oldest women in his domitiions. When I 
left Siam, which is now — how time flies ! — a good while ago, 
there were three prime ministers, one chancellor of the exche- 
quer, a chief justice, and two field marshals, all in old women's 
petticoats, air. And for life ! "What do you think of that ) " 

" For my part," said Carrawajs, " I must think the old ladies 
much scandalised by the practice. But, Jericho, 1 want you " — 

"Why, it isn't Jericho t " cried Thrush, rushing up to our Man 
of Money, and laying hold of his coat with both hands — " It can't 
ba Jericho I Only a dividend of him. As I'm aliTe, you dont 
look a shilling in the pound of yourself." 

"Looks, sir — looks," — said Jericho, with a dignity that did 
his wife's heart good — ''are the cheats of the simple. If, bow- 
ever, I do look thin, be assured I've my own private reasons 
for it. May I have the pleasure, madam i " — and Jericho offered 
his arm to Miss Candituft, her brother having introduced 
Jericho, and being with hia aiater introduced to Jericho's wife 
and daughter in honourable return. Jericho made for a distant 
crowd, gathered about the juggler. "Yery odd, madam, that 
people can't keep their foolish opinions under their own hats," 
said Jericho : and Miss Canditnft — forewarned by a significant 
look, an emphatic whisper from her brother— jumped instantly 
to the like conclusion. Indeed Miss Candituft had very quickly 
gathered the Jericho family to her bunch of treasured friends : 
adding them readily as new flowers to chosen blossoms. 

"Well, Mr. Jericho is certainly not bo stout as he was," eaid 
Mrs. Carraways to Jericho's wife, "but then I think he looks a 
great deal better. He was a little too stout," suggested the good- 
natured lionteas. 

"Decidedly too stout," swd Mrs. Jericho, "He wanted 
activity of mind and body. I have prevailed upon hun of late 
to take exercise and he is a great deal better. But, really, it 
would seem as if there was a ^reneral conspiracy to frighten the 
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poor man out of the world, Absoluteij a wicked deeign to throw 
me into the despair of widowhood." And then, as tearing her- 
self with B, wreuch from the idea, Mrs. Jericho blandly suggested 
— " Let na follow the world, and go to the juggler," 

Caudituft, Colonel Bonea, and Commiasioner Thrush bIowIj 
trod the greenaward, " Why," said Thrush, " money seBma to 
have taken all the colour out of him. He was a jolly fellow, red 
and ripe aa a peach ; and now — I wonder if he's made bis will. 
Depend upon it, he won't live long." 

"Don't say that! Dear fellow — I mean, poor creature! 
Dreadful times for such people to die, when by living" — and 
Candituft with finger at hia cheek, shook his head — " they could 
do 80 much good to the iamily of man. Eeally, Mr. Jericho 
ought to have the best adrice." 

" Ugh I If he's BO very rich, Candituft, youll bestow advice 
gratia," grinned Bonea. " You'll feel hia pulse, — I'm sure of that. 
Now a beggw like me — a pensioner upon a crust — can't hope for 
such a doctor. Hm ! " 

" Ha, Colonel 1 You know jou may say anything. You 
know you may use your friends as you please ; you ean't offend 
'em. They know your heart," — said Candituft — "and what 
matters the rest J " 

" I say. Colonel, you'll remember Candituft in your will for all 
this 1 " said Thrush. 

" My will ! Ugh ! " cried Colonel Bonea. " When I die, I 
shall leave — I shall leave— the world." 

"Talking of wills," said Thrush, returning to his self-laid trap, 
"talking of wills, there was an odd thing happened in Siam." 

" No doubt. Odd if there hadn't," cried Candituft, smiliug 
with confidence on the unmoved Bones, 

"You'll like to hear it, Candituft. Very odd. There was an 
old muckthrift died, and left to the dear friend that had best 
flattered him a curious bequest. You'll never guess it — it was 
a jar of treacle, miied with caterpillars." 

" Disgusting ! " cried Candituft. 

" Good ! devilish good ! " laughed Colonel Bones. 

" And so it became a saying in Siam. Whenever," s^d 
Thrush, with a leer at the Man-Tamer — "whenever a man 
coaxed and flattered another for hia own ends, folks would say — 
' He's laying on the treacle, and may come in for the caterpillars." 
And this, I assure you was in Siam." 

"Charming! excellent! quite a delicious apologue I" said 
Candituft, with a smile that declared hitn invulnerable. "You 
are a happy fellow, Thrush, When you are most bitter, jou are 
most wholesome. It's impossible not to relish you. After a talk 
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with yoif, I feel 1117 morals braced, toned I may aaj, for a month. 
Capital fellow ! " And Candituft laid his outspread hand affec- 
tionately on Thrush's Bhoulder, 

" Hallo ! Basil, boy, how d'ye do } " said ThruBh to youog 
Pennibacker, who, looking aniioualy about bim, ran upon the 
party. " 'Poll my word, you hayeu't done growing yet. Why, 
how you've shot up thii last month I " 

" No doubt, my dear sir ; climb like a honeysuckle. But the 
truth is, we talk of the degeneracy of the age. I'se found out 
the cause, sir ; it's straps. They hold down tha free-born Briton, 
sir ; they dwarf a giant race, sir. Every maxi, if he likes, has his 
discovery ; straps are mine." 

" Admirable ! " cried Candituft, with convulsive laughter ; for 
Basil had already been shown to the Man-Tamer as the son-in- 
law of the gorgeous Jericho. " Most ingenious ; and yet most 
simple discovery [ Ha ! ha ! " 

" That's it, sir," said Basil, taking quick measure of Candituft 
— "that's it. Welookabroadfor causes, when the thing is under 
our foot. What has lowered the standard of the British army) 
— straps, Wliy, in these days, sir, have we no high drama, sir — 
no high art 1 Straps, sir ; straps. Men are tied to their boots, 
and can't reach it. Why have we no poUtical greatness, sir I 
Why does an unprincijJed minister every night of his parlia- 
mentary existence violate the spotless constitution ? " 

" TTgh ! Hear ! Hear ! TTm J " ci'ied Colonel Bones, and he 
rubbed his big, raw hands. 

" Why have we no public spirit left, sir 1 Why do we not 
rise against tyranny, and taxation, and free trade, and the Pope J 
The disgrace and the answer, gentlemen, are In one crushing 
syllable — atraps ! " 

" Hear ! hear ! hear ! Loud cheers ! " cried Candituft. At 
this moment, Bessy, under the protection of Miss Candituft, 
was crossing the lawn, when Basil, without further word, imme- 
diately broke from hia audience, Candituft, however, with some 
sudden and violent commendation of Basil's vivacious talent, 
inatantiy followed. 

" My dear lady," said Basil, sweeping off his hat, and redden- 
ing and stammering somewhat — " may I now' beg the goodness of 
your promise ? These httle work-people of yours" 

"Eeally, Mr. Pennibacker, you'll not care about them," said 
Bessy, in a voice made sweeter by her simple, affectionate looks. 
' But if you really wish to see them " 

" Yes, yes ; that's right, Bessy. It's a sight that may do the 
young men of our day good," said old Cajramays, coming up 
with a host of visitors, Mrs. Jericho and Monica being of the 
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number. " It will be a ehange, too^ fi-om tba juggler. By tie 
way — that poor brother of youra, Mr. Cajiditufl " 

" Brother, Mr. Carrawaya ! " cried Candituft i and then he 
recollected the human relationship, and warmly smiled, and aaid 
— "Oh yea ! very true ; to be sure." 

' He earns hia daily mutton hard enough, I never knew 
Buch tricks. Ha ! ha ! Stack Exchange is nothing to it," said 
Carraways i and he led the way between high laurel heiige^^ 
winding and winding — until he came into a small garden. Here 
the company beard clamorous shouts of laughter. The quiet, 
well-bred mirth of the party seemed to have migrated hither to 
break loose into the largest enjoyment. A few paces, and a 
happy scene revealed itseli'. The garden was skirted by a hay- 
Seld. A heavy second crop had blessed the land. Some thirty 
or forty of the youngest aad sprightliest of the visitors ' were 
making hay ; and — oue or two or three in a violent spirit of 
romps — were pitching the hay at one another. " Ha ! ha 1 ha ! 
I like thia," cried Carraways. "Well, I do think that young 
folks neTer look so happy or so handsome as when they're 
making hay. What say jou, Mrs. Jericho 1 " 

"'I was ever of that sentiment," said Mrs. Jericho, with one 
of her fullest smiles. " 'Tis so paatoral — ao innocent ; so far 
away from the fastidious conventionaJities of life.'' And then' 
Mrs. Jeriuho darkly finwned, and suddenly squeezing her 
daughter Monica by the bito, and whispering anxiously between ■ 
her maternal teeth, cried — "That never can be your sister,- 
Agatha ! " But it was ; and the flushed delinquent — with a 
sharp, chirping laugh — ^was at the moment throwing a wisp of 
hay at Sir Artliur Hodmadod, who had evidently made up his 
mind to receive it as 'Cbs largest of blessings. 

" It is Agathttj" said Monica, sharing more than her mother's 
trouble at the exposure ; for she much wondered that her 
younger sister could take such freedom with a baronet. 

"Don't mind Sir Arthur," said Miss Canditnft in her own 
sympathetic way, to the anxious parent. " Nobody minds him. 
He hasn't the genius to be even daugeiMus." Mrs. Jericho 
itored, attd then smiled and jerked her head, at (ince acknow- 
led^g and despiBing the information. 

In a minute the disturbed merry-makers, mi suddenly grave 
us they might be, joined the party, Carraways laughing and 
giving them heartiest praise for their romps. "That's it! 
1 love to sGe people not Bslismed to enjoy themselves after their 
own hearts. For my part, I never see a haycock that I don't 
wish to go plump head over heels into it. I think, somehow, 
it's an instinct of the natural ilimily of man, eh, Mr. Candituft V 
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" No doubt, mj dear air," said Candituft ; " not the least 
doubt — a remnajit of Eden that atill sweetens the tail." 

" Agatha, I am ashamed of you," whiBpered Mra. Jericho to her 
red-faced daughter as ahe sidled up. The next moment Sir Arthur 
Hodmadod, with a, gay confident look, proffered to the rebuked 
Agatha an arm of the haronetago. The motion was not lost 
upon the scrupulous Monica ( wlio — to comfort her mother — 
immediately whispered — " And I'm ashamed of her, too, ma." 

" Here we are," cried Carrawaya, halting at an apiary of the 
trimmest and prettiest order. " Here's Bessy's work-people. 
And I can tell you, charming it is to see them coming in and 
going out ; and delightful to meet 'em in tho fiulds — for upon 
my life, I sometimes think they know us — as they go bouncing, 
'buzzing by." 

" I'm sure they know me, papa," iaid Besay ; and then she 
modestly added— "at least I think so." 

"Ugh! They must know yon," stud Colonel Bones j "bees, 
bees must be the best judges of flowers. TTm 1 " 

" Delicious ! A sweet thought, Colonel," said Candituft. 
" ExceUent ! " 

" It is very pretty," cri^d Hodmadod, surveying the apiary. 
" So nicely tiiatched, too ; so very snug. I c»ll it " — sdd the 
baronet with authority—" I call it quite a bijou." 

** Do you, indeed 1 " asked Agatha, all smiles. 

" T do," said Sir Arthur ; " that is, when I say a bijou, I mean 
^-of course — a picture." 

" The inference is so plain," said Mifs Candituft, and she 
looked in that wild moment at the flushed Agatha as though she 
could have bitten her bold, red cheek. 

" Wonderful creatures, beea 1 " cried Hodmadori " Only to 
think that such little things should make ail the wax candles ! " 
Thera was a pause, when the modest baronet asked — " They do 
make all the wax candles, eh I don't they ! " 

"Make everythingin wax," said Baaii. " Wonderfully arranged, 
sir. The white bees make wax ; and the black bees — the nigger 
bees — make pitch." 

" Very wall ; very good ; but no — I can't quite believe that. 
Still, it is wonderful. And Miss Carj-aways, permit me to ask " 
— said Hodmadod — " do your labourers here work all the year 
round ?" 

" Not all the year. Sir Arthur," answered the smiling Bessy. 

" Ha I I see ; the bees have a recess. Hn 1 ha ! They're like 
us in ParUament," said Hodmadod. " Ha ! ha ! " 

" Oh, very like you in Parliament," cried the cool, cutting 
Miss Candituft. 
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" That is, when I say that bees are Eko membera of Fiuliament, 
I don't mean " — explained the logical Hodmadod — " I don't 
mean that lofimbera of Parliament make wax candleB, jon 

" No, no, no," cried Carrawaya with a laugh ; and the com- 
pany, to be ralleved, would see a joke, and laughed most heartily ; 
Hodmadod Htill laughing loudeat. 

" Bnt we are not the only bee-keepera," said Mra. Carraways. 
" We have what we call our honey-feagta. And you aboold 
only Bee Bessy's silver bees." 

" Silver bees I Well, that is strange. Now I call it onrious," 
— cried Hodmadod—" but on tbe road, I did see a silver bee 
settled — when I say settled, of course I mean buckled — on the 
tiiroat of a nice little girL Wasn't she, Miss Candituft ) " 

" A very pretty, fair thing with flaien hair," remarked Miss 
Candituft. 

" Tbat'a Jenny White, gbe'a tbe silver bee of this year ; 
yon see, it's a whim of our Bessy's " — Mrs. Carraways would 
talk, regardless of Bessy's looks — " to give prizes every year to 
the folka hereabout whose hives weigh most honey. Besides 
these prizes, there's a silver bee to be worn on holidays." 

" 'Pon my word," said Hodmadod, "I think I shall take a 
cottage here, and enter myself for the stakes. When I say 
myself of course I mean my bees, because I couldn't very well 
go into a Illy, — eh 1 " 

" Not in boots," said Basil with a knowing clench. 

Here Topps winding his way round the company, with 
importance in his looks, made up to his ma.ster. " This way," 
cried Carraways, giving his arm to Mib. Jericho. " I think 
I know where we can light upon tbe merry-thought of a 
chicken." 

In a very few minutes, the host was seated at the head of 
the table under a long, wide tent, On the table were the most 
delicious proofs of the earth's goodness j with every kitchen 
mystery. And these vanished, and were replaced, and guests 
came and went, and came and went ; and so the hours flew, 
eating, drinking, laughing, and dancing by ; until the stars came 
out, and the musiii played more noisily, and the merriment grew 
louder and louder. 

Some twenty or thirty were seated together. Mr. Jericho, 
taciturn and digoided, graced the board, Candituft sat next 
him ; and with others, among whom were Commissioner Thrush, 
and tbe miserly Coloael Bones, clubbed their share of mirth. An 
elderly geutleioan, pock-marked, with a pink uose, had been 
particvilarly silent ; admiring, when and where required, with 
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Kobereat discretion. And now, for fbe past luUf hour, lie had 
been seized with a, paaaiott to drink everybody's health. This 
vinous philanthropist was Doctor Mizzlemist of Doctors' 
CommoDs. He had at laat discovered the great duty of 
life ; and waa resolved to perform iL For the third time he 
rose to give " the health of Solomon Jericho, Esquire, an 
honour to hia country." For the third time, the Doctor dwelt 
upon the hidden virtues of his excellent toast, emphasiziiig 
them with a dessert fork, which never failed in its downward 
descent to make three marks upon the table. Finally, wrought 
into enthusiafm by a contemplation of his subject. Doctor 
Mizzlemiat delivered himself with such energy, that at the 
Kune time he struck the fork between the bones of Jericho's 
right hand, pinning it where it lay. The planted weapon 
trembled in the mahogany. Mr. Jericho's head was at the 
moment turned aside. A shout from the company proclaimed 
some calamity. Mr. Jericho slowly turning, eaw the fork still 
quivering in hia flesh. He callnly withdrew the weapon from 
the wood, laid it down, passed his palm over his bloodless hand, 
and with a smile said — " It's nothing." 

" What wonderful forbearance ! " " "What extraordinary 
fii-mnesB 1 " thought the coiupany, and still they looked strangely, 
curioualy at the serene, the philoaophic Jericho. 

The fireworks died in darkness — the lamps twinkled feinter 
and fainter — and at some" hour in the morning the last Teliiole 
rolled from the gate of Jogtrot Lodge. — Perhaps, some four 
honra before the postmaU delivered hia lettei's at the house of 
Garraways in the City. 



cSafeeb td:. 

* Six inches less round the body, as I'm a siimer ! Sis indiea 
iBsB, Mr. Jericho, and I last took your measure only six weeks 
ago." Thus spoke Breeks, the tailor, holding his strip of parch- 
ment to the eye of the attenuated Jericho. " I never did know 
anch a shribk." 

" I'm glad of it," said Jericho with dignity. " I was fast 
losing my figure, Breeks." 

" Ok dear, no ! " said Breeks. " A little stout, to be sure : 
but noways out of character. Some people's only made to be 
stent, and nothing else. And now in six weeks six inches ! 
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I twelvemonth, do you know -what that'll come tol 
e without ohBervation, Mr. BraeltB," said 



Why, i 
Eh?" 

" Yon will Q 

The faintest, briefest " Oh ! " rounded the mouth of Breeks, 
and with tenderest touch he proceeded in his task. It is at least 
one of the hnmaniHing heanties of credit that it begets familiarity. 
Debt despises tho distance of ceremony. Now Breeks had for 
many years made for Jericho ; and Jerieho was never above the 
tailor's joke. There might he a reason for this. Breeka was 
never in a hurry to push. Hia bille were like oak-leavea ; new 
ones always grew under the old. 

Breeks took his measures in silence. He knew that Jericho 
was become rich, and therefore felt that he, the rich man's tailor, 
must become duli and respectful. Beady money was, nfter all, 
better than a ready laugh. " Shall I allow anything, sir, for " — 
and Breeks held the body of Jericho as in a parchment bridle — 
" anything for stoutness 1 It way come, sir, when you least 
expect it ? " 

"A little, just a little, Breeks. Though I don't think I'm a 
bit thinner than — than many people } " 

"Not a hit, sir; and then, sir, where natur' leaves us we 
can always lay hold upon art. Plesh " — said Breeks, waving 
his arm — " fleflli may fall away, but paddin's contin'ally 

" Just so ! and therefore, Breeks, you may give a little puff — 
just the smallest roundness " — 

" I know, sir ; just an ounce or two more flesh in the waist- 
coat. It shall be done, sir. I wish you a humble good morning, 
air," and Breeks bowed in excess of homage. 

"Breeks," — a thought had come, upon Jerieho, — "Breeka, 
are you married 1 " Breeka stared : for how many times, 
years gone by, had Mrs. Breeks herself opened the door to 
Mr. Jericho ! 

Breeks delicately resented this forgetfulnesa of the man of 
money. With a low bow, the tailor replied — " I am not ye£ a 
widower, Mr. Jericho." 

"Ha! To be sure. Hm" — mused Jericho, — "then it's 
out of the question ; otherwise, Breeks, I might have served 
you." 

" Mrs. Breeks, Mr. Jericho," — replied the tailor, — " is too 
dootiful a wife to stand in tho light of her hnsband. Whatever 
it is, may I be so bold as to say, mention it 1 " 

" Not now — no matter — another time. Go," siud Jericho ; 
and the tailor, with an awe of the sudden dignity of money — 
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an awe he wuuld not oonfess to — ehrauk from tbe dreBsinf^ 

" Here's a clumge ! After aU, there's no such paddin' for 
human natur' as Bank-notes ! " Now this is what Breeks 
declared to himself outside the door ; and again and again 
repeated sa he stept onward from Jericho's house. Indeed, bo 
intent was he upon the felicitous thought that — with a atrange 
self-delusion — he avowed to his wife, delighted by her husband's 
wit and courage, that he flung the words — hard and hot like a 
thunderbolt — " in Jericho's face." And the elevated tailor almoHt 
thought as much. NevertheleBS, for Jericho's face, truth meekly 
supplies Jericho's knocker, 

The waistcoat that six weeks ago had wrapt Jericho, lay on 
the ground. How wide and large it looked ! An expanded cere- 
cloth of perished flesh ! How much of him — of him, Jericho — 
was (nice in that wiustcoat that was now — where ! It could not 
b« possible that the bank in his bosom was supplied at the cost 
of hja fleshly substance ) He was not paying himself away trans- 
muted into paper 1 Pooh ! Nonsense ! He never felt better ; 
never felt so hard and Arm. Nerertheleas, he looked upon the 
waistcoat as upon an opened book, written with mortal meanings. 
And then ^ain he felt assured his fleshy store did not supply his 
money, and then — be determined to measure his w^st, and in 
eiflctest balance — unknown to all men — to weigh himself every 
morning. The first part of the dbcipline he would immediately 
commence. Whereupon, with a silken lace be encompassed his 
chest, snipping close where both ends joined. Scarcely had he 
finished the operation, when light, yet peremptory Angers, tapped 
at the door. " May I come in, love 1 " It was the voice of 
Mrs. Jericho. 

" Certainly," said Jericho ; " what do you want, Sabilla, my 
dear!" 

Let OS endeavour to explain this mutual familiarity. The 
truth is, in a very soft moment Jericho bad mui-mured to bis 
wife this honey-sweet intelligence — He knew no bounds to his 
wealth ! Whereupon, with a responsive burst of sympathy, 
iSia. Jericho declared that, in such case, she saw no end to bis 
greatness. We have said that Mrs. Jericho was a woman of 
great imagination. Instautaneonsly she beheld herself upon the 
topmost peak of the Mountains of Millions ; whose altitude is 
just ten thousand thousand times higher than the Mountains of 
the Moon, So high that the biggest pearls in the very oldest 
coronets appeared to Mrs. Jericho no bigger than mustard-seed. 
With boundless riches she instantly felt boundless ambition. 
Mrs. Jericho had ever made ber best curtsey to the power of 
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wealth : but with the unexpected Flutiis as her guest, she wns 
suddenly rapt, sublimated. The Lady Machetli of a money-box. 

" Solomon," — never until his day of riches had evea hie own 
wife called him Solomon — " mnke haste : you are wanted. 
Somethink very particular — a great proposal — vital to us — all we 
could wish." 

" Who is it, my dear I What's it about 1 " asked Jericho with 
dull composure. 

" I have already told you," — said Mrs. Jericho In a deep organ 
note — " that yon may fill the world. You skaM fill it." Jericho 
robbed his chin ; then — he could not help it — looked askance 
upon the all-wide, cast^«ff waistcoat. " Make haste, and meet me 
in the drawing-room." Saying this, Mrs. Jericho, in all her 
lUktural pomp, departed. 

Whilst Jericho finishes his toilette, making really the most of 
himself, let us proceed to the drawing-room. Miss Agatha 
Pennibacker never looked prettier: she is neatly, gracefully 
attired in morning muslin web ; and stands for the moment 
looking down with full eyes upon the cup of a flower, into whicli, 
with pouting lips, she idly blows. And who could think that 
that little flower should reflect buoIi arosy flush upon the face of 
Agatha ? Perhaps, however, it is not all the flower : it may be, 
that the presence of Sir Arthur HodmaiJod, who stands some 
way apart, half twirling a chair in the hollow of one hand, and 
with a Bmile showing all his fine teeth to the simple Agatha, — 
perhaps, the baronet has at lea^t a share of the bluah with the 
scarlet anemone. 

"I am delighted to hear, my dear madam, that you suffered 
no fatigue — took no cold," very tenderly observes the baronet— 
"beauty is a jewel — whenlsay a jewel, of course I mean aflower 
— that sometimes anffera &om the night." 

" But, Sir Arthur — it was so fine, you recollect ! Do you not 
remember the brilliancy of the moon that, you observed, looked 
like a new nun that had just taken the veil ; and surely — can 
you forget " — asks the emphatic Agatha — " the beautiful com- 
pliment you paid to the stars ? " 

"I assure you, now, that's just like me — I do," replies the 
modest man. " Haven't a notion." 

" Oh, you said — I recollect it so well," says the earnest 
creature, raising her liquid eyes — " you said that the stars were 
the diamonds of the poor." 

" That's very like me : but I am so liable to forget. Still, I 
should have sworn to the thought anywhere." 

Thus may roan commit unconscious perjury. For, be it at 
once known that it was Candltuft who, in his large benevolence. 
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gave the Btora to the poor man for his jewels: a sort of liberality 
Candituft was very prone to, for it in no way impoveriBhed 
himself. 

" You are aware, dear madam," «aid Sir Arthur, a little 
abruptly, " that in the days of chivalry, it was the custom for 
ladiea to be leechea. Tou know, when I say leeches, I dont of 
eonrse mean the nasty things in ponds, but surgeons. Then 
every lady-love dresBed her own knight. Of conrae, I mean his 
wound." 

" To be sure ; I've read it all very often. Tea" — and Agatha 
looked suddenly deroted — "in those dear olden times women 
fulfilled their miasion, and were leeches. We shall never see 
those days again ! " 

" Suppose we try," said Hodmadod, handing a ehair to 
Agatha, dropping into one himself, and drawing cloae to the 
fluttered young Indy, whose timid eye now and then turned to 
the door. " What do yon think of that hand, dearest JEss 
Agatha "" and Sir Arthur gracefully presented his open palm. 

" Oh ! gracious ! " cried the young lady, flinging away the 
anemone, clasping her hands, and looking piteous sorrow. 
Wherefore ? The hand had been blistered ; and a little wound 
— Miss Agatha might have covered it with a guinea, if she had 
had the coin and the thought about her— lay in the palm, 

"Your candid opinion, aweet girl? In its present wounded 
state — when I say wounded, of course I mean it's quite as good 
as ever — I couldn't ofier the hand to a lady 3 " 

" Dear me I " cried A gatha, " what a question ! How shonld 
I know J But how did it happen 1 " 

" Why, you see, not used to the aori; of thing, it was the 
hay-fork ; when I say a bay-fork, I think I may venture to 
observe" — and here the handsome baronet looked in the glow- 
ing face of Agatha, and smiled with all his might — " the dart of 

" Dear me ! " and Agatha looked at the hurt, with evidently 
no thought of the figurative weapon that had caused it—" dear 
me ! it miat give you dreadful pain." 

" Dreadful ! that is, of courae, great pleasure. Now, dear 
yonng lady, I want you to be my leech." 

" La ! Sir Arthur ; we don't live in such times, you know ; " 
and Agatha was delighted. 

" Aa I am determined to ofier thia hand with all my heart 
in it — when I aayall my heart, I mean my title — to a young lady 
whom you know, and, I believe, very much respect — as upon 
that resolution I am a perfect rock — when I aay a rock, I mean 
I am hard upon being happy — why then " 
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"I see exactly what you mean, Sir Arthur," said Agatha, to 
tht: rescue. 

"Tlrnt's delightful ! That's a true woman who, when a man 
Las only hall' a meauing, supplies the other half. It's that that 
makes the full circia of the wedding-ring. When I eay the 
wedding-ring, of course I mean " — 

"I know," cried Agatha, quickly. 

" Well, dear Miss Peanibacker, will you undertake the cure, 
for the iady you are hest a,cqnainted with 1 " 

"I'm sure I — I'd do anything in snch a case to serve any 
lady. But hadn't I better call mamma 1 She's a beautiful 
surgeon 1 Oh, what a leech she'd have been in those sweet old 
times. Tea, I'd better call mamma ; " aud, like & startled 
antdope, the maiden bounded from the room. 

Sir Arthur Hodmadod, left to himself, incontinently walked 
up to a mirror. It was, at the worst, his old resource. To him 
a looking-glass was capital company. It always brought before 
him the subject he loved best : a subject he never grew tired of ; 
a subject that, contemplate it as he would, like every other truly 
great work, revealed some hitherto undiscovered excellence. 
Thus, in a very few seconds. Sir Arthur was so intently fixed 
upon the well-known, yet ever new production before him ; was 
SO profoundly satisfied with the in&iiy merits appealiDg to his 
impartial judgment, that he heard not the door open; heard not 
the soft footsteps of two ladies. — Sir Arthur, in the intensity of his 
study, was wholly unconscious of the approach of Miss Monica 
Pennihaoker and her very recent, and very fast friend. Miss 
Canditufb. Monica was about to break in upon the grateful 
meditation of the baronet, when Miss Candituft raised her 
eloquent forefinger. This gesture was foUowed by nods and 
smiles ; and Monica, with sudden knowledge of their mysterious 
import, jerked her head, and laughed in answer ; and without a 
word, but with a huge enjoyment of the jest, quitted the ground. 

Sir Arthur is still at the glass, and Mias Caudituft sinks upon 
a BO&, The cold, calm {a,ce of the lady very nearly approached 
the &ce of the gentleman in the mirror j nevertheless, so Sxed 
was he upon his subject, that the iutrusion failed to rouse him. 
Miss Candituft canght the reflected features of the baronet ; and 
though she felt all the force of their vacancy ; though she 
thought she despised that han{lsoine mask of ""^n more than 
ever ; she felt stir within her remorseless thoughts of vengeance. 
In that stern moment she fixed the baronet's fate. He, poor 
victim ! with all his soul on tiptoe walking the outline of Lis 
right whisker, he knew not what awaited him. — He knew not 
that behind liim, sat a weak woman who had determined to 
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snatch him from himself ; to carry him awaj, whether he would 
or not ; to hurry him to a venerable edifice ; and then and there 
rivet on him a chain for life. And thia, it is our &ith, ia a 
sentence often paaeed in silence on the nnsuspecting sufferer ; a 
sentence pronouncsd in self-confidence in pla7-house boxes, in 
hall-room corners ; possibly even in cathedral pews. The judge 
all outward smiles and teudemess, haa thoughts of a life-long 
sentence at heart. How beaulJfQ! that it should be so 1 To our 
imagination how much more dsUeious the simple, balmy flower, 
when we know that it smiles so sweetly, and to all appearance ho 
unconsciously of the wedding-ring gold, so very deep below. 

" Well, I do look well — devilish well to-day," said Sir Arthur 
to the baronet in the glaaa. ** I don't think I ever saw myself 
look better. Hanilsome — when I say handsome, I mean quite a 
butcher. Mias Canditufl ! " cried Sir Arthur, suddenly startled 

" I didnt speak ! I didn't say a word — did 11" cried Hod- 
madod. " I don't think I spoke. Eli 1" 

" Not a word," answered the lady ; " not a syllable ; it was 
only ' the mind, the music breathing from the lace.' What a 
shame it is yon should be so handsome, Sir Arthur. Really, 
you go in great danger. You'll be enrried off by some hand of 
desperate women, and afterwards mffled for ; you'll be married 
some day in spite of your scre.ama. By the way, Sir Arthur," — 
and Caroline fiied the baronet with her cold, full look — " What 
brings you here ) " 

" Oh, friendship. That is, when I say friendaliip, I " — 

"Yea ; the old meaning. Well, you always had an admirable 
taste. Sir Arthnr. I mtxst say that ; an atlmirable taste, even 
before your looking-glaas. Dear me ! " — and she suddenly rose 
and crossed to the window — " quite a garden here. Well, I 
have often wondered what fools flowers were, to grow in London: 
I mean — bat Sir Arthnr, of course, you luiow wlmt I mean." 
And saying this. Miss Canditnft stept upon the verandah ; and 
for a time, there ia no doubt of it, divided her admiration 
between flowers and muaio ; the geraniama about her, and a 
barrel-organ below her. 

The next minute, and Agatha returned with even a deeper 
flush in her face — with a more vivacious sparkle in her eye — 
with a quicker tremor in her voice. To be made love to by a 
baronet ! For the suspicion had, during her long absence, 
atreugthoned into asauranee. Great bad been her growth of 
heart, large her addition of knowledge, in the few minutes 
employed to pasa to her room, and to bring together every kind 
of imaginable anodyne ; every sort of balsamic remedy. 
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"My dear Mjhs Agatha," cried Eodmadod pretty loudly, that 
Miss Candituft might have the fullest benefit of Itia intouation ; 
" my dear ladj, I blush for this trouble ; whea I say, I bluah I — 
I really don't know what to aay." 

" Don't name it, Sir Arthur. I couldn't disturb mamma ; 
etill I— I wish I had, for upon my word and honour, I don't 
know what to do. Oh dear ! it is very bad," and agwu Agatha 
glanced at the baronet's abraded hand. 

" Dear me ! This is the thing— the very thing," and Eod- 
madod took np a card of court-plaister ; a healing substance bo 
eery rare, and requiring such nice wisdom to pi-escribe it, that of 
course the baronet had never thought of the remedy untd pro- 
duced by the aniioiip maid before him. 

" WelJ, Sir Arthur, I thought that possibly might do : dear 
me ! why didn't you think of it before ? Wliat you must have 
suffured!" said Agatha with thoughts of p^ distresBiug her 
pretty face. 

"The fact is, I had the misfortune, that is the delight to 
receive the wound " — Miss Candituft unconaciouHly tore a 
camellia to bits as slie listened — "iu the most beautiful society ; 
and in that society I said to myseltj it shall be healed. When 
I Bay healed " — 

" It will be quite well to-morrow," said Agatha very earaeatly ; 
and now she cast an eye at the wound, measuring its smallness, 
and with a pair of scissors cut the plaister to the diameter of the 
hurt. When she had delicately rounded a piece the size of a 
ahHIing ; trimming and trimming it as though it was to her 
imposBible to make too nice an adjustment ; she gently laid it on 
the fingers of the baronet, at the same time, with the prettiest 
grace and humility, dropping a curtsey. 

Sir Arthur Hodmadod looked smilingly at Agatha, and then 
at the round black patch lying ou his fingers. — "My dear 
madam, you must breathe upon it." 

" Oh dear no I Not at all ! Certainly not," cried Agatha. 

Sii- Arthur, holding the little patch by the eitremc edges of 
his finger and thumb-nail, presented it to the lips of Agatha. 
" Breathe, my dear madam ; -when I say bi-eathe, I mean waft 

" I couldn't think of such a thing," cried Agatha, retreating. 

" The whole charm — the spell — when I say the cluvrm, I mean 
the medicine — is in the breath that warms it. My dear Agatha," 
and Sir Arthur attempted to encircle the timid creature's 

"How very foolish!" cried Agatha, stil! ahriuiing. "How 
foolish I " And then she made her little mout)i into the 
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■nullest bad, and blew qoickJv twice or thiiee. ** How lery 
fiwfWi!" 

"Now, I may cill the cure almort complete," eaid Sir Artbnr, 
and he pUced the patch upon the wooai "Upnn my life! 
Sesntiful ! Deliraooa ! " and he cast hia ejes rapturonsly towaids 
the ceiling. 

" Hm it done yon so mnch good already. Sir Afthnr t Pm 
BO glftd ! Sncb a. simple thing, too." 

" My dearest girL it ia the deligbtfiil magic of yonr breath. I 
feel it — from this little patch, it goes through and throu^ all 
my bltiod. I'm drinking champagne all over," cried the 
impaarioned patient. 

** La ! Sir Arthur, how can you ? " cried Agatha. 

" When I say chamjiagoe, I mean nectar's nothing to it. "What 
a beaalifDl itirgeoD i " and Sir Arthur took Agatha's bond, and 
pressed it in bis wounded palm, pressing the patch to make the 
operation perfect. "Dear me I" and the gentleman fei^ed 
Bndden BUrprise, " that I ehonid be near forgetting it ! " 

" Forgetting nhat, Sir Arthur I" asked the inganuons maid. 

** The fee, sweet ^rl ; the fee," and Sir Arthur, quite ere the 
young lady was aware of bis intention, pressed hia lips to her 
hand — to the band that was rapidly snatched away as from the 
touch of & nettle. " And now, my dear little leech— when I aay 
leenh, I mean my bloominf; chemb — when do you think the hand 
will be fit to go to church 1" 

" I should say. Sir Arthur, that the lady herself, whoever she 
may be, could best answer such a strange question." Here 
Agatha tried to trill a careless note or two. 

Sir Arthur Tery much enjoyed the pretty oonfiision of Agatha, 
and waa highly delighted by the torment that, in the courage 
new to himself he had, he was sure of it, inflicted upon Miaa 
Candituft. It was really capital recreation, excellent sport, at 
one and the same time to plity with the hearts of two women. 
And one such a pretty little simpleton — the other such a high- 
topping task-miatress ! Tlie baronet felt proud of himself. And 
then he thought of bis face, hia figure ; and took the incident aa 
a matter of course. How could it be otherwise ) 

" You can't predict the time 1 " and Sir Arthur gaily returned 
to the question. 

** Haven't an idea," aaid Agatha ; " no, not an idea." 

"At all events, then, you will see the patient everyday!" 
Whereupon the baronet would look as though he had aU his 
heart in his eyea. 

" Why, really. Sir Arthur, upon such a subject I feel — I mean 
— yon must aak my mamma. Ha ! " — and Agatha snatched her 
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band away, fcr tho door opened, and Mrs. Jeriuho, most Hump- 
tuoiialj caparisoned, flowed into the room — "And here IB 
mamma," said the confliaed maiden. 

Mrs. Jericho had a mother's ejea, and would not then and 
there see the bloshes of her daaghter. As tliougli Agatha had 
not been in the room, Mrs. Jericho, all emiles and presence of 
mind, received and returned the compliments of the baronet. 

"Agatha, my child," obserred Mrs. jLTicho in the softest 
voice, " I thought the Hon. Mr. Canditufl " — 

" Oh, Ceaar is talking to Monica," said Miss Candituft, step- 
ping from the balcony, whilst Agatha felt it was impassiblo that 
she could do otherwise than faint to behold her. " Eeally you 
have a charming prospect from this window. I've been quite 
fixed by it — quite. Did not expect to see anything like what I 
have aean," said Miss Candituft ; and Agatha shuddered. The 
next moment Monica joined the party, informing her mamma 
that the Eon. Mr. Candituft had been removed into the study 
by Mr. Jericho. Thither let ub follow them. 
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Me. Canditdft still grasps the hand of hia exceUent new 
Mend. " Upon my honour, my dear sir, the sight of you looking 
80 well lifts a mountain from my mind. I wouldn't have had 
the feelings of Dr. Miazlemiat for the honours of the earth." 
Mr. Jericho feebly amilea, lifting his shoulders in deprecation of 
further sympathy. " Surely this — this is the hand the fork 
went through, yet not so much as a scar." 

" It was nothing : I'm happily formed, Mr, Candituft ; that 
is, my flesh heals directly. It ail arises from a wonderful 
purity of blood no doubt, but nothing hurts me," said Jericho, 
" nothing." 

"A common person, Mr. Jericho^ — now the danger's past 
I don't mind saying it — a eommoji man from such a wound 
must have had lockjaw." Here Candituft put his hand before 
his eyes, to abut out the horror of the picture. Recovering 
liimself, he proceeded, with a gay, playful look — " And lockjaw, 
Mr. Jericho, would not have served your turn in the House of 
Commons." 

"My good air," answered Jericho, with an air of inatructiou, 
"lam not in the House of Commons." 

" Not taken the oaths and seat, certainly, but 'tis good as dooe, 
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My <ienr sir, you are reaervptl for great things: the whole 
brotherhood of man will one day feel diaposed to bless y^on. 
And, my dear air, permit lae to cocgratulata you on your heroic 
helpmate, Mrs. Jericho." 

" She'a a — a fine woman," said Jericho : he could say no less. 

"A. woman of far-seeing ambition. She already beholds joa 
OQ the top of the tree, air ; on the top of the tree," and Canditoft 
shook Jericlio'e hand till he ahook him into smiles. 

" Why, sir, I atn not backward — goodness forbid I — not baefc- 
ward to acknowledge the responsibility. Money la the sapport 
of the world: the piikr of the social edifice. Without money, 
man is little above the brute." 

"A great political truth," cried the aatoniahed Candituft, "a 
very great political truth." 

*• Let us look through the animal world, Mr. Candituft. What 
makes the elephant powei-fiil 1 — his trunk and tusks. "What 
makes the lion dangerous I — his teeth and claws. And, what 
tasks and teeth are to the lower creatures, money is to man. 
Is it not so 1 " asked Jericho, confidently. 

Ouidituft suddenly folded his arms, and looking downward, as 
though speaking to the carpet, said very vehemently — "It is." 

" I think," continued Jericho, " I think it is the great Lord 
Bacon who somewhere obaervea — ' Knowledge, turned into ready 
money, ia power.' I am of his lordship's opinion." 

" OSf conrae, Mr. Jericho. It was to he expected of yon. And 
now, my dear, dear sir, to business. Mrs. Jericho informed 
me, xt Jogtrot Lodge, that you burn to get into Parliament. 
Yon are right TKat is your sphere." 

" I don't think I conid make a speech — don't think I eoaU 
say a dozen woids," urged the modest Jericho, " mdess, I lad 
tlie decanters before me." 

'We don't look for long speeches from men of wealth, sir. 
WaVe plenty of speakers whose only bank is the Kn glinh 
laagB^e ; and tremendously they draw upon tt. What we 
'maatt — vbat we can't have too mncli of — is the subataatul, 
MiUitabaUe power of property. When a man rises with k 
■SBoi «f money in his pocket, people think it's his weaJtJi that 
tafta aad *ot he. Therefore, boggle as he may, he is sor* to 
m^ i^aetlcng worth listening to. The world is charitable, nt^ 
ami ^ifnim the man fbr the metal." 

*Of ea^ne; Tcry ri^t. I don't know," said Jokho^ iv- 
■■nd, ' th«t I «^t to fear Parliament — much.'' 

'fflirl Tovr party would embrace yon! Tov*d he Um 

I of ^ — by the way, what ar« your piditkal ** wAai 
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" The politics of — of the human heart," ouswered Jericho, " of 
course, nothing less." 

"I thought bo: our side ! My dear air, you will find it will 
be impossible forns to make too niucli of you. And now to the 
question that has hrouglit me hei'e. The borough of Toadsham 
is at your service. Tou. needn't even show youraolf ; all'you 
have to Bay is— yes ; and take your seat. Tou can't inmglne 
how your dear, your nohle wife has jumped at the notion." 

"Well, 'yea' m soon said," observed Jericho. 

"And you'll say itl I knew you would," and Candituft 
shook Jericho by the hand. " Ha, air '. what a career ia open to 
you. With your houndleaa wealth " — 

"Pooh! pooh; no such thing, Mr, Candituft. What could 
have put it into your head J " 

" With your boundless wealth, blt, after serving your country 
with your patriotic votoa in the Commons, you'll be gathered 
to the House of Lords in your green old age. Think of that, 
sir. In your very green old age. Eank, title, honours I Why, 
who shall say that the little ermine destined to trim your robe, 
is not at this minute playing somewhere in the Ural Mountaina i 
Who shall say that the silk-worms that shall spin the silk for 
youi' blue riband, are not at this moment in the egg ? " 

Jericho thought he felt hia heart waira with the fancy. 
He flattered himself that the organ absolutely fluttered. He 
observed — "What will be the price — the lowest price of 
Toadsham ) " 

"Not more than ten thousand," answered Candituft, very 
blithely. 

" That is a large aum, Mr. Candituft," cried Jericho. 

"Well, now, you do surprise me ! I cannot disguise it ; you 
do astonish me. I did think you'd wonder at the cheapness. 
Ten thousand pounds for a seat in Parliament ! After aU — with 
your enlarged views — what is it but ao much money put out to 
the interest of your country and yourself? You must recollect, 
sir, we live in revolutionary times. Now, there ia anch a cry 
for purity of election, as it's called, that the selling price— when 
a pennyworth is to be had— «l»« go up. It's in the nature 01 
human things, Mr. Jericho. In its time, sir, I ^ve you my 
honour, Toadsham baa brought double the money. Double the 
money, sir," averred Candituft, 

" When can the business be arranged } When can I go in ? " 
asked Jericho. 

" When the usual forms are over — and in your case, they are 
only fonus — directly, my dear sir." 
" Well, as it will please my wife, and — as you observe, Mr. 
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Cuidituft — property ought to pn^ the nation, I don't think I 
■hall refiiae. No : joa may hock me for Toadaham." 

At this moment JUn. Jericho entered the room. "Permit 
me, madam, to congratulate tou ok the admirable resolution lA 
Mr. Jericho. He has consented "— «ud Cftnditnft, as thoogfa 
relieveil of great aniietf — " lie haa consented to stand bj the 
ecntntrr. He nill Btt for Toadsham." 

"Of conrBC, mj dear air. These are not times" — said 
Mra. Jericho — "for properly to desi'rt ita post. Ko, sir, we 
mast stand by oar institntions. Ar'n't tbej beautUnl, my dear 
Solomon 1 " 

" The prida of smronnding nations " answered Jericho, with- 
ont moving an eyelid. 

" A fiddlestick ! I mean the diamonds," and Mrs. Jericho 
exhibited & magnificent suite of jewels. 

" They look Terj bright," said Jericho. 

" Bright my dear ! Why, as Uiss Canditnft observed, they 
are poeitively seintiUationB of the sun. Bright I Why " — and 
Mra. Jericho waved the jewels to and fro — "there's no looking 

" What will be the use of wearing 'em, then ? " asked the 

apathetic Jericho. 

" My dear, how very literal you ape. Why, I thought you'd 
be delighted to see them," aaid Mra. Jericho. 

"I am ; very much delighted," and Jericho looked at the 
gems with as much light in his eye as would have been reflected 
therein from bo many pewter bnltons. " Veij fine ; whose aru 
they I " 

" Whose are they 1 " cried Mrs. Jericho. " What a question ! 
Why, whose should they be ? " 

" I'm the worst of all men at a riddle," said Jericho. " I cant 
guesB." 

" Why, Mr, Jericho, they are yonr wife'e — of course," cried 
the majestio owner, with proud emphaaia. 

" How did you get 'em I " inquired the frigid husband. 

"What a question to ask a, woman in London! My dear 
Jericho — lia I ha ! — why, my good nian, what is the matter with 
you I I thought you'd be delighted with my taste. Any other 
man would be proud of his wife, with such a choice, Fh, Mr. 
Candituft 1 " 

" And BO is Mr. Jericho. Only he's a philosopher ; he won't 
show the rapture that swells his heart." No winter-tortoiae 
ever slept sounder in its shell, than did the heart of Jericho in 
his bosom. 

" You know, my dear," — said Mrs. Jericho, in her sweetest, 
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most convincing voice — "you know 'twould be impossilile to go 
to court without diamonds. One isn't dreat without diaraonde," 

" Court ! " Jericho opened his eyea ; and a wan smile broke 
on his thin, blank cheek. " Are you going to court ? " 

"Why, of course. Are we not, dear Mr. Candituftl" The 
Man-Tamer placed his hand upon his heart, and smiled assent. 
" What would be thought of us, if we did not pay our homage 

" To be sure j very right : I shall only be too happy," said 
Jericho ; " it's expected of ua, no doubt." 

" And 'twill not be my fault, my dear, if we do not go like 
ouTBelvoa. The dear girls are quite delighted with their 

" Pearls I " groaned Jericho. 

"Pearla," repeated Mra. Jericho very vivaciously — "^uite 
delighted and " — 

The sentence was broken by the sudden appearance of Monica 
and Agatha, each bearing a jewel-case; and looking radiant with 
the poasetsion. 

" Thank you, dear papa," aaid Monica, cortaeying and smiling 
her best to Jericho. 

"They're beautiful ! Thank you — dear, dearest papa" — cried 
the more impulsive Agatha, and— thoughtless of the presence of 
Candihlft— she threw her arms about Jericho's neck. 

" And the pair of you have pearla, eh 1 " aaked Jericho, very 
hopelessly. 

" Look," said Monica, and she exhibited her treasure. 

" Look," cried Agatha, and she half-dropt upon one knee, on 
the other aide, to show her jeweia. 

" Boautiful I " cried Candituft. "Pray ladies, don't stir," — 
The girls, with pretty wonder in their feces, kept their poaitiona 
on either side of Jericho. " My dear madam " — and Canditoft 
appealed to Mrs. Jericho — "Is not this a delightful group ) An 
eiquiaita family picture 1 It ought to be painted. On either 
side beauty lustrous with thankfulness, and for the centre figure, 
benevolence unconacioua of its worth. Positively it must go to 
the Academy." 

" Milton and his Daughters quite common-place to it," averred 
Miss Canditnfl, joining the party ; for the interesting group 
above had been suddenly scattered by the arrival of the jeweller. 
Hence, Sir Arthur Hodmadod shortly afterwards edged idmself 
into the circle, contributing his admiration in his own nervous 
style. Ere, however, his praises could call forth & reaponae 
there was an addition to the party in the flushed and hurried 
person of Basil Peunibacker, 
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" ^g your' pardon. Like a caauon-ball, ;oa see, bring laj 
own apologj with me," cried Basil. 

" My dear child," said Mra. Jericho. " "What ia llie matter ! 
Wtj are yoQ always in such a hurry ) " 

"Credit's locg, ma'am, life ia libort, aa the latin tailor aaya," 
and Basil bowed to the guests, 

" Look at mammu's diamonds and our pearls," cried Agatha. 

" Why, my honoured madam, you are not going to wear these 
diamonds } You are 1 When ] " cried Basii 

" Oh, at the lirawing-room, on Thuraday," said Mrs. Jericho. 

"Well, then, my revered lady, let me embrace you; I shall 
never see you again. Never," said the despairing son. 

" What do you mean, you fooliah boy 1 " and the fond mother 
smiled at her child, and shook her head. 

" You'll be carried off, ma'am, stolen beyond the hope of all 
Hue-Qud-Cry, You must go to St. James's with two pobcemen 
in your carriaga ; two with blunderbusses, or the property's lost. 
Eh ) What'a here 1 " — nad Basil looked at the treaaurea of his 
sisters. " Pearls, eh 1 Why, what a lot ! — there's the lining 
of a hundred beds of oysters." 

" Basil, how can you 1 " cried Agatha. 

" Cost a pretty penny, eh 1 Take the oyatera at eight-pence a 
dozen, and say two dozen subscribe one pearl, how much will 
the pair of you be worth, when you're both drest 1 Ti^h, air ! 
That's a nice bit of arithmetic," said Basil, turning to Jericho. 
" How much, sir 1 " 

"I don't know, young man" — said Jericho with dignity. 
" What ifl more — I don't want to know." 

" No, sir ; but it's odd how folks will force disagreeable 
knowledge npou us ; crab-apples, sir, that we must eat, and 
defy the stomach-ache." 

" Basil ! " exclaimed Mrs. Jericho, in her very deepest voice. 

"I suppose," said the unchecked Basil, " you've not heard — 
no, I'm sure you haven't, by the holiday looks of you all. Fm 
certain, Mr. Candituft, you've heard nothing disagreeable, other- 
wise you'd have been alarming to look at." 

" Dear Mr. Pennibacker," — and Candituft clasped his hands, 
" what kiu happened 1 " 

" Ha 1 you've something like a heart, you have ; so fresh, and 
BO full now. Some people's hearts are shrunk in them like dried 
nuts. Ton my life, you can hear 'em rattle as they waUc." 

" Mr, Pennibacker I " said Jericho, solemnly. 

" Sir 1 " said Basil, folding bis arms, and drawing himself up. 

"You will keep these similes for your aasoeiates. There are 
ladies and gentlemen here," said Jericho. 
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" Very good, sir ; I'm easy of belief ; wfian't made for a 
martyr. No, air," aaiil Basil, " warranted not to bum." 

" My dear Basil, for all this levity," said Mrs. Jeriolio, " I can 
eee there's something wrong. What is it ! " 

" Well tlien, here it is." Basil cleared his throat, yet his aye* 
moistened, and his mouth twitched as he spoke. " Well then, to 
liegin ; your friend Carrawaja is ruined." 

" Enined t " echoed alL 

" That fine old man — that nohle gentleman — that capital chap 
crowned in his cradle the king of good fellows — that man that 
was as free of the loyalty as the skies are free of rain — well, he's 
mined ! A blank — £. i. d. scratched clean out of him — in one 
word, the vitnl spark of money has Loft him, and in the city he's 
worse than a dead man." 

" Poor fellow ! Poor — dear — fellow I " said Candituft grieved, 
but very placid. 

" It's quite impossible ! " cried Mrs. Jericho ; " so sudden ! 
How conld it have happened 1 " 

" Eaaily enough. House gone in India. Nothing safe there. 
For my part, I hardly believe in India at alL I think India's a 
magnificent illusion, like a grand sunset. Somehow or the other 
every fortune in India has an earthquake wrapt up in it. Any 
way, Carraways is swallowed ; " and Basil bit hia Up. 

" Well, I am sorry," said Miss Candituft. " I must say 1 tun 
very sorry." 

" Very good of you, madam. And of you too, sir ; " and 
Basil looked gloomily in the unconcerned coautenance of 
Candituft. " I'm sure your heart is broken. I can see the 
pieces in your face." 

" The &ct is, dear sir," said Candituft, and he spoke truly, 
"I wa» a little prepared for the intelligence. Still I feel deeply 
for my friend." 

" And poor Mrs. Carraways 1 Poor dear soul 1 What will she 
do 1 I feel for her," said Mrs. Jericho, 

"And sweet Bessy [ It will be a dreadful blow! Such a 
gentle creature," said Monica, glancing at her pearls. 

"Why, she can't come to positive want, you know," said 
Hodmadod ; and then, looking about him in his wise way, he 
added — " I don't thiuk she'U come to want, do you 1 She's 
accomplished, you know, and when I say accomplished" — 

"I know," said Basil bitterly, hia eye flashing. "I know; 
turn governess — an npper hooscmaid, with privilege to go 
without caps. Teach children to gargle their little throats with 
the gamut. Of course, she can't starve. But 1 beg your pardon, 
Mr. Candituft ; people did say you were in love with Bessy," 
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"I always admired Miss Carraways, but love — never, sir, 
never," said Cnndituft with aoUmn emphasis ; aad Monica again 
looked at her pearls, and serenely smiled. 

" Well, I only wish ahe'd have me," said Basil. " I never did 
think I should go the way of most flesh — hut as matters have 
turned out, I'd marry Bessy myself" 

Mr. Jericho rose with great dignity from his seat. He looked 
about him, as though bespe^iking all attention for the coming 
utterance. When he deemed the company auffioiently toned 
down to appreciate the value of Ms words, he looked atemly at 
Basil, and said — " I cannot consent to remain in the room and 
listen to such folly — snch headlong folly." With this, our Man 
made of Money majestically retired. 

"Better not drive me desperate," said the youth ; "better not, 
orril marry her, and — to gat a bit of honest bread — diagi-ace the 
family. Shouldn't at all mind sweeping a crossing in diamond 
studs, mahogany stick andlavender broom. Megance in distress. 
Most melt a diaceming public. Ha ! ha j " and the young mam 
laughed very savagely. 

" Basil, I must say it — yoar conduct is most eitravagant," 
cried Mrs. Jericho. " Marry, indeed ! " 

" Why not 1 As Bessy can make satin pincushions, and I can 
sell 'em, my wife will serve the family cheap, my dear lady, if 
only for old acquaintance. Ha ! ha ! " 

"Don't he foolish, Basil. Tor my own part," said Mrs. 
Jericho, " I would make any sacrifice for the poor things." 

" And 80 would I, mamma," said Monica. 

"And gracious gooilness knows," cried Agatha, "so would L" 

" And you mean it 1 Well, 1 begin to be proud of you," said 
Basil "And it isn't friendship made easy 1 Oh, no ; cert^nly 
not Capital little p.rlH you are I Let ns have a good stare at 
these sous of oysters," and Basil took the pearls from hissiatere ; 
whilst Mrs. Jericho with important looks moved silently from 
the room, " I suppose " — and Basil waved the jewels in the 
light — "I suppose they're warranted real natives J " 

" What do you mean, Basil 1 " cried Monica. 

"Beautiful jewels," and Basil still admired the pearls. "But 
what a jewel is true friendship, eh ) Nothing like that 
jewel for the time-piece of life to go upon : is there, Sir 
Arthur 1 " 

" Certainly not," answered the baronet. "When I say certainly 
not, I mean — it'a quite a matter of opinion." 

" How very handsome you'U. look with these upon you 1 'Pon 
my word, girls, they'll think you're mermaids como to court ; 
come, with the family pearls from the Indian seas. They leill," 
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cried Basil, eameatly. " Yoa'U look beautiful witli tliem ; but, 
if you'll take my advice, much more lovely witbout 'em." 

" Without 'am ! Go to court without jewels I Fooliah boy ! 
"What would jou bava us wear!" asked Monica. 

" Friendship, my pretty one. It is suob a jewel, and I'll tell 
you how yoii may beat display it." 

"Whilst Basil describes to impatient ears a very uu interesting 
operation, we will follow Mra. Jeri(?ho. She has just entered 
Mr. Jericbo'a study. " My dear," she observes, " you must let 
me have some money." 

Mr. Jericho did not rouae himself at tbe sound. He sat in his 
arm-chair, paie and thin, and melancholy. 

" What ia tbe matter, Solomon J Surely you are not il! I " said 
Mra. Jericho. 

" Certainly not ; do I look ill 1 " asked tbe Man of Money. 

"Why, — no. Nevertheless, my dear, you doa't seem to have 
that zest for life that — with such a prospect opening upon us — 
you ought to have. In a few weeks you're in Parliament : a 
peerage must follow in proper time : we can command that. Our 
money must make us ona of tbe bulwarks of the constitution. 
Why, you don't attend to me, my love ; one of tlia bulwarks," 
repeated Mrs. Jericho, 

" To be Bure ; of eouree," said tbe lietleHS peer iu embryo, 

" And now " — said Mi-s. Jericho, in her moat cordial manner — 
" now, let me have a thousand pounds," 

" A thousand pounds 1 What for i " cried Jericho. 

"To pay tbe jeweller. The man — I'm determined never to 
]ay out another shilling at tbe boose — the maa has orders not to 
leave tbe jewels without tbe money. He little knows whom he 
insults," said Mrs, Jericho ; twisting her neck to strangle her 
indignation. 

" He won't leave the jewels without tbe money ! " said Jericho. 
" Then let him take them back — we won't have 'em," 

"Why," answered the wife, " 'twould be only what the fellow 
deserves ; but tbe truth is, I'm very much taken with them. 
Besides, to reject them we— we might be misunderstood." 

Jericho had, in truth, no mind to lay out a thousand pounds. 
A terrible suspicion of the nature of his money made him pause. 
He would therefore turn to Ills own account tbe caution of the 
tradesman, "I'll not be inaulteiS, Mi-a. Jericho, The man has 
refused to leave the goods without the money ; very well — let 
him take them back." 

" Mamma I " cried the weeping Monica, running into the 

" Dear mamma ! " sobbed Agatha, following in larger grief. 
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"■Why,what'B thamatterl Tears! What can hdvo happened I" 
uked their mother. 

" Is the parrot dead ? " was the cold query of Jerieho. 

"That Basil has ran away with my pearls," cried Monica. 

" And mine ! " sobbed Agatha. 

"Put thent in his pocket in the most ahameM manner, and 
said he'd turn them into — into — " Monica could get no farther 
for her tears ; whereupon Agatha -rigoroualy wiped her eyes, 
checked her sorrow, and indignantly continued — 

" Into friendship for Bessy Carrawajs. Beeaose we said we'd 
show our friendship in any way, he told na a fine story about a 
better — better — better jewel — and — and — and pearls in his 
pocket — gone away," sobbed Agatha, incapable of unbroken 
speech. 

Mrs. Jericho knitted her brow in deep black lines j then smiled 
and said — " "Tis only Basil's jest ; but certainly a very foolish 
one. Now, Mr. Jericho, the money must be paid ; we have not 
the jewels to return. Now, we have no other alternative," 
Jericho groaned. " I will send the man to yon." 

" When I ring the bell," said the haggard Jericho. 

"Come, girls, "tia only Basil's frolic, but certainly a very — 
very foolish one." And Mrs. Jericho, with an arm about 
the neck of either daughter, led her weeping offiipring from the 

" The thousand pounds must be paid," thought Jericho. " They 
shall be paid ; and at once I'U be resoived." A few minutes the 
Man made of Money sat in a maze of thought : he then drew a 
thousand pounds — ten notes — from his mysterious bank ; he rang 
the bell ; the jeweller was shown in, and laid the receipt before 
his customer. Jericho, with offended dignity, cold and silent, 
pointed to the ten bank notes. The Jeweller took them up — 
counted them. As they rustled, Jericho felt as though his heart 
was compressed within a cold iron hand. 

" A thousand pounds— very much obliged to you, sir," said the 
jeweller, and took his leave. 

For some minutes Jericho aat motionless — all but breathless. 
Kb would, however, know his fate. He took out the silk lace 
with which an hour ago he had measured his chest. Again he 
passed it round his body. Ho had drawn upon the bank, andhe 
had shrunk an inch. 

Truly he was a Man made of Money. Money was the prin- 
ciple of his being ; for with every note he paid away a portion of 
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CHAPTEE IX 



Is due BesBon, Mr, Jericho — on the authority of his wife — wm 
a pillar and an ai'k ; a staff and a. bwoiiI ; a flambeau and a pair 
of Hcalca ; a buckler and a Britiah lion. For, in the metaphoric 
mirid of Mrs, Jericho, all these thinga were contained in a 
member of Parliament ; even aa a variety of spoona may be held 
in a single cherry-stone. 

In addition to thiB,Mr. Jericho, on the like conjugal assurance, 
found himself to his paasing pleasure, one of the trees of the 
couBtitution. He wanly smiled when he learned that, with hiB 
giant arms, he was to shelter the altar and the throne. He wha 
a, little flattered in his self-love when he heard that the weary 
would seek for comfort in his shadow, and the multitude feed 
with thankfulness upon his fruit, 

Aa the cedar of Lebanon, without conscious effort of its own, 
represents the propert,y of timber, so did Solomon Jericho 
represent the property of Parliament. And cedar and man — we 
hava it upon the laith of Mrs. Jericho— are noble presences to 
contemplate. What — observed that intellectual woman — what 
would the little birds of the air, the robin-redbreasts, and all the 
fiunily of finches, do — were there no cedars with hospitable 
houghs and twigs to house and roost them ) And what would 
become of the poor and the weak, were there no Jerichos to 
protect and comfort them ? Mr, Jericho was, doubtless, much 
delighted as he pondered the question. 

It must be owned that the genius of money has a liking for 
&ir play. Now and then, it takes pleasure in equity. I^ at 
times, it brings trouble upon men, as men are too apt in their 
excess of sincerity to declare, it mnat be allowed that the 
trouble it saves them is to the full as great as the perplexity it 
inflicts. In the old poetic time the same fairy that would lead 
men astray for the sake of the mbchief, would, by way of recom- 
pense, chum the butter and trim up the house, while the 
household snored. Now, money is the prose iiiry of our 
mechanical generation. If now and then it leads simpletons 
into a Fleet Ditch ; on the other hand, as deftly aa ever imp or 
brownie laboured, it works even for the slumbering. Solomon 
Jericho, by the labouring means of ten thousand pounds, became 
member for Toadaham, He ate, drank, and slept ; and, without 
eeuBe of the great change working ia him by workman money 
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become a, legislator. Even as the olden fairies cburned butter, 
itmay be, etampuig tile lumps with their own elfin impresH ; eo 
had ten thouaand mimfiterB silently transformed Jericho into a 
legislatoi', stamping him with M.P. There is no such Puck as 
the Puck of the Mint. 

Solomon had paid the money forhiaseat ; every farthing of the 
Bum had been deposited in the h»jid of the Eon. Cesar Candituft, 
■who, whilst he was ever congratulating the country upon the 
acquired patriotism of Jericho, could not, much as he tried, be 
insensible of the shrunken and still shrinking anatomy of the new 
legiBlator. " Tia anxiety, my dear madam ; no doubt, anxiety," 
said Candituft, a little puzzled, to Mrs. Jericho. 

" A nervous apprehenaivenesa," aaid the wife. " He tbinka 
too much of the responsibility. I tell him 'tis nothing ; am 
continually assuring him tliat, with his property, ho may expect 
every indulgence ; nevertheless, it is plmn, dear sir, that the 
thoughts of Farhament wear him to a shadow. But he'll get 
the better of it ; at least I hope — I must hope " — said the 
resigned woman — "that he'll get the better of it. Without 
such hope, I should be forlorn indeed. For I have other 
troubles, dear air, That sweet, I mean, that foolish boy of 

"A delightful study, madaiu ) what I ciUI a delicious atudf. 
It ia BO cheering, ao sustajuing, to contemplate the generosity of 
youthful emotions, when the ardent heart beats towards the 
entire human race : that is, to the whole family of miui. Delight- 
ful 1 " and Candituft upturned his eyea. 

Mra. Jericho civilly acknowledged the general truth delivered 
by the philanthropist ; nevertheless she felt a mother's anxiety, 
a mother's grie^ that her boy Basil would aelect from the humaa 
family one particular individual as the depositary of an affection 
that, for a time at least, might be expended upon the world at 
large. Had matters remained as they were, the union of Boail 
and Bessy would have been at once natural and advantageous ; 
hut tliat Carrawaya should be turued into rags at the very time 
that Jericho was sublimated into mouey, rendered the idea of 
such a marriage quite prtposterous. It was plain that Basil as 
the son of the wife of a man of boundless wealth, might marry 
whom he would ; might, improving on the manner of the sultan, 
throw a wedding-ring at whomsoever he pleased. Therefore, to 
unite himself to the child of a pauper, was to fly in the face of 
fortune. It was wicked, presumptuous. Mra. Jericho was not 
a superstitious woman ; nevertheless, ahe could do no otherwise 
than tremble to think of it. 

Some six weeks had passed since the festival at Jogtrot Lodge ; 



and Mr. and Mrs. Jeriabo, with the two joaug ladies seated in 
their barouche, again, travelled the road. The Hon. Mx. 
Canditult and Sir Ai'thur Hodmadod, all grace and goodiieaa, rode 
on eitlier aide of the carriAfse. 

" My dear Jericho, I do think this is the moat lovely country I 
Qttite an Eden ; is it not } " asked Mrs. Jericho ; and the Man 
made of Money looked upon God's glorioue work, as tliough he 
atared at ho much whity-brown paper. "Quite a Paradise 1" 
Jericho grunted. "Don't you reoolleot these beautiful swelling 
fields ! " 

" Like a green relvet bed," cried Hodmadod. " That is, when 
I Bay a Led, I mean to be sure a — a bed io Paradise ; of course. 
All beds green there, Candituft ! I think they're green, eh ? " 

" No doubt," said Candituft. " Green, with heartsease 
borders." 

"You recollect these fields, eh, Solomon 1" and Mrs. Jericho 
looked in her husband's eyes. 

" To be sure ; of course ; green fields. One field's pretty well 
like another," answered the listless Jericho. 

" And there, upon the hiU ; that noble clump of oaks ) " said 
Mrs. Jericho. " Well, I do lore oaks !" 

"Wonderful trees, oaks," said Hodmadod, " Esti-aordinnry, 
I tell you what happeoed to me." 

"Oh do," said Agatha, gently closing her hands in attitude 
of meekest entreaty, 

"Only last autumn I saw all the Channel Fleet. All with 
their sails set ] all like ao many clouds : when I say clouds, of 
course I mean canvas. Well, said I, this is wonderful. To 
think, said I — for it never struck me before — to think that al! 
these three-deckers should come out of little acorns," Then the 
baronet paused a second ; then rapidly asked, " They do come 
out of acoruH, don't they 1" 

" Oh, undoubtedly," cried Agatha, with most assuring em- 
phasis. " Most certeiuly." 

Mrs. Jericho employed her thoughts solely upon the shifting 
beauties of the scene. " What a lovely mass of wood is tha^ 
rising up as it were to meet us as we mount the hill ! Quite a 
retreat for Druids — don't you think so, dearest J That wood 
there," and Mrs. Jericho appealed to her husband. 

" Hm ! " said Jericho; "it must be damp — devilish damp, 
I'm very fund of woods— veiy ; but it's when they're turned into 
comfortable houses." 

" You hflv'n't an eye for the picturesque, Mr. Jericho," said 
the hasty Hodmadod. 

"Sir," cried Jericho; at the same time shutting his brow 
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in Bucli a deep, tight fold that had a fly been at the time upon 
his forehead, it must have been crushed to bita in the sudden 
wrinkle — "Sir !" 

"When I Bay the pictiire8r[ue, I mean you don't like hollBea 
in trees ; that is, honaea in the raw material 'I Houses without 
carpenters, you know ) They are without carpeoters,— eh ! ' 

A very few weeks ago, and had Sir Arthur Hodmadod, Bftrt., 
dropt a single syllable to Jericho, he would have treasured it 
even as a syllable of the girl whose biggest words were the 
largest jewels. And now, in conteraptuons silence, he looked 
upon the baronet with a grim, sharp face ; keen, inexorable ; the 
aspect of an ase. Possibly, the imaginative baronet regarded it 
as snch ; for he seemed irrepressibly to pass his hand round the 
back of bis neck ; at the same time urging on his steed, as though 
pricked by sudden periL 

"Why, tny dear Jericho," said Sabilla, "what a love you had 
for the country." 

" I've grown out of green food, madam ; can't abide it," s^d 
Jericho, 

" Kever tell me, Solomon, I know you love it atill. And how 
delicious, after your work in the Commooa — how deiicioua when 
you can, to come to such a place as this. A place that must give 
you new strength, new ideas, new freahneaB," aaid Mrs. Jtrieho. 
"Every man with such an amount of national work must be the 
better for the country." 

" It's like going to grass, yoo. know," said Hodmadod, again 
dropping back. 

" Quite," aaid Canditufl. " The conntry is the natural abode 
of man. Nothing like the fruits of rustic thought. Give me 
an Act of Parliament tbat amella of the green earth." 

" Delicious," aaid Hodmadod, "An Act of Parliament that 
smells like a noaegay. When I say a nosegay, of course I mean, 
smells of the landed interest. Nothing like the country for a 
statute. Without the country, you know, we should have no 
laws against poachers. Should we 1 " There was no spoken 
answer ; none : bat Agatha always eloquently replied, for she 
always smiled. 

" Certainly the loveliest village, I ever saw," cried Mrs. Jericho 
as the carriage — acuording to orders — rolled slowly through a 
double line of cottages. " Delightful, is it not ! The first time I 
saw it, I thought to myself, — well, here 1 could gather myaelf 
np to repose for life," 

"Like a oat on a cushion," cried the too impulsive Hodmadod. 
Liatantly, he felt his face shot clean through by the eyeballs of 
Mrs, Jericho. Whereupon he stammered, — "When I say a cat 
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on a euflliion, I meau of course a lady — a lady in Ler own houee, 
you know." 

"My dear Jericho," said the wife to tbe dullard made of money, 
" yoQ don't aeuni to recollect where you are." 

" Where 1 " fuaked Jericho, holding hia cheek on edge. 
" Where 1 " 

"Why, at Marigolds, Don't you remember those cottages, 
where the children stood, and where " — 

Jericho growled, and no more. Possibly, he had the fullest 
recollection of the scene ; and cared not to own it. Nevertheless, 
the place seemed blighted, changed. The two opposite school- 
rooms where infent voicei would answer voices, were empty, 
silent. There were knots of children playing at the doorways ; 
here and there a sti'aggler sprawling in the road : but the room of 
Schoolmaster White was tongueless ; alike silent, and soon to be 
deserted, the school of widow Blanket. Squire Carraways, who 
had fed these little rills of learning, waa a fountain dried up, 
and the rills had sunk with the source. A few of the folks of 
Marigolds looked from doors and peeped out at casements as the 
carriage ceremonioualy rolled along the read ; and there was an 
air, a look of curiosity in the people ; but nothing frank, nothing 
hearty in their manner. The party must have felt that they 
entered the village as conquei'ors, rather than as future house- 
holders and patrons. 

" Eh ! Why, here we are at Jogtrot Hall," cried Jericho as 
the carriage rolled through the gates and woond up the sweep, 

"Dear me, how dull everything looks!" said Mrs. Jericho, 
as she slept from the carrl^e. Dull indeed. The life of the 
Hall was gone — it seemed only the carcase of the house. AU 
the furniture waa removed ; and vacancy stared through every 

" Well, I don't know," said Hodmadod a little gravely. "Seems 
quite the ghoat of bricks and mortar. Makes one low — very 
low. When I say low, I mean quite a woman. No ; I don't 
mean that^-I "— 

"The emotion, my dear Sir Arthur," said Candituft, "does 
honour to your nature. There's hardly a piece of the house 
that doesn't seem to mourn the absence of the dear people who 
gave it warmth and life. I'm sure the family seem to come all 
about me ; but — there is such a chill, such a loneliness — they 
come like ghoata," 

"I didn't think," said Agatha, and two tears peeped into her 
eyes, " I didn't think there could be such a — a sort of feeling in 
an empty house. I'm sure there's something quits — quite 
religious about it." 



r 
I 



84 



A MAN MADE OF MONET. 



"Mias Pennibauker 1 " cried Jericho, witli a reprehensive _ 
frown, " Eeligious ! For sliame I " 

" It aeema to me, as if dear — dear Bessy " — cried Monica — 
" would glide into the room every moment." 

"It !B wonderi'iil, Mr. Jericho " — said Canditufl, aa tlie party 
lounged on, and then paused, looking from the lawn into the 
dinii^-room — " It is wonderful, how the imagination will people 

Jerinho rubbed his chin, and said — " "Wonderiiil ! " 

"Ha, sir ! what a fkmily was here I There, sir, as perhaps 

yon may recollect" — said Candituft, — "was the head of the 

table ; there sat dear Mrs. Carrawaya ; and there the maater'e 

chair. And there Besay's place ; she always sat beaide the old 

" Sweet girl ! " — cried Hodmadod — " clung to him like a 
honeysuckle ; wheu I say a honeysuckle, I mean of course, a — a 
devHish affectionate thing." 

"Ha! Mr. Jericho," said Candituft, "I have x>aased many 
delightful dinners here, sir. I spent, I think — yes, I did — I 
spent last Christmas here. And — pray pardon me — it ia impoa- 
Bible to think of that room unmoved. There sir, as I've said, 
was Mrs. Can-aways ; a kind, soft, beaming, hearty womMi — 
plain to be sure, in her maBnera ; in foet, very plain— but wdl 
meaning, poor soul ! very well meaning, in spite of her bad 
French. And there was Carrawaya himself. A good man — Tro 
pretty sure, a good man ; though perhaps a little sanguine : 
at least, they say so in the City. But when people have a 
tumble, the world always gives a good-natured reason for the 
slip. That, sir, I have remarked — always. There he sat, with 
his face lighted with the beat of hearts, the beat of wine, 
and the best of good spirits ( his eyes swimming in joUity, and 
looking and talking as though he could have received all the 
brotherhood of man at Lis Christmas mahogany." 

"Mr. Carraways waa always very kind" — oijserved Mrs. Jertcto, 
— " I don't think anybody can deny it." 

"And there eat Bessy" — continued Candituft, warming as 
he went on — " there she sat ; and though not a beauty — <;ertainly, 
not a beauty — still, very weE she looked. And next her waa — 
r forget hia name — but he was an, amazingly rich person, and a 
TMy pleasant man. And there, opposite, waa an Indian friend of 
Otrraways — a Brahmin banker or something — very curious 
hbont English Christraas, I recollect ; a man of most liberal 
WmtirQents^ above national prejudice. Took miupe-pie and 
burnt brandy in a manner that quite wanned one's heart-^ 
Beside him I recollect waa tlie last yeai^'s Lady Mayoress j very 
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fine, very intareatlng woman ; I well remember her ; she never 
apoke a sylkble. And on that aide again, was a very — very 
diBtinguiahed traveller. He had hunted a, unicorn somewhere, 
and was asked to a round of dinuera to tell all about the sport. — 
And opposite tohira waa the rich" — 

"Ton'renot going to string off the whole Bet^ are ynii 1" — 
growled Jericho. 

"A thousand pardons. I was carried away by the magio 
force of old aasociationB. Still, I must say, it was a beautlfally 
mixed party ; that is. an equal ahare of wealth and wit. Poor, 
deu* Carrawaya ! He certainly did keep up Ohriatmaa, I believe 
there was absolutely a plum-pudding boUed, and put out cold 
for the robin-redbreaats." 

" Poor little things," cried Hodmadod, " how theyll miaa it ! " 

"Poaaibly not," said Mi's. Jericho with a proud look. "There 
may be others here, Sir Arthur, equally hospitable to robins." 

"Tea, Sir Arthur," exclaimed Agatha. " Rather than they 
ahould go without, I'd make the padding myself." 

" Bravo ! Beautiful ! " cried Candituft, " Should you ever be 
lost in a wood, ba sure of it, dear young lady — the robins will 
remember your goodnesa." 

" Faugh ! " said Jericho, at the same time looking a fierce 
rebuke at Candituft ; who with the magic of hia aelf-poasession 
turned the censure into a jeat. " Let ns go in." 

An old woman stood behind the opened door. An old, calm, 
sorrowful face looked timidly at the new-comera. Once or twice 
she sighed heavily ; and then looked angrily, as tiiough, in her 
way, resenting the ill-manuera — aa they seemed to her — of tha 
visitors. 

" You needn't follow us — we know the house well" — said 
Mrs. Jericho to the old dame. 

" I know you do," aaid the old woman. " And ao being, I hope 
you'll use it tenderly— poor thing." 

" Tenderly ! Why" — cried Monica — " the old woman talks as 
if the house was alive." 

Mrs. Jericho raised her finger ; forbidding any remark upon 
any probable meaning of such a person. And the old woman 
dropt herself upon a stair, and, heedless of bearers — aa though 
tha eased her heart with the utterance — she answered, while the 
tears ran down her face — " Alive ! Ay, and it be alive, more 
alive than some flesh and blood. Dear ! liear ! dear I An' I've 
seen them folks look at the aquire, aa though it was liread and 
meat to 'em ; and cosset and coax him, as if they could ha' put 
their necks under bis shoe-leather ; and now to stand afore the 
Hall — in the trouble it's in — and to grin and to make game — eh. 
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dear ! dear !— it's like latighing in the face of a corpse." And 
Widow Blanket — -for it wrs the old village seliool-dame, removed 
from her seat of learning to dwell awhile in the Hall, before her 
final removnl to the Poor-house — Widow Blanket sighed heavily ; 
And as though to pomfort her sorrow, seemed to fold it in her 
armH, and rock it to and fro. 

The trejid of the visitors — echoed loudly by the empty walla — 
sounded hollowly, heavily above. At the sound the old woman 
shivered a sigh, raised her eyes, and then eontiuued to swing 
backwards and forwards, as though she would hear nothing 
more. Will tiie reader — for two or three minutes —mount the 

" A very noble honw," said Jericho, his eyes sweeping the 

" And what a lovely prospect," said Mrs, Jericho, approaching 
a window. " What an undulation of hjll and meadow ! What a 
prospect 1 " 

" Thi», Mrs. Jericho," said the Monied Man, " is my prospect. 
Tkia I can make my own ; this is properly : in its essence, I may 
say, property. But where'a the property in what you call a 
lovely prospect ; that any beggar may look at as well as I } Any 
vagabond IJnker — or poet, or any ragamuffin of that sort — may 
pitch hia tent, and boil his kettle, and smoke his pipe, and take 
his pleasure of the prospect, quite as if it was his own — upon 
lawftil parchment, his own. This, I own it — this interferes with 
my righteous sense of property. What belongs to a man, belongs 
to him. If the sun goes down npon my property, I've a clear 
title to that sunset ; if the clouds over my land are remarkably 
fine, they are my clouds ; and it is a sort of moral larceny — 
though unhappily there's no law for it — hut a moral larceny it 
is to all intente and purposes — for any beggar at hia pleasure to 
enjoy what is over my land ; to have — as the term ia — the 
usufriict of that aonset— of those clouds." 

Mr, Candituft pulled up to his face a look of atrongconviction. 

" The question, my dear sir, in its whole breadth and depth, 
never struck me before. There is gresit primitive truth in what 
you say." 

" A law could meet it," cried Hodmadod. " Couldn't a law 
meet it t At all events, if yon can't secure the clouds and 
sunsets, of course the landlord has a clear right to all the 
thunder-bolts." 

" Aae ! " was at the lipa of Mr. Jericho ; but lie swallowed the 
word, possibly to treasure it for another time. Stalking through 
the apartments, and looking about him, he flowed in speech j 
and Mrs. Jericho was too wise to stay the stream. " A very 
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fine house — very fioe ; but it wants a, great deal — a, very great 
deal done." 

" How fortunate, Solomon '. " at length oliserved Mrs. Jericho. 
" Were it otherwise, there would be no opportunity for the 
development of your taste." 

After a due examination of the upper house, the party 
descended the stairs, Dame Blanket slowly rising from her seat 
to make them way. " There in one room that is locked. Have 
you the key 1 " naked Mrs. Jericho, 

" That room be Mise Bessy's," said the old woman. 

" Yes ; I know it, very well. You have the key 1 " said the 

" Yes, ma'am," answered Dame Blanket, a little creakingly, 

" Give it me," aiud Mrs, Jericho, 

" No, ma'am," eaid Dame Blanket, straightening her back. 

" Were you desired to retain that key 1 " asked Monica, 
sharply. 

" No, I wam't bid to keep it ; but I v^am't bid to give it," 
cried the Dame, her voice rising. " And as it's aa much one as 
t'other, I shall do one and not t'other." 

" I call that logic in petticoats," said Candituft. 

" I call it damned impertinence," cried Jericho — " whether in 
petticoats or m" — ■ 

" My dear Jericho," said his wife, with deprecating tenderness, 
" don't, love." TJien, turning round to the dan;ie. " Woman, 
give me the key ; I tell you, I know Mias Carraways." 

" Toa know her, ma'am ! " cried the (Jame with a doubting 
smile. " La, bleaa'ee ma'ara, I put on her first things." And 
Widow Blanket thought she had closed the conversation aa with 
an iron spring. 

"You are not aware, woman, who may become the mnater of 
this house," said Mrs. Jericho, " you are not aware what you 
may want, and then" — 

" La, ma'am ! I'm sure to get what I want," said the Dame 
smiling. " Sartin. I shaE soon want nothin' but a cofliu ; and 
folks must give me that for their own sakes," 

" What do you think of that ? " asked Jericho. " 'Pon my life ! 
these people talk of coffins as if they had a right to 'em — as ii 
they came into the world with a future property in coflina," 

" At your years," said Monica, venturing a reflection, " you 
ought to be ashamed to talk in that manner. Like aa aged 
heathen — as if you'd no fear of death." 

" Fear, Miss ! Oh dear I Oh dear ! What a world would this 
be, special to folks like I,— if there was no death ! What a 
cruel prison, Misa ! And now, afUr what I've seen, and what 
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Tto borne, what a comfort it ia — like sabbath after work — wbitt 
a comfort it is, to think of rest in the churcliyard. Ay" — said 
the old woman, raising her shaking haiiid, and smiling aa she 
scanned the gentlefolks about her — " Ay, what a comfort to 
think of that long, sweet Saturday-night in the grave." 

" She I'j quite a heathen," said Hodmadod. " When I say a 
heathen, I mean a very strange old woman." 



CHAPTEE X. 

Mb. and Mrs. Jericho, arm-and-arm and in closest ci 
of soul, for some half-hour longer hung about the grouud. The 
young ladies with Canditnft and Hodmadod loitered where they 
would ; too well occupied to break, by word or motion, upon the 
privacy of man and wife. Jerioho Hstened very complaeentlyto 
the magnificent designs of his helpmate, She had made her 
mind up that he should fill the world. She could never die 
happy if he did not fill it. Jogtrot Hall, for one conntry-seat to 
begin with, was indispensable to his greatness. " I am assured, 
love, by Mizzlemist" — began Mrs. Jericho — 

" Hm ! Where ie he ! You said it was an engagement. 
To be sure. He was to meet us here," interrupted Jericho, 
tetohily, 

" The engagement was proviMona! ; it was, indeed, love ; and 
he may come yet. Well, Solomon, the Doctor tells me that the 
whole estate may be had for thirty thonsand pounds," and 
Mrs. Jericho at the motoeut looked as artless, as innocent, as 
though she bad said thirty thousand pence. There are people 
who make even a million a very smaU matter, merely by the 
condescending way of speaking of it. Mrs. Jencho had the art 
in perfection. " Only thirty thousand "— 

" Only thirty thousand ! " cried Jerioho, — " Dg you know 
where the money comes from ? " 

" Why, where should it come from," — said the wife, with a 
sparkling smile, and tapping Jericho's cheek, — " wh ere, but fi^im 
where it grows 1 " 

Jericho's jaw fell. Had his wife discovered his secret 1 " And 
where," he asked grimly, " where is that 1 " 

" Why, my dear, in our mine, of course. Did you not say 
'twas inexhaustible 1 and, to be sure, I asked no further, Besides, 
I've a great feith in nature ; nature's a pattern maid-of-all-work, 
and does best when least meddled with. So you'll buy the 
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estate ? You must : joiir position in parliajneiit requirea it. 
All stateamen love the country," 

" Mr. Pitt iived at Wimbledon," said Jaricho, willing to be 

" Of course," said Mra. Jericho. And in a very few minates 
tbe member for Toadshaiu conaented to live at Morigolda ; and 
to become the squire and patron of the village. Yet aa lie pro- 
mised, he winced ; for he thought of bis wasting bank. Snch 
waa bis life ; urged by the devil expence upon one liand, and 
plucked by the devil remorae on the other. Never mind. He 
had a way to win back all. He would atop the waste ; and ouce 
again grow plump and fat : though he was never better ; never 
stroDger. Still, people wondered to aee him wither. Moreover, 
they looked oddly at him ; and he had hsard them drop strange, 
mystic words. Only twice more ; only twice would he draw 
upon his bosom bank. 

Mr. Jericho, aa ahe tamed with her lord to meet her daughters, 
in the prettieat manner twitched a slip of laurel I'rom a ahrub, 
and waved it over Jericho's head. "I have conquered" — said 
Mrs. Jericho — " here is the lord for life of Jogtrot Hall." 

" Ot, mamma 1 you will change the horrid name, I hope 1" 
said Monica. 

" And take away those dreadful peacocks 1 " cried Agatha, 
" They make one shiver." 

" Magna Cbartn House would be a good name," said Hodma- 
dod ; " that is, when I aay Magna Charta, I mean Eunnyiuede 
Cottage. Of course, my dear air, you'll ask all parliament, lords 
and eommons, to the house-warming } " 

" Couldn't we make it a faney ball, and have 'em in historical 
dreaaos 1 " cried Agatha, jumping up and down, tipsy with 
happines% 

Candituft with a sudden, serious look, took Jericho aside. " It 
has juat atruck me," he said, " and I must out with it, though it 
ia abrupt." He then took Jericho by tbe right hancl, squeezed 
it, looked tenderly in his face, and with a voice of emotion, like 
one compelled to auggeat a sharp surgical operation, asked — 
" How should you like to be made a baronet ) " 

Jericho twitched hia shoulders ; drew himself up ; and put 
his hand in his bosom- " I have not the least ambition of the 
kind. But it might please my wife. Title ia a straw that licklea 
women ; ao, for the Bake of Mrs. Jericho, I might not resist." 

Cauditoll looked relieved. It was plain, a leaden weight oi 
doubt waa removed from hia aoul. He smiled, and again squeezed 
Jericho's hand, saying as he squeezed — " Good o; ~' 
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Mr. Jeriebo returned to tlie party ; and again and a^in tie 
was hailed by ail as the lord of the domain. " Hurrah ! " cried 
the impulsive Agatha, jumping up, and hitching a wreath ot 
honeysuckle about the head of Jericho, " hurrah for the king of 
Marigolds t " The next moment Jericho stepped under an 
apple-tree ; and the next, a shower of apples tell bouncing 
about him. 

" The devil! "cried Jericho, runniog; and the ladies screamed. 

" May it please yonr majesty," said a. voice from the apple-tree, 
and immediately Basil Fennibacker'a earnest face stared down 
throngh the boughs — " may it please your majesty, when a king 
is crowned, it is always customary to let fall a shower of golden 
pippins." 

" Why, Basil, my love — you strange boy ! — how came you in 
that tree 1 " cried Mrs. Jericho. 

" Wonderful escape, my anxious madam, but calm your fears. 
You'll not beUeve my story. Never mind ; in this world troth 
can wait : she'a used to it," and in another moment Basil 
descended from the tree. 

" Why, you were not here a few minutes ago, Basil," said 
Monica : " how did you get into the tree I " 

" The fact is," said Basil, " I went up in a balloon, hail a 
quarrel, and dropt my company. Quite in luck to fall among 
you, wasn't I ! Now the hard truth is, I came here on business." 

" On some labour of love, no doubt," said Candituft, winking 
with all his might. 

"My dear sir," cried Basil, " I never see you that I don't 
wish I was a bulrush, to do nothing but bow. May I say one 
word, my revered sir 1 " and Basil turned to Jericho, who 
coldly asBected, walking apart. " Now, sir, did you receive my 
letter 1 " , 

" I did," said Jericho, 

" And yon did not answer it ! Because, don't let me blame the 
postman," said Basil. 

" I did not answer it, young man," cried Jericho with his best 
emphasis. " Where nothing is to be said, I take it, silence is the 
best reply. In a word, I will not advance a single farthing." 

" Not to assist your old friend Carraways 1 " cried Basil. 

" He was never any friend of mine ; a. mere acquaintance," 
B^d Jericho impatiently. 

" To be sure ; fiiendahip in ill-luct turns to mere acquaintance. 
The wine of life — as I've heard it called — goes into vinegar ; and 
folks that hugged the bottle, shirk the cruet." 

" I have nothing more to say, young man," said Jericho, 
taming from Basil. 
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" Well, I'm not. sorry for it," anawered Basil, waspishly, " for 
the sample I have liaii, doesn't encourage me do go on." Basil 
strove to dash aalile his anger, aad returned gaily to the party. 

" Anii so jouVe taken the Lodge, eh ? " 

" Yes, Haail," cried Monica, " and we shall have euch a ront to 
begin with." 

"Then, of course you'l! want your jewels," said Basil, wickedly. 
" The butcher brought 'em back, I hope ) " 

"The butcher! What do you mean!" cried Agatha, 
"Botcher! " 

" There, girla — never mind him," cried Mrs. Jericho. 

" I aent 'em back by the butcher." A mode of conveyance 
hitherto disguised to the young ladies. " I met him coming to 
the bouse, and on second thoughta I " — 

" You foolish boy," cried Mrs. Jeriaho, aniionato set aside the 
Bubject ; " come and tell me what really brought you here. Wio 
could have expected you 1 " 

" Ar'n't you delighted, dear boy," said the appeaaed Monica, 
" that we're coming to live here 1 " 

" Live here ! why none of you will ever be able to sleep for 
the ghosts," cried Basil. 

" Ghosts 1 " exclaimed the Indies. 

" Yes ; the ghosts of the feasts jon've had at the cost of good 
old Carrawaya. At twelve o'clock every night" — 

" Now, don't be foolish, Basil," exclaimed Monica. 

" I won't hear you," said Agatha, putting her fingers in her 
ears, and tripping backwards 

" At twelve o'clock at night every saucepan will be haunted ; 
every mug, eveiy tankard, every goblet, and every custard-cup 
will go banging, clanging, ringing, tinkling, with the ghosts of the 
dinners and the suppers jOMWa had in this house. Tou won't 
air your bed of nights, that there sha'n't be a red-hot ghost in 
the warming pan." 

" Then, I fear, Basil, we may not count upon yon as a visitor, 
DnloBS indeed you defy apparitions 1 " said Mrs, Jericho. 

" No, my dear madam, I shall never rent a spare bed here, I 
asHttre you. Moreover, pray don't summon me to King Jericho's 
banquet, for I shall be sure to have other business. By the 
way, as you've entered upon your dominion, permit me" — said 
Basil, taking off his hat and approaching his father-in-law — 
" permit me, your majesty, to give you seisin of it." 

"What docs the boy mean ]" cried Mrs. Jericho. "Seisin ! " 

."Quite right, my dear madam. Seisin's the word. Yon've 
no notion of the araimnt of law I know. lu another fortnight I'm 
called, and then — upon my life when I think of some people, 
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they fire nie with ambition. They do. I'll get upon the bench, 
if it's only to hang 'em." 

"Nfit you, my dear air," Hnid Candi tuft — "you don't know yon! 
own heart. We do." 

" I haven't your charity ; Iwishlhadi onlyalittle — you've 
too much. You waste it. 'Pon my life you are bo good, you'd 
pour rose-water otbt a toad," aiid Basil leered at the Man Tamer. 
Then, stooping, Basil picked up an apple, and holding it 
between his finger and thumb, with cere raon ions grSTity 
addreBsed the ireful Ma:i of Money. — " Permit me, sir, in thia 
little apple to ^re you seisin of the land. And, sir, this little 
apple is wondrously appropriate to the interesting occasion. It 
ii golden, and smiling, and like yourself." 

"Eeantiful, Basil ! and so true," said Agatha. 

" During your many visits, you were here when this apple was 
a, blossom. No doubt of it, gorgeous sir, that whi^n this apple was 
a pretty pink and white flower, you were here, rosy, and lig^t, 
and glad ; and looking fall of pleasant promise to jolly old 
Carraways. Times are changed, sir ; you're very rich ; the 
blossom's grown into fruit, A flower yoa were, s.nd " — and Basil 
threw the apple up, catching it — " and a golden pippin yon are. 
Therefore, sir, take the apple as seisin ; 'tis so like you. Oh, Tery 
Eke ! See, a golden promise " — Basil bit the apple in half — " a 
sour and bitter inside ; and to make the thing complete — look, 
sir — a maggot at the heart." And Basil dropt the fruit with the 
sentence. 

There was general consternation at the boldness, the wicked- 
ness (as Caudituft whispered) of the simile. Mrs. Jericho, with 
all the fears of woman, moved between her husband and Basil. 
The young man bowed to his mother, turned upon his heel, and 
went his way. There was a dead pause. At length Mr. Jericho 
solemnly proclaimed to bis wife : " Mrs, Jericho, I will no longer 
, encourage that viper. Either you give up your son, or give np 
me." Mrs. Jericho made no answer ; it was not a genisi moment 
for reply. She silently placed her arm in Jericho's, and led the 
way to the carriage. They would make a little circuit of the 
country, ere they returned to town. 

A vei-y few words will account for the sudden appearance of 
Basil in the apple-tree. Bob Topps, the old serving-man of 
Carraways — we may say old, for he had grown from mere child- 
hood to the maturity of seven-and-twenty in the Squire's house 
— had, within the past week, majried Jenny White, honoured, it 
may be remembered, in a former page, by the praise of Sir 
Arthur Hodniadod. Mrs. Topps had removed with her husband 
to London, where Bob had started as an independent cabman, 
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driving hia owu vehide — curtaitily the very neatest on the stand; 
for the which ncatDcss tliere was this reason : the cab had been 
the property of Carraways ; one of the chattels of the Hall, 
knocked down, dispersed by the hammer— at times more terrible, 
more cmshing, more causeM of blood and tears than the hammer 
of Thor — the hammer of the broker. Toppa with his savings 
Ijonght the carriage. " It might fall into worse hands," he said, 
''Now, he felt almost a love for it, for the sake of them as had 
ridden in it." Again ; he said "he slionldn't like to go into any 
other service. A cabman's life viaa, after all, nn independeut 
thing. He could sit upon hia box, and — beholden to nobody — 
conld Bee how the world wagged about him." True it is that 
Mrs. Topps had a first objection to the braes badge, an objection 
that had more than its inherent force, for it was made ia the 
honeymoon. Still, as it was the honeymoon, she the more readily 
smiled and, as Bob said, " listened to reason." " I tell yon what, 
Jenny," said Bob, "the noblest sight on earth is a man talking 
reason, and his wife sitting at the fireside listening to him." 
Everybody wore a badge of some sort, ran the philosophy of Bob. 
Brass or gold, the thing was the same, it was only the metal that 
was different. Whereupon Mrs. Toppa was thoraiighly convinced, 
and we verily believe was rather proud of her husband's badge 
than otherwise. 

A very natural incident had thrown Basil and Bob together. 
The night before, Basil had supped aome three milea from his 
ohambera. Biib by chance was hailed, and drove young 
Pennibacker to hia student's home. " What have I to pay ? " 
uked BasiL "Why, sir," said the neophyte, " I hope you won't 
think eighteenpence too much." " What ! " cried Basil, in 
thrilling surprise. " Well, then, sir, say aiiteenpenee," said the 
shrinking cabman. Basil, laying hold of the man's collar and 
crying — "A vehicular wonder 1 I maat have a portrait (rf 
■yon," pulled liim under a lamp ; and thereupon took place what 
Basil called a tremendous recognition. In few words, Bob told 
of bis marriage, and his prospects; end moreover, that he was 
going to Marigolds the next day. He was going to drive his 
wife there : he had borrowed a cab, and lent his own foi- the day; 
for he hoped he knew himself better than to take what had been 
Sqnire Carrawaya' to the village. Miss Bessy wanted a few trifies 
that Jenny knew best about ; and Jenny herself had not brought 
all her things from Marigolds: indeed, site seemed as if there 
wtiiild be no end to her moving ; it seemed as if the things grew 
ahe had left behind her. In few words, Basil made an appoint- 
ment with Bob for the journey. " I should like to see the Hall 
onoG more myself" said Basil, "and I should like to go quietly ; 
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SO I tell you what. I'll take the cab for tlie day ; and out of my 
abounding generosity BhaJl be liappy to present Mrs, Topps with 
a lift." " You're very kindj air," said Bob, delighted. " She caa 
ride on the box close aside me." And Basil came, a visitor to the 
Hall. When he learned that his family were there, in the idle~ 
nesa of his bigli aplritu, be mounted a tree in the hope of a joke ; 
and, Buch as the joke was in the apple-shower, he had it. Mrs. 
Topps very soon despatched her errand at the Hall, where poor 
Mm. Blauket duly wept over her aa " one she had nui-aed from a 
baby, and one who was going back, a wife, to London." 

Basil, we must observe, did not, aa he had appointed, arrive at 
the village in the cab of Topps. In the morning he somehow 
thonght horseback would be a more fitting, a more ezpeditiona 
mode of transit. Mrs. Topps herself was very soon reconciled to 
the new arrangement She could not but reflect that she woold 
then have all the inside of the vehicle for a few of the things she 
had left behind. As the Jerichoa drove through the village, they 
looked curiously at a Loudon cab at a cottage-door, with baskets, 
and shrubs, and flowers in pota atanduig about it ; and Vfith " that 
young woman that wore the silver bee, " kissing a, score of 
children one after the other, duly setting aside evei*y ebild when 
finished. It was, indeed, a very busy, a very exciting afternoon 
in Mftrigolda, when Mra. ToppKretumed,ju8tforaiihQurortwo 
from London, She brought an importance with her, that the 
people could not but feel, though they could not explain. She had 
seen all the sights of London ; and she wan stared at as though 
some of their glory hung still about her. There was Westminster 
Abbey, SL Paul's, the Queen's Palace, the Waxwork, and all the 
playhouses in some odd way mixed up with Jenny Topps. (It 
would be hard for some of us to look at a man fresh from the 
Chinese court, and not think of long almond eyes, white clay 
faces, pigtails, and peacocks' feathers.) Jeony had, from baby- 
hood, been a favourite with all the village. She was so good- 
natured, so cheerful, and what was an especial virtue, in the words 
of a female eulogist, "she never seemed to think nothing of her 
good looks." Clever Jenny ! Twenty times had she been asked 
how she liked London, and how she liked her husband ? Whether 
she was as happy aa when at home — and whether^ — and here the 
querists hugely laughed— and whether she would not like to 
come back again. To all these inquiries Jenny with a sweet 
gravity — -for they were grave questions to her — made due reply, 
"She had no notion, though she bad been there twice before, 
that there had been such a place as London in this world ; and 
ahe never thought anybody could be so happy as she was, out of 
London." And then she dwelt upon & fear that did now and then 
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poaaeas her. It was, tliat lior liusbriml would aorae liay quite 
lose himBelf— it wiis so hard for him in his buaiueaa to leara the 
way a of to wo. 

BaaO, in a. dull, dreamy mood, turned his horse towards 
London. He bad seen the Hall for the last time. Had taken, aa 
he then believed, a long farewell of ita new possesaors. In his 
indignation at the selfishness of Jericho, he felt a new strength 
ia himself. He felt a spirit of independence. He would not owe 
the benefit of another shilling to anch a man, npoii whom fortune 
seemed to have fallen like a disease, withering and corrupting 
him. An d there was a mystery in the means of the man, so 
suddenly rich, that, he was sure of it, would burst in some terrible 
eataatrophe. Of course, Basil had no suspicion of the auper- 
natural source of Jericho's wealth : the young man's imagination 
-was insufficient to such a thought: again, even in the days of 
Jericho, the foolish old faith in fairy-works, and compacts with 
the devil, ensuring ready profit for fiiture perdition, — was dead 
and scorned. If men came by strange modes to sudden, 
mysterious wealth, it could not be hy conjuration ; hut by dull, 
prosaic craft. The wizard's circle was of no more avail ; the 
devil no longer rose in the infernal ring to barter wealth for 
souls. Nothing was left hut the mere hocus-pocus of unromantic 
knavery. Hence, in the coiivietion of Basil, father-in-law Jericho 
had juggled with the dark spirits of fraud to possess himself of 
sudden substance, There could be no doubt of the horrid truth; 
and the wasted and w{LBting condition of the rich man, proclaimed 
the rav^es of hia conscience ; of the worm in hia brain he could not 
kUl. And then Basil suddenly thought of Jericho's ghastly look, 
as the apple fell at his foot. And the next thought imparted to 
the young man a vigour of mind, a hopefulness of heart, he had 
hitherto unknown. As he rode on, the cloud cleared away. He 
had seemed to himself shut in, narrowed, dwarfed, whilst 
depending upon the aid of another. And now in his very 
contempt for the man — so strangely, so monstrously rich — the 
future stretched brightly before him. He would stand up, and 
fight the world in hia own strength, and take no condescending 
help from any man. Armed and assured hy this blithe determi- 
nation, Basil, some ten miles still from home, and the evening 
eloaing in, spurred his horse. It would not be too late even that 
very evening — at teast he would'not sufi'er himself to think so — 
to call upon Bessy's father. Yea : he would at once put his 
now faith in practice ; he would not sleep without taking the 
first — and that the most tmporiant, most anxious step, — in the 
bright, open path that he would hereafter journey. 

" Hey, hallo 1 Why, Basil ! — Mr. Pennibacker ! " cried Doctor 
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Mozilemiat, leaning far out of the fir8t>ftoor window of the Silver 
Lion, the glad half-way touae 'twist Marigolds and London. 
" Hallo ! Why so fast 1 If you knew what waa in the cellar you'd 
dr&w bridle, I taJce it." 

" That he would ; hia ! " cried Colonel BooeH ; who had 
joined Mizzlemist ; hoth it appeared upon evidence, then and 
there in the Silver Lion, enjoying what the Doctor in hia meek- 
uesa was wont to call hia glass of wine and his iiut. 

" You haven't seen anything of Mr. Jericho and the ladiea I " 
asked Mizzlemist. " They must have gone the other road : and 
8o we've miaaed. Very provoking ] but we're trying to comfM^ 
ouraelves. Won't you join ua 1 " 

" So you had an appointment with my honoured father, eh, 
Doctor t " asked Basil. 

"Why, that is, rather an appointment. Not eiactly a fixed 
thing, but come in ; you haven't dined," said Mizzlemiat. After 
a minute's thought Basil turned about, and dismounted at the 
door. Instantly he atood in the best room of the Silver Lion, with 
both his hands preaaed and shaken by Mizzlemist. " I BUpposo 
you've been to the Hall, eh) Been to pick out your own corner, I 
take it 1 Noble fabric, my dear young air. Nohle fabric 1 The 
Tery look of it ia an honour to the hospitality of the country ! 
Wasnt I saying as much, ColonBl ? A. palace for the king of 
good feilowa I " 

"What do I know of palaces ! " cried Bones. "A beggar like 
me ! I only wish you'd let me keep quiet in my own corner 
cupboard. With my own m.utton chop and my pint of small ale," 
and Bones poured out the wine, looked at it with an unctuous 
tremor of the lip, and threw it o£ 

" But you've not dined," cried Miazlemiat to Basil. " What 
will you have ) Country fare, yon know." 

"Nothing. The fact ia, I picked a hit with the gypsies j 
always dine with the gypaiea when I come into the country ; 
always," said Basil with a laugh. 

"With gypsies! Bless me — cant be true— I mean, very odd 
company, Mr. Pennibacker. Very," and Mizzlemist rubbed hia 
hands, looking doubtfully askance at Basil. 

" Moat polite people on earth," cried BasiL " And for poultry, 
I assure you, quite by tliemHelves. True, upon my life ; I can 
eat nobody's ducks but the gypsies'. Ha, air ! Ojpsy life is the 
real life, sir. Nothing to do with parchment, Doctor." 

"Why, no, young gentleman," said Mizzlemiat with dignity, 
"save, perhaps, when they go aheep-atealing." 

" No house-rent ; no taxes ; no rates ; no infernal reapect- 
laJity," cried Basil, bent upon hb humonr. 
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"Hal ha I very good. Beggars all. Hm )" cried Bones. 
" Capital state, when people have no respectability. Ugh ! it 
eats a beggar like me out of house and home." 

"Well, I didn't imagine that, Colonel," said Basil. "1 thought 
70U always put out your respeotabilLty to board oa other 

"Capital! Very good! The fact is, my dear young air — 
come, take a glass of wine — people won't let me alone. They 
■will carry me about with them ; no doubt, to show their 
humility. I tell them I'm a beggar : what then t they will have 
the pauper with them — they will. Here's the Doctor — would 
drag me out to-day, to coma and look at old Carraway's Lodge " 
— and agiun Bones emptied his glass. 

" Of oom-ae," said Mizzlemiat ; "if your friends didn't look 
after you, Colonel, you'd never stir. You'd take no exercise. 
You'd sit in that arm-chair of youra till the seitou came for 
you. And the fact is " — and the Doctor archly smiled — " we're 
not going to lose you in that way. No : it's our duty as fellow- 
creatures and Christians to tike care of you, and we will do it i " 
and Mizzlemist's kindly empliaais almost brought the tears into 
his eyes, " Poor lone creature ! You never knew what it was 
to have the tondernesa of a wife. You haven't a dear soul, 
growing all the kinder fmd tenderer for age, haunting your 
fire-side } asd so we must take care of you — and we wiU, old 

"All too good, much too good to a beggar," cried Bones, with 
his fore-finger scratching the nape of his neck. 

" Come, sir, take a glass of wine," and Mizzlemist urged BasO. 
Then dropping back in hia chair, he gazed at the young gentle- 
man in all the fulness of after-dinner admiration. " Ha, sir ! it 
is aomethiDg delightful— nay, very delightful, indeed, only to look 

" Indeed," cried Basil, "glad to hear it. Easy way of getting 
a living. ShiDing a-head for grown fools, six-pence for children. 
Come sir, down with your money," 

" In your connection with Mr. Jericho, you have a grand field 
before you," said the unofiended Mizalemiat. 

"Km! Can you tell ma if the field's in cropl And what 
it is 1 " asked Basii 

"Whatever you like, sir. I am afraid, Mr, Pennibaeker " — 
and Mizzlemist became very serious—" I am afraid you do not 
HufSciently estimate the position of Mr. Jericho. See what he 
has done already. la he not in Parliament t Is he not in the 
very highest aodety } Next Tuesday — yes, absolutely next 
Tuesday— he dines with the Duke St. George, at Bed Dragon 
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House ; and with bis inestimabla lady and daughters, will at 
once, be dipped Ld the Pactolean Tortex— -if I've not forgot my 
Chrlst-cliurch cliiasicB — in the Pactolean vortei of fashionable 
existence." 

" Weil, and what will Mr. Jericho pay 1 What, for self, wifis 
and liaughtera t " aslted Basil. " What will be the price of admia- 
■ion to the Ked Dragon mahi^ftDy 1 " 

" Price, Mr. Pennibaeker 1 " cried Mizzlemist 

" Price 1 Why, yon can't tell ; neither can Jericho himaelC 
More than that, I've my doiibta, if even the Dulte of St. George 
has made up his mind to the exact sum to be borrowed rf the 
Man of Money. It mnat be for a loan, or do folka think money, 
like the measles, catching 7 The Duke St. George, of Bed Dragon 
Houae 1 Why, he 'a a, very river of royal blood. From the 
heptatcby downwards, there's been a prince or a princeaa, or a 
royal bishop, or something of the sort, out into the stream — and 
he contains in himself the very beat blood, laid on from twenty 
crowned booses. And to think that he should shake hands with 
Jericbo — that he should invite such a piece of clay — why it must 
be for the gilding." 

"My dear young gentleman," said Mizzlemist, with a gravity 
almost affectionate, "disabuse your mind of such vulgar cant. 
Ba above it, air. Don't think that money nan do anything and 
everything — it can't. There must be inward worth. The gold 
candlestick— if I may be so bold as to use a figure — the gold 
candlestick may be prized, I grant ; but its magnificence ia only 
subservient to its use ; the gold is very well : but after all, it ia 
the light we look to." And Mizzlemist believed he bad clenched 
the question. 

" Yes," said Baai! ; " so that the candlestick haa gold enough, 
I take it, it may bum anything : mutton fat's as good as 

" I say again, don't think it. Mr. Jericho, independent of his 
wealth, is a man of talent. I assure you "—now Mizzlemist was 
never more serious — -"I assure you, I forget them, but some of 
his admirable bits of wit are now going about. I forget them, 
but I pledge myself, they are allowed to be very brilliant" 

" All's one for that," and Basil emptied his glass. 

" But as I was ohaerving, Mr. Pennibaeker, you have all the 
world before you," eaid Mizzlemist, 

" I quite feel that, sir, in the new prof«ssion that within this 
half-hour I have determined to adopt." 

" Why, sir, when you go to the bar " — began Mizzlemist. 

"No, I've abandoned the thought. The bar's too full. 
Bench can't be lengthened to hold a thousandth part of us ; and 
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mna'ii't. sit in ea^ otber'a laps, So manjr, nine-teathn muat di* 
like spiders with nothing to spin. I tliought of the army. Bat 
that's going, sir ; going, aoon to he gone. Bless you, laurels 
are fiiat sinking from the camp to the kitchen. In a very llttte 
while, sir, and the cook will rob CEEsar of bia wreath to fiavonr 
a cnstard." 

"Ha! ha! very good. Wait a little tliough, — hm I "cried 
Colonel Bonee. 

" I do not very fiiUy grapple with your poiitioa," — said Mizzle- 
mist^ heaitating. 

" Don't try, then, sir," said Basil, " 'twill only straiu your 
iBteilect. Therefore, as I see all the usual avenues aliut np — 'no 
Itoroughfare' writ over 'em, I shall strike out a road for myself. 
Meet a want, or make a want, that's the motto, air, for a new 
bu»iaeBS." 

" Well, there really is aomething ia that," said Miz^lemist. 

" Now, I intend to meet a, want — a very craving wiuit," said 
Basil. " And with such benevolent determination, I purpose to 
start in life as a Comic Undertaker." 

"Good, devilish goodl" and Bones rubbed hU hands; and 
Mi^zlemist stAred. 

" It will be my laatjng reputatioc," aaid Basil, " to meet the 
grand deaire of tbe Hge. For do you not perceive, sir, the great 
tendeocy of our time is to dnk tlie serious, and to save the droll 1 
Folks who have an eagle JQ their coat-of-arms begin to be 
ashamed of it, and point it out for the laughing-goose. In a very 
little while and we shall put a hotae-collar round about the 
world, expressly for all the world to grin through it." 

" Yon know best, Mr. Basil," said Mizziemist, " but surely 
twill be a great stop to business." 

" Now, in pursuit of the comic," said Basil, " I think we might 
very sucoesafully carry fun into the churchyard. A man of true 
humour, sir — a&d fnich a man every morning when I rise I am in 
the habit of considering myself— may put a capital joke into an 
epitaph, and get a broad grin from a skeleton. I think I see my 
board and card — 'Basil Pennibacker, the Original Comic Under- 
taker. Funerals acted in the happiest vein of humour. Mutes 
of every drollery.' I think that will do, sir." 

"It will never be permitted, sir; never," aaid the literal 
Mizzlemist. " The legislature, air, will not permit it. I like a 
joke, sir ; I think I may say I like a Joke, but when the ashes 
of"— 

" What j Eh ) Why here comes Mr. Jericho, pelting along. 
Hm 1 " cried Colonel Bones, who had run to the window. 

" Then I'm o^" said Basil, and instantly he ran down to the 
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) speedUj bx away in a cloud 
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door, jumped in bis saddle, Euid w 
of dast. 

Mizzlemiat approached the window. Jericho'a equipage came 
rattling down tha hill^ Hodmadod and Candituft galloping a 
little in advance. The carriage pulled up at the door of the 
Silver Lion. MizzIenuBt had descended, and approached Mr. 
Jericho. " I am very sorry, sir, that I should have missed you," 
said the Doctor. " I brought out the Colonel for a ride, and 
thought we should all meet at the Lodge. I thought you'd have 

" I don't stop, Doctor MiKzlemist," said Jericho coldly, whilst 
Mizzlemiat slept back in astonishment — " I don't stop for any- 
body. Who are you, air — whom do yon take me for 1 " bellowed 
Jericho, whilst MiKzlemiat stared, andhia jaw feU in mute wonder. 
Here, Colonel Bones, benevolently thought he might come to the 
rescue of bis Mend. Whereupon bending his iron &ce into a 
very severe smile, he began — 

" I do assure you, Jericho, that " — 

" Jericho ! " esclaimed the Man of Money, with an oath that 
passed upon the Colonel a very hot and very summary sentence, 
" Who asked you to speak T A toad-^ater I A bone-picking 
pauper ! Drive on 1 " and Jericho sank back like an exhausted 
savage ; the coach and cavaliers flew forward, and Mizzlemiat 
confounded, groped his way back to the Colonel, whom he found 
seated, foaming at the mouth, and violently cutting the air abont 
him with a knife he had taken from the table, inarticulately 
spluttering — " Toad-eater ! Majesty's of&oer ! Bone-picker 1 
Blood — blood — blood 1 " 

After a time, Mizzlemist took the knife from the Colonel, and 
entreated him to be calm. He was immediately obediect. He 
filled a bumper, glanced at his friend, and in a soft but very 
decided voice, as though making himself a solemn promise of 
e especial treat, said — " I'U have his blood, sir, his blood." 



CHAPTEE XI. 

Wb have again to introduce the reader to Gilbert Carraways. 
The circumstances under which the reader and he last met were 
so very different, so opposite to the present condition of the 
worthy gentleman, that we may be justified in treating the old 
man with something of the deference due to a stranger. In one 
of the Primrose Places to be found selvaging London — for we 
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care not to be a whit more defioite in the whereabout — Carra- 
ynya, hia wife and daughter, had taken refuge from the atorm 
that bad broken over their lieada ; a storm that had made clear 
work of every stick of their property. No hurricane could more 
completely Hweep away a field of BUgar-caue. In a small, neat, 
comfortable room eat the mined family. The old man was 
reading, or thought he read. In a few weaks the anow had come 
down upon his head with a heavy fall. In a few weeks, hia 
<dieeks were lined and lengthened. He had been held — eo 
ruthlessly held — lace to &ce with misery, that hia smile, that 
WBB constant hs the red in his cheek, had well nigh vanished. 
Now and then, as he exchanged looks with his daughter, it 
glimmered a little ; played about his mouth, to leave it only in 
ntter blankuess. Still he went on reading ; still he turned page 
after page ; and believed that he was laying in a stock ot 
knowledge for his future life. For he had again — he wonld tell 
his daughter with a bright look — he had agaia to begin the 
world. Hard beginning 1 Dreoty voyage, with neither youth to 
fight the storm ; nor the hope of youth to wile awny the long, 
dark, dreary, watch — to sing the daylight in. But this he would 
not think of. At least he thought he would not. He felt 
himself as strong aa ever ; yes, even stronger. He could not 
have hopeil to bear the blow so well. He was never better [ 
never, Hia glorious health was left him ; and therefore, why 
despair I In thia way will the brain of the stout man cheat 
itself. It will feel whole, and strong ; and for the viler cracks 
and flaws, they are not to be heeded. Mere trifles. And then 
some day, some cahn and sunny time, that peace haa aeemed to 
choose for itself for a soft, sweet pause — with the tyrant brain 
secure and all vaiu-glorioua, — the trifle kiUa, In thia way do 
strong men die upwards. 

Gilbert Carraways was, at our firat meeting, set about by all 
the creature delights of life. He waa the lord of abundance. 
The man who had nothing to do with want and misery, but to 
exercise the noblest prerogative of happy humanity — namely, to 
destroy them wheresoever he found them preying upon his 
fellows. Wealth was gone. He was a beggar ; but in his 
poverty were thoughts that might glorify hia fireside. He bad 
used hia means for good ; and, at least, might feel enriched by 
the harvest of his recollections. With his face anxious, 
lengthened, and dim, there waa a dignity in the old man that we 
do not think we ever recognised at the Hall. For be had to 
bear a load of misery ; and he sat erect, and with hia spirit 
conquering, looked serenely about him. 

Beaey and her mother sat at work, and to see them for the 
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firtt time, the; seemed &s though they had never had & finer 
room to ait in. Already were they bo self-aeoommodated to the 
place. Id their days of fortune, Mrs. Cairawaya — good, kind 
creature ever ! — neverthelesa loved to show to follEa the finest 
out«ide, She confessed to a pride in exhibiting to the -world the 
best holiday iffoofii of worldly prosparity. Her husband tcoidd 
call her hia old butterfly. And, in a few weeka, she had cast all 
Bich thoughts, even as the butterfly itx winga, never again to be 
enjoyed, or dreamt of. She looked the good wife of one of 
Carraway's late clerks, at aome hundred and fifty pounds a year; 
with thoae sixty ahillings a week — to provide home and food, 
and raiment ; the worldly all-in-all. And if at times ahe was a 
little, just a little wayward, in the full blaze of fortune — as the 
beat-tempered folks are Bometimes apt to be tetchy in over-warm 
Veather — -now, ahe sat in the shade ali gentleness, and smiles, 
and patience ; as though ahe, perhaps, remembered those little 
breaks of temper, to be afforded when at ease with the world, 
but all too serious, too wilful an estravaganee for a poor man.'B 
home. 

Ee^y was at first astonished, broken-hearted that she had 
never seen, scarcelj heard, and that coldly, ceremoniously, of 
many of her frienda. She could not for a long time comprehend 
the cause. And then, she speedily agreed with lier mother 
that, poBsibty, an extreme sense of delicacy kept them absent — 
silent. " They may not like to intrude upon our misfortune," 
said MtH. Carrawaya very sadly. Bessy at once acknowledged it 
must be so with Misa Candituit. She recollected that with that 
young lady it was a favourite phrase — " the saciednesa of 
adversity." And then Bessy could not but think — " She might 
have written more than onoe." But Bessy was young and 
hopeful. The tempest had blown over her; and once passed, she 
was again smiling and erect. A hly after a thunder-storm. 

Such the group at the fire-side. There is, however, a person 
at the street-door well-known to the reader. We have tried, 
with all his &ulte, to make him a sort of favourite. This 
outside person ia Baal Pennibacker. He has galloped to 
London, and straightway taken the road to Primrose Row. Ha 
has hardly shaped hia thoughts into the roughest form of speech; 
but he feels that he has something to say ; nay, his heart is full 
of it — and it shall out before he sleeps. And with this brave 
determination, he marches to the door ; feeling, nevertheless, aa 
though with all hia courage, he was walking up to a cannon. 
He stops short at the step. The next moment ha mounts it, and 
raises the knocker. And the next, as softly, tenderly 
man fingers touched a human wound, he lays the 
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knocker liowD. He is mudi relieved, &nd gently dcaeenda the 
step. It IB too late — much too late to call. Hush ! The clock 
of St. Aaphodel's Btrikea nine — it is unreaBonable, unmannerly to 
think of it. Basil erossec the road, and much uomforta himself 
looking at an upper window. There ia a light ; and now a 
female figure movee to and fro. It ia Besgy ! Her light, active 
form ; the turn of her head, bo like a wood-nymph's ! N<iw, she 
eomea to the window ; and now the light is gono and the room 
is dark. For a moment, the hope of Basil is qneached — dead. 
And the next iastant, raising his hat, and gazing at the window, 
he criee — " God bless you ! " and takes to his heels, as though be 
hod done something wrong, unmannerly. 

Now, as it must be evident to the well-meaniug few who read 
these pages, that we propose to set down nothing but truth, let 
ns clear up as we go. It was not Beaay, as believed by Basil. 
It was a solitary, pale young thing — one of the cloud of genteel 
phantoms that fiit across our daily path — who compliment life, 
by endeavouring to live by needle and thread. It was cot Bes.sy, 
upon whom Basil called down a beniaon. But let it rest npon 
the stranger's he.-vL Who ao spirituajly rich as not to need it I 

"And do you think, Bessy" — said her fatlier, for having dis- 
posed of Basil for the night, we return to the fireside — " and do 
you think, my wench, that you'll make a, good sailor 1 " 

"I don't know," said Bossj, " but I'll try." 

" Well said. It'a the most we can promiae against aea-sickness. 
A long voyage, wench," aaid Carraways. 

"My dear Gilbert," said the wife with aniious looks, "aj* 
you resolved— are yon really resolved ?" 

" I have looked at it every way, lass r I have turned the 
matter on every aide. Weighed the risks with the good chances. 
And I am reaoiute." A deep aigh escaped the wife. "Why, 
what's the matter }" aaked her husband. 

"Nothing. I meant nothiug — at least, nothing, if you ore 
resolved. And yet, Gill«rt, we are old" — 

" Aye, that's it ; old to move. But, my good dame, what will 
our jeara bring ua if we stop ? I tell you, I can't bear to think 
of it. I Bhould die a thousand deatha here in London. I 
couldn't go into the City — and somehow, I know myseli^ I 
sliould be sure to be going there if I waa near it — I couldn't go 
there, that every other fiice wouldn't seem to stab me. Oh ! I 
have seen the sight mjael^ — and I won't ])rovide the show." 

" What sight, father ) " asked Bcsay, almoat heedless of the 
question. 

"The sight of a ruined man. An old man bi'oken to bita, 
with no hope, no chance of patching. A piece of utter 
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with grey hairs upon it. The ghost of one who was 'a good 
man.' I've seen it. And I know what follows. I should pass 
people, and hear 'em talk — yea, fuel 'em point at me. ' There, 
sir,' — aays one to a country friend — ' do you sea that old man 1 
Once one of the proudest fellows In the City, sir. One who held 
his head aboTe every body. One who was as high as Lucifer' " — 

" O, father I they never, never, could say that of you," cried 
Beaay, and her face coloured, and her eyes filled with tears. 

" Ha ! tea to one hut they wonld say it, though. 'Tia hard 
for & man to tumble, and not get dirt about him, deserve it or 
not. 'As proud as Lucifer' they'd say ; 'and now look at him 
— poor fellow ! ' Yes they'd call me — ' poor fellow ; not a. 
pezmy, sir ; not a farthing.' Now, I won't endure this. I've 
talked to myself. I've had a little conversation with this Gilbert 
Carraways — old fdlow ! — ho and I were not sueh intimate 
acquaintance as we ought to have been in fair weather times — 
but I've talked to him since we've been in trouble, and the end 
of it in, wife, be won't suffer it. He won't," and Carraways 
struck the table. 

"My dear Gilbert, do as yoa will — go where you will. Any- 
where" — said the wife, and at length her heart loosened, and 
she fell upon her hnsband's neck — "so that we go all together." 

Bessy laid down her work, and silently crept round her father's 
chair, and without 1 word, mingled her arms with her mothra-'a. 
The old man felt the pressure of his daughter, and hugging 
wife and child cloaa at Ilia heart, he cried — " Yes ; all together — 
all together." And in a minute, in a gay voice, and his eyes 
sparkling through their mist, Carraways said — " Come, it's time 
to go to bed. Good night," and he kissed his daughter. " I shall 
not be up long ; but I want to finish these few pages." And 
Carraways was left alone ; trying with all his might to see a 
I^jid of Fromise for his old age in a golden book, written for the 
hopes of emigrants. 

The next morning, Basil Pennibaeker — for we must for a page 
or two return to him — rose, determined to see Primrose Row by 
daylight. As he took his breakfast, his looks fell with peculiar 
satisfaction upon a large bunch of heartsease that, ere he slept, 
with his own hands he had placed in water; that, ere he had sat 
down to begin his meal, he bad examined with an eye more 
curious than was his wont in the small matter of flowers. Indeed, 
he was himself a little surprised at the interest hanging about 
his heart for those few bits of purple and yellow "freaked with 
jet." However, he was satisfied of their beauty and freahness ; 
and therefore breakfasted as heartily as man with cheerfnl 
conscience may. 
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It was about mid-day ■when Beaay waa broken in upon by the 
servant girl, who cnme almost in a hunch int« the room — so 
hurried, bo aniioua, and withal so pleased seemed she to deliver 
her tidings — to proclaim with scarlet face, end panting breath, 
that — " there waa a gentleman below that wanted Miss." Now, 
neither Mr. nor Mrs. Carraways were in. This circnmstance the 
girl observed, she knew, and had already acquainted the gentle- 
man with the fact ; a fact that, in truth, had in no way discon- 
certed him. Beasy was finaUy stopt in her inquiries bj the girl, 
who remembered ehe had a card. 
"Mr, Basil Pennibaoker." — 

Bessy reddened as she took it. " Yes, Miss, Til show him np 
directly," said the girl. 

"Stay, Susan — 1 — yea ; you are quite right. Pray show the 
gentleman in," said Bessy ; and, as she heard the foot of Basil 
on the stairs, her heart kept count with every step, and she felt 
cold aa a stone. 

Basi! entered the room. We verily believe his own mother — 
doting parent that she was — would not have known him. He 
was almost awkward in hia hashfulness ; his eyes wandered ; he 
feebly smiled ; and deeply blushed. Bessy, somehow, showed 
more courage of the two. 

" I'm very aOrry, Mr. Pennibackftr, that there is no one hut 
myself at home. Very sorry that " — 

" Pray don't mention it. Miss Carraways ; I assnre yon I — 
that is — I hope Mr. and Mrs. Carraways are well ; as well, my 
dear mailam" — and Basil began to feel hia ground — " as well as 
I coidd wish them." 

" Quite well," said Beasy, " I do not think my mother can be 
long. And I'm aure she'll he glad to see you. We do not see 
many friends now," said Bessy ; and then she could have bitten 
her tongue that she had said it : he might believe that she 
hinted at his mother and sisters. 

" After all, Miaa Carraways," said Basil, " how very few 
people there aro worth thirJciag friends !" 

" It may be so, sir ; I fear it is so ; but," said Bessy, " it is a 
hard truth to learn, learn it when we may." 

Basil was again at fault ; again his tongue hung fire ; and he 
wondered, and was a little piqued at the self-posseBsion of Bessy, 
when he — a man — waa in such « tremor. Hia brain was 
wandering for new words, when happily, hia eyes fell upon the 
superb bunch of heartsease idly grasped by his hand. " Happily, 
Miaa Carraways," said Basil, suddenly supported, "happCy thore 
ore frieiida that will smile upon us till death." 
" Ok dear, yea ! Life, indeed, would be a sad lot could we not 
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think so," and Bessy's eves glistened ; and glistening, made 
Basil wince. 

She never looked bo beautiful. Heaped about with luiury; 
a little rose-bud queen in a golden palace, with fairy birds 
singing to her, and happiness like an atmosphere sroiuid her — 
she never looked bo beautiful as in that bit of tenpenny muslin — 
standing upon Kidderminster, at the rate of eighteen Bhilliogs 
a-week, boots included. (Now all this went jumbling, jostling 
through the brain of Basil, as he caught the dewy flaah of Bessy's 
innocent blue eyes.) 

" There are finends. Miss Carrawaya, whom you have been 
kind to, who still have grateful looks. There are friends, I saw 
thousands of them yesterday, looking all the happier for your 
care, I was told of some, for whom you bad a particular regard. 
I " — h^e Basil began again to feel abashed and tongue-tied. 
" I mean friends by the outer wall, opposite the summer-honse 
with — with Diana in it " — 

" I recollect the Bummer-house," said Bessyj and her little 
hand clutched the back of a chair. 

" Of course. I was sore you would. Well, the truth is, my 
dear lady — pardon me, Miss Carraways — I was there, and I 
thought you would like to see some of these friends, and — the 
fact 18,-107 dear Benay— ten miliion pardons, madam, I — the 
fact ia, OS I said, thinking you would like to see them, I gave 
them a — a general invitation, — have brought 'em here, and here 
they are." 

Baail hpkl the heartsease towards Bessy. She curtseyed, held. 
her trembling hand to take them. " Thank you 1 A thousand 
thanks ! " she smiled. And then she fell in a chair, and burying 
her face among the flowers, gave up her heart to weeping. 

Poor BasO ! he felt awe-struck by the pasaion he had roused. 
He wished the fioor to ojien, and himself — to use his own 
after-phraae — to be repealed for ever. '' If I had thought" — he 
Btammered. 

"Oh thank you, air — a thonaand tlianks," cried Bessy, and 
she wept anew. 

" My dear madam," said Basil, " I am a foolish person ; a very 
foolish person. Another time I hope to be permitted to assure 
yon that I meant no folly ; upon my soul, I mean truth— eameat, 
honest, eternal truth, if truth be in this world. I " — And here 
Basil distressed, discomfited, rushed from the room. 

In another hour, Bessy was calm and sad — yet not altogether 
sad. The heartsease were placed in a glass, and again and again 
Bessy would go to them, and, as though putting lier finger undw 
the chin of baby loveliness, as though the flower were a sentient 
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thing, she ■would lift the curl of the blossom aa it hung over the 
vesael. She wus gazing at the heartsease when Jeuny Toppa waa 
Hhown into the room. 

" Well, Mrs. Topps," aaid Bessy, with a. melancholy smile. 

" Now, not that I'm BBhamed of Toppa's name, why should I 
be 1 " — said the young wife, looking very proud of it, — " but do 
call me Jwrny, Miaa, as afore. Do, pleaae." 

" Well, then, Jenny." — 

" Well, then, what do you think, Miss ) We went to the HnU 
yesterday. Ha, you should only see it now ! No ; I didn't mean 
that. I wouldn't have you see it for any money. We've brought 
&way what you wanted. But thafa not it. What do you think t 
Now, don't cry — proniifle me, you won't cry." 

"Well, then, Jenny, I promise you," and somehow Bessy made 
the promiae with better self-aBsurance than she could have 
boast-ed a little more than an hour ago. 

" Well, then, them ■aaaty Jeridios — for I hate 'em " — 

" You should hate nobody, Jenny," said Bessy. 

" Perhaps not, ma'am. But natur' that makes us love, makes 
OS hate, and we can't help it. Them Jerichos is goiug to take 
the Hall." , 

" Is it possible J " asked Bessy, with strange oalmBeas. 

" I saw 'em all iiicre. Going to take the Hall," repeated 
Jenny, much incensed. 

" Very welh Somebody must live there," said BcBsy. And 
then, strangely perplexed, she looked at tbe heartsease, and 
knew not what to think. 

Basil, on his hurried way home, waa no less perjjlexed. He 
aecused himself of folly, cruelty. He had torn open the girl's 
heart with his clumsy blunder ; and of what avail waa it, that he 
would ihe to dry her tears J 

" Why, my dear fellow," a^d an acquaintance, stopping Basil, 
fuming with remorse, " My dear fellow, what is the matter with 
you I Anything wrong ? Anything I can do to help you J " 

" Yes," eEcIaimed BaaiL " Bind me to you fur life, and get 
me a coalheaver." 

"A ooalheaver ! " cried his friend, 

"A ooalheaver," repeated Baaih 
feeling, nothing — I know it — nothing 
quillity till I've licked a, coalheaver." 
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CHAPTER Xn. 



Alreabt had Mr. Jerieho banked the ptirchnse-moDey for 
Jogtrot Hall. Thirty thooBand poands' worth of flesh had he 
fiaoHficed to buy to himaelf a conntry manfiion ; the better, in 
the flattering worda of Lib wife, to fill the world ; who delighted 
as she waa with the obedient ambition of her lord was, never- 
theless, touched in her teuderest affections when she contemplated 
hia diminished presence. Even Jericho himaelf, prepared as he 
waa for the aatoniahment of his &mily and familiars, winced as 
he caught the astounded glances of his circle. Breeks, the tailor, 
began to measure, and to re-measare with an increaaing wonder, 
that in a httle time deepened Into awe, and threatened to eiplode 
into terror. " It's like meaanring a, penknife for a aheoth," 
Breeks declared to hia wife. " That Mr. Jericho's quite a 
puzzle, Julia ; quite. There's no knowing where the paddin' 
ends and the mnt i begins. Man, Julia 1 He iau't a man at 
all, bnt a. cotton-pod. Why he oan't have no more stomach 
than a "bacco-pipe." Snch were the confidential communingH 
of man with wife ; and, after certain intervals, with a whole 
round of Mra. Breeks' boaom gossips. In a little time, it was 
the growing belief of a large circle that Jericho was no flesh, 
no man at all. " He was made up of coats," ran the rumour, 
"like an onion." 

Jericho, we have said, was tenderly alive to his daily waste. 
Again and again had he passed the silken lace about his chest ; 
the lace that, if the bank continued to be drawn upon, soon 
promised to wind round and round the anatomy of Jericho, like 
whipcord round a boy's peg-top. Jericho, however, comforted 
himaelf — so had he taken measures — that the bank should be 
closed for many a day. He would not peel himaelf to a leaf, let 
hia wife conjure aa she might. Fortunately, he was never in 
better health. If he lost in substance, mere flesh, he somehow 
obtained an unusual toughness and strength of fibre. He was 
lithe, elastic aa a rod of ateet And after all, what was flesh 1 
Animal grossness. The less he had of it, the more spiritual the 
human creature. 

But Mrs. Jericho would not thus be comforted. She had 
half-uttered her fears to Mr. Candituft, Would introduce 
Doctor Dodo, a friend of his, as a friend ; not to alarm Mr. 
Jericho. Certainly not. But merely to lead him in tho 
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meoDileringa of a pleasant mormng talk to hie own individual 
case. Mrs. Ji^rieho miglit depend upon the cara of Cauditiift. 
He would study even the weafcneas of dear Jerieho as a weakneBa 
to be reverenced. " Some weakoessea," said Candituft, " were 
like flawed China : quite as good aa the perfect thiog, if not too 
rudely handled." Mrs. Jerieho declared the thought to he true 
and beautiful. 

Now, it grieves ua, aa faithful chroniclers of this history to 
pain the reader with the intelligence that at the veiy time 
conjugal love and manly friendahip were aweetly plotting for 
better health and insured life in the person of Solomon Jericho, 
there were men — certainly two constructive homicides — who 
contemplated the probable funeral of the Man of Money, and 
never once winced at the thought of the sable feathers. Let the 
reader judge. 

Almost at the exact time that Basil Pennibacker fled in sorrow 
and confusion &om the door of Carraways, Commissioner Thrush 
knocked at the postern of Solomon Jericho. And had Jericho's 
household gods been aa anaious, waking, instead — as we fear it 
too often happens with household gods in general — instead of 
sleeping, like pet spaniels at the fire-aide, sure we are that the 
diimney deities would have given a sympathetic ahriek, or howl, 
or cry, or nquall— hearing murder's messenger at the door. 
"Is Mr, Jericho within J" asked the asBistant homicide with a 
serene gravity worthy of the coming funeral. The victim was 
at home. The undertaker might walk up stairs ; and making 
due allowance, might measure the living customer. And all 
this time, though the household gods might see in the huming 
embera, the splendid fimeral of their master prefigured in 
glowing rays, with — if it further pleased them — a view, between 
the aecond and third bar, of the widow weeping oyer a 
pyramidal monument, weeping in a cloud of veil, with streaming 
wisp of handkerchief^ — although every part and piece of this 
alarming spectacle were to be aeeu in the live coals of Jericho's 
hearth, nevertheless Jericho's household gods took no mora 
account of the show than if it were a congregation of burning 
vapours brought together to roast the family gooae, or cook the 
£uaily mutton. 

Commissioner Thrush walks placidly up to Mr. Jericho, and 
offers him his hand. And Jericho takes the palm in his own, 
never dreaming tiiat, probably, he grasped a piece ofchurchyard 

" Though I come upon an unpleasant business, my dear sir — ■ 
by the way I think you get thinner and thinner," said Thrush. 
"I heheve Commissioner," said Jericho very austerely, "I 
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believe in polite soeiet;, a man's flesh is silentl; permitted to be 
quite a matter for hia own contemplation." 

" Mr. Jericho, 1 am corrected, and very properly. A thousand 
pardons. I bring this from my friend Colonel Bones," and fixing 
his eye like a anuke upon Jerieho, Thrush diHcharged a letter 
upon him. 

Jericho read the letter. "With a stony face of contempt he 
looked down upon it, "This is quite ridiculmis," said Jericho. 

"It may be droll, devilish droll,'' said Thrush. "Men differ 
BO in their tastes. Ton mny think a challenge a joke ; may, 
indeed, think pistols when they click, merely diiture de bans molt. 
Every man sa he likes." 

" You do not intend to say, Commissioner Thrush, that thia 
Colonel Bones — this gingerbread hero — this " — 

" Colonel Bones is my friend," said Thrush. " Colonel Bone* 
ha» served her Majesty : at least, if not her Majesty, her Majesty's 
uncle, It's all in the &mily ; just the same tiling. You insulted 
the ColoneL" 

" The fact is " — Jericho paused, hnt only mie instant, for a lie 
— " The fact ia, the day was hot"; I had drunk too much" — 

" I am sorry to hear it. For now it is impossible to aeoom- 
modate matters. Now, siTf the Colonel must he a chnrooal- 
burner ; you muat tasbe his saltpetre," and Thnisli amackad 
his lips, as recommending its flavour. 

" Impossible to accommodate ! When it was abase in a 
moment of wine," cried Jericho. 

" Sir, an offence committed in wine must be between intimates 
& double offence ; and for this reason ; this iron-bound reasc»L 
It impUes long-smouldering malice," cried Thrush. 

" I don't see that," exclaimed Jericho, bectaniug interested in 
the question. " How do you prove it 1 '* 

"You shall hoar, sir, in a very few words ; and those, tha 
very words of my late excellent and sagacious Iriend, the king of 

" I don't sea," cried Jericho, " that the king of Siam " — 
" If you please ; one moment," said Thrush, with mild autho- 
rity. "'Difunkardsj'his majesty would aay,'are of two sorts. 
Ths good-D.itnred and the malicious. Now, the good-natured man 
in tus drink babbles his praises and his affections ; and with all 
his goodness would blush when sober to say the loving things 
that run from him in his wine. Eia sober thoughts are written 
in his heart in the milk of human goodness. Now, the nialicioua 
man, who in hia steady hours, has kept a fair face and a clean 
lip to his feUow— in his time of drink talks reviling and abuse. Hia 
thoughts are written not in milk, but in vinegar ; but th» fire of 
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the wine brings out either eharucter, showing both true, the 
worda of milk ^pcl the worda of verjuice.' Now, this, sir, was the 
jndgment of the Itiug of Siam." 

" I — I do not eea it. I can't see it. Eidiculoua ! PreposterouB," 
cried Jericho. 

"The king of Siam though in his royal tomb, and sprinkled 
■with the loving nshea of fifty of his wivea humt at a great expenae 
for that occasion on!y — the king of Siam," said Thrush with 
omiuouB gravity, " is atill my friend. When we have disposed of 
our present business, I rfiall be happy to give the readieat 
attention to any disparagement you may feel disposed to vent 
upon the lamented potentate." 

"I am not at all the man, sir, to do anything of the sort," 
cried Jericho. "I i-eapect the — the — yes, the constitated 
authorities, in their tombs or out of 'em." 

"I am very liappy to hear it. Because you must at once 
concede, on the authority of my friend, the king, that an affront 
in drink is a double insult. You called my friend. Colonel Bonee, 
an officer her Majesty's nncle's service " — 

Jericho who, though he trod uptm thorns, could not resist the 
aaeer, aaked, " What regiment ) " 

"No matter, air," said Thrush, "I have forgotten it. The 
Colonel himaelf may have forgotten it. Any regimeut yon like. 
The 69th Harlequins, or the74thPantaloonB — it is no matter. You 
have insulted an officer ; it may be, insulted him. for years. You 
called him toad-eater — pauper — bone-picker ! Now, sir, who 
shall say how long you nuu have carried about you those oppro- 
brious epithets, written in the strongest vinegar upon your heart 1 
Written, andonly waiting the required volume of hot, fruity port, 
to dawn and break out into diaboHo blackness ] At lengUi you 
drink ; you become drunk ; and thereupon immediately publish 
to the world the calumny writ in withering acid." Jericho was 
Mtoniahed. Thrush, wiping his forehead after the exertion, 
dropt his voice, and in the politest, meekest manner, aaked, 
"To whom will you do ma the honour to refer me 1 Who ia 
your friend 1 " 

"Certainly; to be sure," said Jericho with alacrity j and ha 
immediately sat down, and penned a note to the Hon. Cesar 
Canditoft. With what a halo of benevolence waa that good 
creature immediately surrounded ! With something of a smile 
at his lip, Jericho penned a few familiar lines. " He would leave 
the matter entirely in his hands." Thia done, he handed the 
missive to Thrush, who took it with the satisfied air of a man 
who felt that he was proceeding in a manner most satisfactoiy 
to the feelings of all parties. 
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" Good morning, Mr. Jericho, this little affair — end as it may 
— will, I tmat, make no alteration in our intimacy. I give you niy 
word of honour, so impartial tun I in this matter — bo little 
personal feeling have I misod up in thia buaineaa, that had you 
instead of the Colouel called upoo me, 1 should have had equal 
pleasure in attending upon yourself," 

" You are very good, very good," said Jericho very icily. 

" Not at alL I consider that in going out with any man, I 
merely fulfil a great aocial duty, and thinic upon that account I 
have an equal claim — should the occasion fall — upon equal 
ssiTices from any of my fellow-creatures. Dear air, good 
morning." And Tlimsh went hia way. 

It may seem odd, when we aver that Jericho sat in the com- 
ploteat stata of ease. He was never more tranquil, and for this 
reaaon, — he waa profoundly secure in the friendship, the sweet 
humanity, of Candituft. He, he an accomplice to draw him into a 
duel ! Tiiat nohle fellow would rather meet the ball himsel£ 
BeaideB, he recollected — and very much soothed was he by the 
recollection — that Candituft abhorred duelling. He had heard 
him denounce the practice as murderous, fratricidah "A 
duellist ! " Candituft would aay, — " A duellist is only Cain 
io higher life." Very much comforted waa Jericho with 
this Hweet philanthropic aentence. Again and i^iii did he 
apeak it to himself: pass the beautiful words one by one 
before his moral vision, as a girl admires bead by bead a 
new necklace. 

Only half-an-hour had passed, and Candituft waa announced. 
"AduelliBt is only Cain in high life," thought Jericho triumphantly, 
as he rose to press the hand of his friend. 

" Dear, good sir," said Candituft, " I am delighted to see you. 
look so happy. Tes ; it is a moment like thia that showa the 
true man. That proves the constitutional Beranity of his souL 
That shows him ready, if it must he, at the call of honour — 
ready to quit life when life has its best blandishments — ready to 
leave the flowery path of wealth and prosperity, and to descend 
into the cold and coiufortleas tomb. Tlie friendship of such a 
man makes me proud indeed [" and Candituft shook Jericho's 

" Tomb ! What do you mean by tomb ? " cried Jericho. 
"Don't talk to me of tombs," 

"Of course, my dear friend, only as a figure of speech. 
Goodness forbid anything graver," said Candituft. 

" You have aeen that Thrush J " asked Jericho, trying to bo 
oarelesB. 

" I met him as I waa coming here. An unpleasant business. 
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But IVe settled matters, I think, very oomfortalily," esiH 
Candituft, 

"I knew you would. My beat of friends!" oried Jericho, 
clapping Cmdituft on the shoulder. 

" My friend's honour is bb dear — I don't know if it isn't 
dearer — than my own. You were quite safe in my hands." 
Here Caudituft pulled out his pocket-liandkerchief, used it with 
considerable vigour [ and after a seemly pause, said, " We fight 
at eight." 

" Eight I " shrieked Jericho, and he leaped as though already 
struck by the bullet. 

" Eve^hing is settled quite according to routine, and we'll 
take a light, early dinner, and" — 

" And do you mean, sir," esclaimed Jericho, " to call yourself 
my friend, and want me to fight 1 " 

" I do assure you, my dear sir, it is the most touching proof 
of — I will not stop at friendship — I will say, of affection. Yes, 
wr, brotherly affection," said Caudituft, a little moved by a 
sample of the emotion. 

" Why, air, I have beajd you coll duelling murder ! Have yon 
not ? " cried Jericho. 

Candituft was instantly explicit. " Murder it is, air." 

" Fratricide ! " exclaimed Jericho. 

" There can be no doubt of it : slaughter carried among the 
brotherhood of man." 

At length Jericho came to the clenching sentence. — " Have you 
not called a duellist, Cain in high life 1 " 

" Tery true, my dear sir. But if Cain is admitted into the 
circles, it is not for us to object to his introduction. I trust, sir, 
that I love my feOow-creatures. I hope I know what is due to 
the family of man ; nevertheless I can't be expected to give up 
my place in society, irom the mere weakness of affection." 

" Seriously, Mr. Caudituft," asked Jerii;ho, " do you expect me 
to fight Colonel Bones 1 " 

" You placed yourself in my hands, my very dear sir — and 
though I should lament any fatal issue on your side — when I say 
lament it, I feel 'twould blight my fuLure existence — nevertheless, 
as my friend, and as a man in society, as a man owing to the 
world the efficacy of high example, you must fight." Thus 
judged the Hon. Cesar Candituit. 

" But I won't fight," exclaimed Jericho. " Fighting isn't in 
my way." 

Caudituft merely observed — " Kicking may be." Jericho drew 
himself up. "Pardon me, my dear friend — I" — Candituft 
struggled with his feelings ; at length, he fell upon Jericho's 



Ill 



A JUK ITADB or HONET. 



neck, sod in tn agoay ot bieDdship excUined — " Worthiest of 
beings ! Beat of ereatnrea ! Yon most fight ! " 

Jericho was a little mbdaed bj lacli derotion. — "Yon really 
think I roust fight?" 

" Do yon think," said Oaaditiift, " that die Duke of SL Geoi^e 
'would sufier ft tnon who refiued a challenge to sullj the door- 
step of Bed Drsgoci Honae ? Noblest of men as he is, and 
kindest of the hnmaii rnoe, be woald feel it to be his datj to spit 
npoD yon. Metaphorically, my dear friend, of contse." 

" Yoa are right," said Jericho, giving his eonisge a wrench — 
" I will fight." 

" I knew it" — and Candituft seized Jericho's band between 
faiH own — ■" I was sure of it." 

"At eight you say I And whers" — Jnieho felt a Uttls diziy 
— " where the place 1 " 

" The best, the noblest, iJie moat heivie spot," taxi Gamdittift. 
" Batteraea-FieUB, of conrse." 

" Hm ! I thought Winihledon was mon gentoel 1" ofaserred 
Jericho, wanderingly. 

•• It was ; but surely, my dear sir, yon «oit forget. The Dake 
himself— the immortal Wellington, has thrown an nndying lostre 
upon Battersea- Fields." 

" I recollect," said Jericho. " Of coarse— to be Bare he baa.'' 

" Snch bdng the ease, I mffer no Mead of mine to receive any 
man's fire on any meaner ground. For my own part, I have 
^ways considered Battersea-Fields, as a sort of baU!e-&eld-of-ease 
to Waterloo. Possibly, my dear friend, the same thonght may 
hare struck you 1 " 

" 1 Mui't say that it has" — replied Jericho — " but I diaQ 
remember it for the fntore no doabt." 

" And now, my dear Solomon " — Jericho winced at the affec- 
tionate familiarity ; there sounded in it a ravMi nol» — " my dear 
friend, you may have a few matters to settle I You may have to 
speak to Mrs. Jericho " — 

" Why, I mus'nt tell her of it 1 " asked Jericho. 

" Not for ten thonssnd worids ; it would spoil alL We know 
wtat women are, dear creatures ! They smell powder, and they 
sereara police." Mr. Jericho neyar felt a warmer admiration of 
the wisdom of the sei, ■' Not a word to Mrs. Jericho. Never- 
theless, you may manage indirectly to convey certain wishes. 
Tve said enough. Adieu ; 111 not feil at seven, to the minute. 
Oood-bye," and the friend and philanthropist took an affec- 
tionate leave. 

Ever since Mr. Candituft had blown the praises of Doctor 
Dodo, Mrs. Jericho, like an earnest and affectionate wife, wished 
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to introduce him to her husband -. even though by atratagem. 
Beaponaiva to tha lady's call, the Doctor cmoe to the UouHe ; 
arrtTing some balf-hDur before the return of Cajiditull;. After a 
brie^ eonfideutiaJ goasip, the Doctor suggested tha,t Mrs. Jerloho 
should introduce him as called in by herself. Sha had the 
vapours ; was nervous ; failing iu appetite. Happily, on excuao 
oould never be wanted by a fine lady foraphysiciaii. Fortunately, 
Mr. Jericho — anxiously aeelting his wife, to give aome indirect 
council ere Candituft should return — came upon the doctor in 
consultation with the lady. " My dear," said Mra, Jericho, 
" Doctor Dodo. I have called him about my horrid nervea." 

" Why, what's the matter with them ) I never heard that 
anything ailed them. Nevertheless, I'm very happy to see 
Doctor Dodo. Surely, a friend of Mr. Candituft'a I " s^d Jericho. 

" We are very old frieuda, very old," aaid the Doctor, and he 
' took hold of Jericho's hand, treating it to a aoEoewhat prolonged 

" Don't let me hurry you, my dear," said Jericho, about to 
retire. " I shall be in the Ubrary. Doctor Dodo, I ahall be very 
happy to make your acquaintance. Very happy ; " and Jericho 
walked restlessly to the window- 
Doctor Dodo shook hia head, aaying in awhiaper, "Mr.Jericho 
muiit be seen to, dear maduia. Hia appetite m not good ! " 

" Excellent," whispered Mrs. Jericho, with emphasis. 

" It looks a decided case of — however, we shall see. Pulse, 
Tery extraordinary — very extraordinary," said the Doctor. 

" Doctor Dodo, will you take a abort notice," said Mrs. Jericho, 
aloud, "and in a homely aort dine with us to-day ? " 

" I dine out, my dear," said Jericho ; " dine at the Club with 
Candituft, and " — a deep, sepulchral knock shook the door — "and 
here he is to fetch me." 

Candituft was deUghted to sea Doctor Dodo, The very man 
whom he wanted to meet. Perhapa, in the Doctor's way, he would 
set Jericho and himself, Candituft, down at the Club. It was 
esaotly in tha Doctor's drive, and he would be only too happy. 
" Come along, dear air," said Candituft to Jericho significantly, 
" or they may wait dinner for us." 

" Good-bye, SabiUa, my love," aaid Jericho, and squeezed hia 
wife's hand a httle to his wife's astonishment 

" And now. Doctor," said Candituft, when the three were in 
the carriage, " your work is over for the day. You must oblige 
us with a drive — we have a little call to make ; therefore, allow 
me to direct the coachman. After our call — we sha'n't be long — 
we'll all dine together." 

Doctor Dodo was the most polite of men. He at once acceded 
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to the request ; and tlie coacliman, guided bj Condituft, at eight 
precisely, dTOve on Battersea-Fields. "Eh I " cried the Doctor 
— " What I I smell powder ! " 

"And there's the game," cried Candituft, aud he pointed to 
Colonel fionea ajid Thrush who had just alighted from a cab, 
driven to the field by the aneonsdous Bob Topps. 

" This ifl not fair, Mr. Candituft. You've entrapped me here ; 
I shall not Btop," said the Doctor. 

" Nay, only five minutes, for Mrs. Jericho's sake," said Csndi- 
taSL " You may be uBedfol, Doctor." 

" I can be of no use, none whatever. You'll please to remem- 
ber, I'm a physician, not a surgeon. However, as I'm here, if 
yon'll use dispatch" — and the Doctor looked at Lis watch — "111 
see the business through." 

" Thank you — a thousand thanks," said Candituft, and imme- 
diately he and Thrush conferred. The parties came to fight — 
not to explain : the seconds ruled that. Whereupon, the men 
-were Immediately placed. Canditnfb looked at them with an eye 
of admiration ; saying to himself, — " I think, as near as possible, 
precisely on the Duke's own ground." 

All ready. Colonel Bones, with a grunt and a grin, fires at 
the siguaL His ball goes clean through Jaricho's bosom, knocking 
oS A button in its parage, and atrlking itself flat against i. pile 
of bricks. 

" A dead man ! " cried the Doctor, running to Jericho. 

" My friend ! " exclaimed Candituft, " Have you made your 
Willi" 

" Eh ! what's the matter ) " said Jericho. 

" Matter I " exclaimed Doctor Dodo, and he pointed his cane 
to the hole in front of JeriehoB coat, immediately over the region 
of his heart ; and then, walking round him, stai'ed at the hole 
between the fonrth and fifth rib. " Matter ! It's the first tjnie 
I ever heard a man with a buUet clean through his heart, ask — 
what's the matter ! " 

" I'm blessed if here ain't the ball, as flat aa a penny, with 
the waddin about it," cried Bob Topps, picking up the lead. 

" What ! Eh 1 Why, gentlemen," said the Doctor, taking the 
ball, and peeling from it the fragments of paper — " are you so 
rich that you wad with bank-notes 1 " 

The Colonel's ball had passed through Jericho's bank-note- 
paper heart ; and Jericho lived and moved, and was none the 
worse for it. Jericho fired in the air ; whereupon the Colonel 
snd Thrush, with a strange leer at him, avowed themselves more 
than satisfied. Jericho declared the whole matter to be a good 
joke, and was aliout to enter the Doctor's carriage. " I beg your 
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jauAim, w' aid Ike Doctor,* t« mhu, or cIbtU, ar w hrtnw 
he Wi7 b>, fUn m mj curiae, who «•■ lira wkh ft M* thro*^ 



Seitkr Tlmrik nor Bonai cued to n(h>bMt; iaJk*i,i3bllf 
[■ogMel to «mlk. Whereopoo, Jctm^o beekniiMl to Hipfw 
"Notif joa'd tamth«M fidds into i;uld uul gin 'eamt^" cried 
Bob ; asd he jumped on hb box, and d(i>T« away. 

" Oer^ijAi impad^t feltow," Mid Jericho to Otttditaft : but 
Cksdituft made no insver. He aixtd not to talk eraa to th« 
Han of Hone;, Uk« moaey having a hols in its heart. 



CHAPTER XIIT. 



Tbk ball that went through Jericho'9 heart, killed Doctor 
Dodo's repntition. The Doctor was one of those slilT-n«ckeil 
men who will believe their own seDseiiiii opjmsitioo to their own 
intcKSts. He vras signall; punished for his obstinacy ; and, w« 
trust, wilt slAtidpillorie<l in these pages as au instructive eianipls 
of misfortune, bigdted to a faith in itsowu ryes, Mra, and under- 
Btanding. Why — with a wife and increasing &mil; hanging at 
his coat pockets, — why would Doctor Dodo, in dclinnai of the 
world, insist upon enjoying his own conTictions 1 How mauy 
men bftve been ruined by the extravagance ; noverthelass, heaiU 
long simpliciiy will not take warning I 

Doctor Dodo declared that he had been inveigleil to the ground 
— the Batteraea "Waterloo — and therefore waa under no profos- 
sional pledge of silence. Again, the gun-shot wound enjoywl by 
Jericho — as Dodo Bneeringly phrased it — was so extraordinary, 
so marvelloas, aeeing that the man was no worse for it— that, 
with trumpet voice, the case mnat sound an alarm to the wliolo 
profession. If men were to live with holes in their hearts, thoro 
was an end of the delicate mystery of anatomy. Man boaamti 
no Jot more dignified than polypus. 

" I tell you, Doctor Stubbs, a hole clean through the fellow's 
heart," cried Dodo to a brother physioian, who, with fliigor and 
thumb dreamily fondling the tip of his nose, looked agkaneo at 
the heated narrator. Dodo flred at the look of doubt, and 
bellowed, " I tell yon clean — clean ! If the ball had poasod 
through a cnimpet, it couldn't have gone cleaner." 

" And the — the man walked from the ground 1 " said Stubbn 
with wary look and voice, 
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" Never felt it," ""id Dodo. " Walked awB7, Stubba ; strode 
off like an oatriab." 

" TTi n ! " said Stubba ; and the good fellow thought of Dodo'a 
large family with friendly concern. " TTm I And vas there 
much hemoniii^e 1 " 

" None, none, Stnbbs : no more than if you'd fired through a 
pancake," exclaimed Dodo. 

"Tou couldn't" — Stubba spoke very tenderiy— " Yon couldnt 
be mistaken, my dear Dodo ) It wis the heart } " 

The blood roahed to Dodo'a £kce, choking hia epeedi. Giving 
a violent jerk at hia neckcloth, then Htemly composing himself 
Doctor Dodo gave the following teBtimony solemnly, as though 
the honour of a life depended on it : — " My dear sir — Doctor 
Stnbbe — I am not a man to joke, sir ; I defy my worst enemy 
to say that. Well, sir, upon my professional repotation, Colonel 
Bonea'a bullet went through the left ventricle of Jericho's heart." 

" Dear me ! very odd — very odd ! Of course, if you aver 
this" 

" Aver it ! I saw the wound ; the hole, Doctor Stubba, the 
hole. I say it ! On my profesfflonal reputation, standing before 
Jericho, I saw through liim. As I am a gentleman, I saw the 
setting sun through his fourth and fifth ribs." 

" Very strange," said Stubba, In the kindest, most ooncllialing 
way. " What do you think of it 1 " 

" Think I Why, when I saw the man walk away ; when I know 
that he is now as well as ever-- what must I think — averse as I 
am from all such notions — what must I think but that Jericho 
has sold himeelf to the devil 1 What do yon smile at. Doctor 
Stubba 1 " cried Dodo, angrily. 

"J couldn't have thought you believed in such bargains," said 
Stubba, gently. " Beaidea, whatever may have happened in the 
dark times, we mna'n't believe in such transactiona now-a-daya. 
Political economy forbids it." 

" I don't aee ; I don't Bee," cried Dodo. " I any, aold hinttelf 
to the devil ; and why not 1 " 

" Why, my dear Dodo, you aee we must concede that supply 
is ruled by demand, and " — and Stubba thought to pacify Dodo 
— " and between ourselves — if half we hear lie true, I think the 
devil muat have hia hands fall. And so, my good friend, take 
my advice ; say nothing about the matter." 

" What ! " cried Dodo, " close my eyes — shut my month I Not 
out of my grave, Doctor Stubbs ; certainly not. I know you're 
a pntdent man, with a reverence for the world, and so forth. 
But for myself— as I say — not out of my grave. No, no ; not 
out of my grave," and with a smile and a waive of the Land that 
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BAid — " Doctor Stnbba, you're a pitiful fellow," Dodo strode from 
his mean adviser. 

Colonel BoQEB — it was at the Cutanoome Clnb that the DoetorB 
met — dropt in a few micutea after the departure of Dodo ; five 
miuntea ftfter, cune ComraiBsiaoer Thnuh. It was plain fi'om 
the atratige looks of the meu that there was a dark secre>t between 
them. BoQBB lifted his e;ehroWB ; Thrash upiaii«l his. Bouoa 
drewhia mouth into a email significant hole ; Thriiah pucke^^d 
his lipa to a point. Bones threw up hia hands ; Thrush, with 
shaking palms, responded to the gesture. And then Bones Mid 
Thrash seated themselves at the op)v>Bit« sides of a table ; and 
squariDg their elbowa upon the board, looked tileutly in one 
another's faces. 

" Hm 1 " cried Bones, after a pauae. " Hm ! Ever seen 
anything like it in Siam 1 " 

" Who could have thought it ! " cried Throib. " Who could 
believe the devil such a fool — such an aas ! " 

"After all, Commiaaoner, it's long been my opinion that 
the devil ia a, fooL We've flatter'd him too much ; thought 
too highly of him. The devO'a a nincompooji. Hm 1 " said 

" He rouat be ; or could he ever have bought such a peun'orth 
as Jericho ! " aakiid Thrusli. • , 

" Vulgar notion, Commiasioner. The devil bays nobody : 
folki when they've a mind to it, give themselves away. The 
wonder is, some of 'em are token even at a gift Hm ) " 

" Wrong, Colonel, wrong ; I'm certain of it, the devil's a hberal, 
punctual dealer in the market, and when he buys outright, p)ayB 
ready money for his goods. 1 wonder how much he's given for 
Jericho { Who'd have thought that Doctor Faustus should come 
up again in our time I That hole in his heart accounts for the 
money in his pocket. Colonel Bouea,"— cried Thrush, with 
Euddeu solemnity. 

" Commissioner Thrush," said Bones, sonorously respondmg. 

" We owe a duty to society. We muat expose this fiend," 
exclaimed Thrush, rapping the table. 

" Strip him to the world," coincided Bones, " that the world 
may see through him. Hm )" 

" Tear the demon from his gilded temple," cried Thrush, 
eloquent in his indignation, "and appal mankind with the 
hideouanesa of wicked wealtiL" 

"Beautiful! Em)" Aud Bones rubbed bis hands, pleased 
with promised aport. 

" Nevertheless, Colonel, let us proceed regularly, reapeotaUy. 
I have turned the matter over; audi think oui! best line of action 
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is thifi. — Ih thiB," wid Thrush, gathering himself to the table, 
bronght hia forefinger to his nose, to steady hia opinion. " We 
will call upon the rector of the demon's pariah." 

" Hm ) " ftaid Bones, doubtingly. " Well, if you think so." 

" We wiU inform him of the eiistence of the fiend your bullet 
hafl diBcovered "^ — Thrush paused. 

" Very gttod," cried Bones, encouragingly, " Very proper — if 
you think so." 

" The rector will then lay the matter before the bishop of his 
diocese " — Thrush again paused. 

" Excellent ; quite according to disdpline," Bald Bonea, " and 
what then 1 Hm 1 What then J " 

" Wliy, then," continued Thmah with an awful expression of 
face, " why then, the bishop— I have no doubt of it, whatever — 
the bishop will, with his pnatoral grasp, seize upon Jericho, and 
haul him into the ecelesiaatical court" 

The fierce, grim, cannibal look of the colonel waa softened into 
compassion. " Poor devil ! " said Bones. 

" There is no help for it," cried Thrush, with the air of a man. 
determined upon making a sacrifice in no way distressing to 
himseli " No help for it Perhaps, it is not agreeable to be 
mixed up with such a matter. It is certainly not pleasant to go 
dowa to posterity in company with a demon. Nevertheless, vb 
owe a debt to society. Therefore, we will first obtain the attesta- 
tion of Doctor Dodo, and so assured, proceed to Doctor Cummin 
of St Shekels. Man owes two solemn debts ; one to society, and 
one to nature. It is only when he pays the second, that he covers 
the first" 

" BeantiTiil I Hm 1 " said Bones. 

" My dear fellows," said Stuhba, joining the two fiiends vowed 
to the destruction of the demon Jericho, " have you seen Dodo 
lately!" 

" Saw him last night, didn't we 1 " answered Thrush, with a 
wink, to Bones. 

" I may apeak to both of you oonfidentiaily," observed Stubbs 
in trustful tone. " I believe we ail have a regard for poor Dodo i 
an excellent fellow — will talk, that's the worst Has no stopper 
to his mouth ; what rises from hia heai-t will run out at his lips, 
that's his nuBfortune, poor fellow I bnt — well, well, — we all hava 
our faults. Now, I want to ask you" — and Stubbs, looking about 
him, lowered his voice — " I want to ask, have you observed any- 
thing odd about Dodo 1 Anything at all flighty I — yon know 

" Why, upon my word " — said Thmah, dragging out the sylla- 
bles, and then pausing. 
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" He hoa a large family ; I may Bay, a Bweet family. Aa 
excellent wife, too. But, poor fellow I he haa not had time to be 
rich, and I hope — yes, I do hope," aaid Stubha, emphatic, " that 
•the brdn'a all right." 

" What ! Cracked 3 " cried Bones. " Does it ring as if 
cracked — hm J " 

" Thia is in the olosaat confidence," again urged Stuhl>s ; " but 
I aaaure you that, for half-an-hour, Dodo would insist upon it 
that a man — it would be nnjnat, ungeneroua, to mention hia 
name, but a man of unbounded wealth and eqnal honour — had 
received a ballet through the left ventricle, you understand, of 
his heart ; and that the man was still alive. And this," Dodo 
said, " he had witnessed ; had seen the sunset through the per- 
foration. And still alive ! " 

Bones alowly rubbed his hands. 

" Well ) " said Thrush, coldly. 

" Well ! " cried Stubba. " My dear air, when a man makes 
such an avowal, we know that the brain — for the time, at least — 
is gone. And when, moreover, the man happens to be a phyai- 
cian, why then " — and the Doctor, in despair of utterance big 
enough to express the result, took a pinch of anuffi 

At this moment Doctor Mizzlemist joined the party. " Seen 
Dodo lately 1 " aaid he, looking mysterious. " Very odd, I 
suppose he meana it aa a joke ; but jokes are not exactly the 
things for physicians ; indeed, not for any man who'd ride 
carriage. Jokes are the luxury of beggars ; mei 
can't afford 'em." 

" Tery true. Doctor," said Stubba, nodding serious affirmation. 

" Muat be mad, I think," said Mizzlemist. " Going all about 
the town, aweoring that he aaw a man shot through the heart, 
and the man walk from the ground. Why, hia diploma isn't 
worth so much ass'a-skin. Who'd employ such a physidan 1 
Now, this is Dodo's dilemma— law, insanity, poverty ; the prongs 
of the caudine fork— if I haven't forgotten my clasaica,'' and 
Mizzlemist extended hia three fingers. 

" What do you mean? And only fur saying a man waa ahotJ" 
stammered Thrush, " what do you mean ) " 

" In the first place" — and MiKzlemist smacked hia lips — "there 
ia libel, inasmuch ss to assert that a man lives with a bullet- 
hole in his heart, in the opinion of every sound lawyer implies 
& diabolical compact." 

" Good," cried Stubbs, much aatisfied. 

" Secondly, if the phyaician escape libel, he ia open to a. writ 
de hinatieo" said Mizzleraiat, hia voice cheerfully lising. 
" There can be no doubt of it," averred Stubba, 
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" Thirdly, if ha get clear of libel, and, more extraordinary 
still, escape a luDatic jury, why, the iihysician's practice is gone 
— ^ead as a fly in hia own alntmioit." 

" FhyBicianB dont keep niutment," said Stubbs, 'with dignity^ 
" We preeoribe — simply." 

" TTiH practice ia gone," repeated Mizzlemist, " and then, if 
he's not made hU fortune, tiien " — and Mizzlemist rolled the 
verdict over his tongue, — " then there ia poverty, emphatic 
poverty. And ho, as friends of Dr. Dodo, give him a hiiit, do. 
Are you going weatward, Stubbs 1 I aee your wheels are at the 
door. Can you give me a trundle ? " 

" With pleasure," and Stubba and Mizztemiit straightway 
departed. 

" You did not aee the hole yourself, Colonel 1 " aaked Thmsb, 
with contemplative face. 

" Why, no. I nas the last peraon to look at it, you know. 
TTm ] " cried Bonea. 

" I wiah I had had a peep. Would have been more aatiafactoiy 
' — much more," said Tbruab, puzzled. 

" I aaw no lilood ; and I waa near enough to see that. Hml" 
and Bones nibbled bis thumb-nail. 

" After all," and Thrush epoke lilte a man of amended jodg- 
ment, "after all, it must be Dodo's joke, or if not"— and 
Thrush pointed expressively at his own forehead, " poor fellow ! 
A large &mUy, too. At all events, we cimaot be too prudent. 
Aad 80, till we hear more, I think we will postpone our call 
upon Doctor Cummin." 

" I must say I wouldn't trouble either bim or the bishop 
withont better grounds. For my part I think there must be a 
mistake. And then there's libel, and lunacy, and — though I'tb 
nothing to loae — there's poverty, and— upon my woi-d" — and 
£ones seemed fixed in the opinion — " I think we had better hold 

" I think 80 too," cried Thrush, very readily. " For I recoUeot 
it was a saying of the King of Slam's, that the giant WhapparwO, 
who with hia little finger could level stone walls, waa at last 
knocked down by hit own tongue." 

" Very atrange," said Bonea, opening a letter — one of two 
brought by the servant. " Jericho, I suppose to show he bean 
no malice, asks me to dinner." 

" It is odd," answered Thrush, reading the twin missive ; " but 
here, too, he asks me. This looks like conacious innocence. 
Dodo must be jesting, or must be mad." 

" At all events, we'll go — hm! — I say we'll go" — Thrush 
bowed assent — " if only to look about us. Nevertheless, I must 
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sBj- that I am auiione for Dodo — miiou* Ibr his wife — uudooa 
for his famiij', Hm 1 " 

And Eumour blew upon the hole in Jericho's heart — blew as 
through a bi-azen trumpet — making many modiilationB. We 
have htsard tier at the luxurioua Cutancome. Let ua listen to 
her at the Hurae and Anchor, frequented b; Bob Toppa, whOBO 
ainiplicitj and goodnature had made him a sudden faTonrite 
with the rugged charLoteeis who druik and bedted at the hostelrT'. 
" What'B your fare, Bob ) " a cabman wag would aak, playfully 
satirical on Eobert's innocence, " what's your fare, cow, from the 
first of April to Jerusalem I " Another, in tlie like »ein would 
demand of Bob " how much he'd tiJce to drive over Lady-day, 
and Bet down clear of the water-rate 1 " And Bob gave and took 
in Uie best of humour, and in a few daya, with the help of ale — 
the liberal " footing " of a beginner — commanded, when he would, 
an attentive audience. Ajid Bob told the story of the duel from 
the beginning, to pleased liaten^B. When, however, he came to 
the hole in the duellist's hearty the duellist still alive, he met 
with boisterous unbelief. 

" Upon my word and honour, gentlemen" — said Bob earnestly 
— " I picked the bullet up myself ; snd it was as fitii — as flat 
as any abilLmg. It bad gone cleau througli him." 

" And him as it hit," asked one of the audience, " was stiil 

" Alive 1 Wliy, I tell you, he wanted me to drive him home. 
But, no, no, says I. In course not : I wasn't goin' to pison 
my cab, andanew'un, too, with hrimstone," said Bob sagaciously, 

" Well, if tliat lie isn't enough to take one's wheel oS," iaid aft 
old map, bidding Bob's ale-pot in his hand ; and then winking 
at the donor, and taking a long, deep draught to right himselt 

" A hole right through him, eh 1 " said another, a grave jester. 
" "Why didn't you thread him with your whip, like a herrin' 
through the gills 1 There's a song that talks o' hollow hearts, 
bnt I 'spose the song don't mean hearts with holes in 'em like 
|;rindstonea." 

" You may say what you like," cried Bob, " I know the man ; 
I saw the light twinkling through him — and more than that, 
his name's Jericho." 

" What '. the rich man that they're always talking about in 
the paper 1 The man that's buying everything ? The man 
that's goin' to have gold scrupers at his door, and Itou's head 
knockers cut out o' diamonds! You're a good fellow. Bob, 
though you know no more of the fares of town than tlie Babies 
in the Wood, — still you're a good fellow, and I wouldn't see you 
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hurt. So you'd better say nothin' aginal sncli folks aa Mr. Jericho. 
Why, what are you to such aa him ? He'd put you into the 
Court of Chancery for scandal, and none of your dearest frieiuls — 
not even the wife o' your boaom with the biggest telescope aa ever" 
was, would ever be able to see a bit of you agin. Do mind what 
you're about," and the ]ihilosopher and friend pulled at the ale. 

" Doa't tell me," cried Bob j " that Jericho — oh, there's some- 
thing precious wrong there 1 A man can't live with a hole in 
his heart, and the devil know nothin' about it," 

A pelting shower came on ; there was a sudden deznand for 
caba, and all Bob's audience were speedily on their several boxes. 
He alone sat in the tap-room, pensive and puzzled, 

" My good lad," said the landlord of the Horse aitd Anchor, 
addresiiing Bab with considerable kindness — " my good lad, I like 
you, but take my advice — don't give your mind to lying. A lie 
may do very well for a time ; but like a bad shilling, it's found 
out at laBt--it is, upon my word and honour. Still, if you must 
lie — if you can't help it — tell lies about them as is your equals ; 
don't lie a^u them that has money enough to eat yon. Withimt 
salt 1 " added, in the way of eiclamation, the Horse and Anchor. 

" Breeks, my dear, I've long been sure of it, though 1 never 
said anything about it."— 

(The hole in the heart, reader, is now disensaed beneath the 
roof-tree of Breeks, Jericho's tailor ; Mrs. Breeks much outraged 
in her feeUogs tliat her husband wUl continue to make for that 
serpent.) 

" I never spoke — I never do 'till I'm forced — but ai time as I 
r a wedding-ring, I always used to feel hot and cold shivers 
when you came from measuring that creature. And some day, 
! twelve o'clock at night, take my word forit, ho'U be carried 
off in a red-hot chariot, with your clothes upon hirn." 

" Should be sorry, Julia, to lose so good a customer. To ba 
sure, Mr. Jericho is not the man he was" — said Breeks. 

" Man I There's no doubt of it, he's sold himself to Beelzebub, 
and given a stamped receipt in his own blood for the money. 
Else I should iike to know how a man could live with a hole iu 
his heart." 

" It's nothin' whatever," — aajd Breeks — " easily enough." 

" Breeks, you're getting quite a heathen, and for the sake of 
the dear children, I won't live with you," pouted Mrs. Breeks. 

" See, Julia, what a hole your eyes ouce made in my heari)," 
cried the flattering tailor. 

" Quite another sort of thing. Holes of that sort ar'n't 
supposed to kill;" and the wife proudly amUed. 



K MAN HADE OP MONET. 



" No : tjiey certainly do heal, and don't leave so much sh a 
scar behioO. Time does fine-draw 'em wonderful. But don't 
believe it, Julia ; certainly Mr. Jericho isn't the man he was : 
he'a thin to a wonder, and solemn to match. And once he wiub 
BO lusty and bo droU. To he Bure, then he never paid, and ao 
took any joke. Uo you recollect once when I mode liim a, whole 
Bnit, without a aingle pocket 1 ' Why Breeks,' — says lie — ' why, 
there'fl never a pocket ; not a single pocket.' ' I know that,' 
Bays I. ' I mnde the auit bo a purpose.' ' Why so J ' says he. 
' Why,' says I, ' Mr. Jericho, whenever I ask you for money, 
you Bay you never by no means have bo much as a ahillin'. 
Now, when a man never haa money, what's the use of pockets 1 
I wouldn't any longer hurt your feelins to make 'em.' Law ! 
how he laughed : never laughs now, — bat in retom, what a 
jewel of a paymaster ! " 

"Paymaster ! And how do yon know where his money comes 
tnmx 1 I shouldn't wonder if hit money in partic'lar isn't after 
all — as Mr. Jabez Spikenai-d says of ail money — so much dnat 
and ashes." 

"I can't say," answered Breeks ; "all I know is, you very 
soon turn it into mutton and tatoes. And as for the hole that's 
talked of— if Mr. Jericho's heart had aa many bolea as a cullender, 
you'll be good enough to wink at 'em," 

"What ! be blind to wickedness ! I never was in all my bfe, 
Breeks, uot even afore I listened to Mr. Spikenard, and it isn't 
likely I'm going to shut my eyes now. I'll learn all about this 
hole of Satan's make, depend upon it : I'll give all the partic'lars 
to dear Mr. Spikenard, and won't he make a diaconrae on it that'll 
drag the hearts out of the very charity children ! I Wtf, Breeks," 
averred the wife. 

" I'm sorry to hear it, Jnlia : because, I did intend to give yon 
a new cherry-coloured satin. You look well— 'xtremoly welt 
in cherry-colour, Julia. Yes ; I had made my mind up to a new 

"And what's to baulk a blessed intention, Breeks 1" asked 

"Why, I'd put aside the money from a bill of Mr. Jericho's. 
And only to think, if when you was at chapel, the eherry- 
colonred satin should turn upon your very back to sackcloth aud 

"Breeks, my love," said the wife with sudden energy, "I'll 

" Mr. Jericho " — said the tailor — " is shamefully abused. 
'Cause they can't find a hole in his coat, they pick one in his 
heart. See, too, what we owe him ! Any other man, when he 
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got ricli, would have left the tailor of hia struggling yeara ; 
would have cut him off like au end o' thread, — uid gone to tha 
west. Haa Mr. Jericho done ao ) " 

"Ha hasn't, love," said Mrs. Breeka, melting. 

" Has money made any diffarenoe in him — 'soept this ) Aiora 
he nsvar piud, and now he doea 1 " 

" It's a aweet truth," cried the wife, continuing to soften. 

" And as for thia talk about the hole — it's a venumouH foUa- 
hood. Besides, what ia it to us 1 " 

"What, indeed ) " exclaimed Mrs. Breaks, 

" He pays his way like a priuce — I «il; wish all princea paid 
like him," — ariBd the emphatic Breeka — " 'twould be better for 
some tailors. And are we to see a hole in auch a customer's 
heart t Not if the sun and moon and all the stars was shining 
through him. But I don't believe it. No: it's a wicked 
BcandaL" 

" Eackbitera, aa Mr. Spikenard aaya, are like locustB ; thej 
love to feed upon the fat of the laud. They've no doubt bit the 
hole ; nobody else. Yes, my love ; you've made ma quite happy j 
quite restored my confidence in our customer. I shall be px>ud 
to wear a gown out of bis money ; it will show I don't turn 
against him. And I think this time, love " — and Mrs. Breeka 
pitted the face of her lord with kitten playfulnass — " this time, 
not a cherry-colour ; no, dearest ; a crimson.'' 

In Primrose Place the hole in the heart, played upon by the 
rapid lips of Mrs. Toppa, had a various efiect. Bessy was struck 
with fear and wonder ; Beaay's mother thonght there might ba 
something in the atory ; and yet could not believe it : and 
Carraways laughed outright at the tale. "I assure you, iather, 
Jenny aaems quite shocked at the circumstonce. Poor 
gifi," aaid Bessy, " she will have it, something's going to 
happen." 

"No doubt," laughed Carraways, "or how would the world 
go on 1 Come, tell us all about it, Jenny," said the old gentle- 
man, as Mrs, Toppa, with a staid grave face, crept from an inner 
room, " Mr. Jericho got a hole in his heart, eh 1 " 

"Yea, sir ; and everybody's wondering about it— for he'a not 
dead, and not likely to be," aaid Jenny. 

" And what do you think of it, Jenny ! Come, apeak otit," 
aaid Carraways. 

"Why, if you please air, it isn't for such as me to think nny- 
thijig ; still, I have heard of people selling themaelvei. I have 
heard that the— the — the "~ 

" The devil, eh Jenny 1 " said Carraways. 



A MAN MADE OF MONEY. IST 

"If you please, air," ami Jenny curtsied. "That he walka 
about like a, hungry lion to buy folks." 

"And you tlilnk he's liad a. cheap pann'orth of Mr. Jericho, 
ehl" 

*'I didn't say that, dr," said Jenny ; "still, everybody wondera 
how he's got HO rich. He says it's a mioe of metal. Folka say, 
a mine of brimstone. But this I know " — and Jenny enoonraged, 
became voluble — " this I do know. A bullet went through Hr. 
Jerioho'a heart ; and the lead was as flat as a plate, for Bob 
}»aked it up, and after that Jericho walked away. He wanted 
to ride; but Bob — blenB him! — kuaw better tlian that. Oh 
yea I" 

" And this is Bob's story, ia it ) " said Carrawaya, gravely. 
" Hm ! I'm sorry to hear it. I'm afraid, Jenny, my good girl, 
I'm aJr^d Bob loves to drink." 

" La, air ! No more than a baby," said Jenny. 

"Just so," said Carrawaya. 

" Besides, there was a doctor that handleil the bullet — a lueky 
thing that, for dear Bob — and moreover, that saw through the 
hole in Mr, Jericho's breaat — and more than that, that saya he'll 
have Mj*. Jericho afore the bishops, and put him in the Fautaa< 
tioal Court. And the doctor, by what I hear " — said Mrs. Toppa, 
with burning face — " drinia no mora than Robert." 

"Well, Jenny, well," said Carrawaya, with a smile. "I like 
you to defend your husband. It's very natural ; very proper. 
But the world, my good girl, can't and wont think as yon do. 
I know a little, you'll aUow, of Bob ; and though I can speak 
&om no absolute evidence, nevertheless, I have a suasion that 
he has a liking for drink. If thla be so, try and reform him." 

" I will, sir," said Jenny, and the teare came into her eyes. 

" I may be wrong : but watch him, and if need be, persn^e 
him agaiust so dreadful a vice." 

" I will, air, indeed I will," cried Jenny, weeping outright. 

" I don't beUeve this atory. Nobody will believe it. Every- 
body will take it as a drunkard's tale ; therefore, warn Bob ; 
warn him from me. There's a good girl." 

"I will, sir; thank'ee, sir," and poor Jenny, with aaiidened 
heart, crept from Primrose Place, sorrowful for her weak and 
fooliah huaband. It waa the first thin cloud that had crossed the 
honeymoon ; and aoddenly, the world had never lotted ao dork 
to Jenny. 

The Hon. Ceam Canditufl, on the night of Oie duel, went to 
bed in a state of grievous perplexity. There could be no doubt 
that the bullet had passed through Jericho. The man, it was 
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horribly cleiir, held a, sapernatnraJ teuure of exiateace. It was 
impoBsible to coutiuue his friendship, for the mystery would ba 
blown in all comers of the town. Impossible, too— or, dt least, 
imsftfe — to marry into such a. familj. Who waa to know what 
infernal compact did, or did not exist among them ? That he, 
Cesar, should have a bosom friend, so rich, with a, hole in his 

Mr. Candituft, wearied by dreams in no way complimentary 
to Jericho, sat late at breakJaat. Tlia servant brought in a small 
packet. It was a letter from Mr. Jericho with a most magni- 
ficent diamcmd ring. "Wear this diamond, my dear Cesar," ran 
Jericho'a misaire, " as the type of a friendship, bright, uuflawed, 
and everlasting." Candituft was ajudge of diamonds. The stone 
was splendid ; costly. As Cesar sat, gazing at the luatrouH pte- 
seut, his heart melted in charitable emotions towards the donor j 
his brain sang thanksgiving. He rose, and approaching the 
window, in sweet luxurious idleness of feelicg, tried the gem 
upon the glass. He wrote with diamond point ; 



lo' 



hip, mjBterioiu 



"Very good," smd Basil Pennibacker, looking over Cesai^'s 
shoulder, "but you hav'n't put down the amount." 

" Mr. Pennibacker," exclaimed Candituft, " this is an honour 
that"— 

"Don't name it. 
but the fact is, by 
again," said BasiL 

" What can you possibly mean, dear Mr. Pennibacker 1 " asked 

^ Mr. Candituft" — said Basil — "you must be kind enough to 
explain a mattur to me. Understand, I have no objection what- 
ever to the sale of any gentleman t<j the — I wish to be guarded 
in my words — to the iniquitous principle. If people will take 
themselves to Homs-and-Tiol Market, why, that's their afiair. 
I may drop a buttermilk tear or so, aa you would do, but I 
shouldn't think of holding 'em back. After all, sir, to speak 
plainly, it is said about town that my respected father-in-law, 
Mr. Solomon Jericho, has sold himself to the devil," Candituft 
Btarted. "Have you any knowledge of the interesting trana- 
ftction ! " 

"II Mr. BasilPennibacker!" exclaimed Candituft, his thoughts 
wandering and wounded. 

"Understand," said Basil, very calmly; "pray, understand. 
Ihave no objection whatever to the sale on Mr. Jericho's personal 
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ttceount ; only the world may think that the sulphur runs through 
the whole family." 

" Surely, sir " — said Candituft — " surely you are in jest I " 

"If my words were engrossed on parchment, wilh a. fifty 
pound stamp to 'em, they couldn't be more aeriouB. Litst night, 
Mr. Jericho fanght a duel 1 Battereea fields ? Yon were his 
second? So for, I find Tm right. Well, sir, it is said that 
Colonel Bones fired a ball throagh the heart — how the ball found 
it out, r can't Bay — through the heart of Mr. Jericho." 

Candituft dropped his eyeUda — smiled — and shook his head. 

" la this true ) " saked Basil, " Doctor Dodo swears it's true ; 
but Dodo — some folks say — is a Innatio. Is it true that Jericho, 
with a hole through his heart, like a hole through a tailor's 
thimble, laughed at the tiling as a good joke, and walked like a 
postman from the ground 1 " 

"Mr. Pennihacker, in this world we light upon strange 

"What the monkey said" — cried Basil — "when he met his 
sweetheart in the Ark. Go on." 

" Do you not perceive, Mr. Basil— is it not very strange— that 
a man of your extraordinary acumen doee not discover this bullet 
to be— a — a metaphor ) " 

"I don't know," said Baail, "To be sure I have known 
metaphors of the like metal. But what do you mean 1 Where's 
the metaphor, when the world calls Mr. Jericho, the Man with 
a Hole in hia Heart ! " 

"Ha I sir," eiied Candituft, "it is saddening to a man who 
tries hard to love his species— to be compelled to hear such 
things. Malice ! Envy ! The cant of wicked poverty— nothing 
more. Because a mi" is rich, he must have no emotions ; 
because hia pocket ia crammed, his heart must have a hole 
in it" 

" Hta ! " said Basil doubtiiilly. — " Well, I'm — yes, Pm satisfied." 

And the hero, Cesar Candituft, glanced at his diamond, and 
said to himself — " So am L" 
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^^H to conl 



Mr. JcBtcHO was fiilly eonsciouB of the malice of mmonr. 
He well knew that he appeared before the world in a, super- 
natural, perhaps, in a demoniacal light. The timidity, the 
tremors of Mrs. Jericho and her daughters, convinced him that 
they saw in husband and father, a man of most loysterioua 
attributes. Monica, with all her strength of mind, turned pale 
at the amalleat courtesy of her parent ; and Agatha, suddenly 
meeting Tiim on the staircase, squealed and ran away as from a, 
Gend. " Mamma, dear mamma," she exclaimed in a moment of 
aoiiouB tendemesa, 'Tm sure Mr. Jericho's sold; everybody 
saya bo — sold. If you love me, tell me now — does your aight- 
light bum blue 1 " And though Mrs. Jericho very majeatically 
rebuked the giddiness of her daughter, the nife in the deep, silent 
night — the shrunken Jericho &st asleep, screwed up [n himself 
as'jou would twist a bank-note — the wife would feel the solemnity 
of her whereabout " Should the buyer come," — she thought 
while abed — and if folks could be arraigned for their thougLta, 
what goodly company would throng the bar ! — " should the 
buyer come, I trust he'll know his own side," 

Yet Jericho, from the first hour of his change, never felt so 
strong in himself ; so insolently vigorous in mind and body. It 
was clear he should live for ever : he had been made immortal 
by money (not bo uncommon a creed this). Death was to be 
awed like the human vulgar, and to pay respect to wealth, 
The principle of property was to flourish everlastingly in htm, 
Salomon Jericho! True it was he continued to shrink — to 
waste. Nevertheless, he could not wholly disappear : he must 
have body, no matter for its tenuity. But that he was elevated 
beyond the anatomical accidents of coaunon humanity, waa 
plain &om the ball that had passed through his heart, and he 
alive, without the loss of one drop of blood. To be sure the 
hole — for he had stood between two mirrors and seen through 
himself — the hole had an ugly look, but who was to know it ? A. 
secret to be easily kept, with proper caution, even from the wife 
of his bosom. 

Therefore, Jericho despised the innuendoes, the hints that 
buized up and down the world — no more valued them than 

cloud of summer gnats. And wherefore ! He knew the way 
to confound and kill them. In the might and immortality of 
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his money, he would bring back homage, flattery, devotion. Ha 
looked npon the world and its millionB, as his palace — bis 
subjecte. He felt bimaelf the elect of wealth — the choaen one 
designed to develop to the hiiniBn race the enduring rule of cash. 
From BQch moment, there was to I'i'n nothing high, nothing 
great, nothing beautiful in humanity, — and for this reaaon, 
Jericho Ijelieved he could purchaae it. In his moneyed eye, man 
in his noblfiBt striviofr, woman in her holieat devotion, waa 
ticketted and l>ore a price. Truth and rirtue at the higheat and 
beat, were things for market : and Jericho scomed them, — 
becaaae, when he would, be could deatroy either commodity, by 
hncketering for it. 

Jericho BtroBg, stem in bis power, had cast about him the 
most magnificent presents. He bad sought occasion to bestow 
gifts of worth and beauty upon the merest acquaintance ; in all 
cases, contriving that tlie donation should harmonise with the 
taste — melodiously accord with tbe wish of the gifted. Jewels, 
pustures, horses, had Jericho — with more than imperial bounty — 
bestowed upon aU sides. A week only after tbe duel, and 
Jericho had more than treble the number of hia friends and 
champions. Tbe Hole in tbe Heart, in the eye of Jericho's world 
bad gradually closed ; and the heart was nobler, better, truer, 
kindiier thsn ever. 

Mrs. Jericho was soon sweetly comforted by tbe enthusiasm of 
crowds of dear, friends for her magoifioeot husband. She 
ought, indeed to be a happy woman, poBseBsing such a man, 
"WhaTBupon, Mrs. Jericho, with the slightest touch of remorse 
for past ingenuous thoughts, owned he was the best of creatures. 
And then she wondered how it was, that any man with so large 
a sonl, should hare so little substance. It really seemed as if all 
Jericho's flesh went to make heart ! 

And Monica entirely vanquished her fears. And Agatha never 
screamed again : no ; she would smile when she met her dear 
father ; more, would raise herself upon har toes, aud take a kisa 
from him, gulping it with great coutent. How, indeed, could 
wicked rumours any longer pass into tbe eaxs of the young ladies, 
when their father had hung there the costliest ear-rings 1 Those 
diamonds — like the diamond shield of St. George — shamed and 
confounded everything &lse that approached them. A happy 
thought, this, of Jerioho's, to protect an ear with a diamond. 

Nevertheless, Mr. JeHcho was doomed to meet with a rebu£ 
In the full flush of victory he was to be chilled. Among his laurels 
there waa an ugly, domestic slug, that would stick there. And 
thia,tQO, with Jericho's power of money ! However, the annoy- 
ance was only passing ; a bank-note or two would wipe the eye- 
E 2 
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sore off; would miike the soiled leaf immortally gi'een. Now, 
thia contemptible, yet irritoting alng, was our joung frieud Basil, 
changed almost as much as Jericho himself. Lore had seemed 
to give sudden maturity to his brain : had seemed to have 
advanced to meet time on his way, learning by autieipation his 
goodly iBSsons. It was only at intervnls that Baail'a odd, quaint 
spirit, that had shone in him from boyhood, would now reveal 
itself. At times, he would be as fantastic as ever, hut the fitful 
jest would die in sudden gravity. However, altered aa Basil was, 
his arrival at the mansion of Jericho was a matter of delight to 
his mother and sisters. Mrs. Jericho*s only trouble wae, that her 
foolish hoy would not be iriendly with his excellent fiither. And 
both the girla would earnestly assure their brother — though they 
must own Mr. Jericho got awfuUy thin, and they could not 
account for it — that after all he was a dear, kind man, and never 
refused anything. 

" Why, what is the matter, my dear BasU i " said Mrs. Jericho. 
" Why you look ten years older. I'm sure you study too much. 
And, you foolish boy, why should you study at all, now 1 " 

" Why, indeed, mamma } " asked Monica. "Wby not leave 
law to people — poor creatiires ! — who have nothing but their 
witfl ? By what I hear, there's not room even for them : and, 
aa Mr. Caudituft says, it is not kind — it is not philautliropic — 
for wealth to study to take the bread out of the mouths of 
the indigent. Do give up those horrid chambers, and be a 

" Yes, dear," said Agatha ; " ami if you must employ your time, 
why not go into the army } You would look charming, Basil, 
you would, indeed ; and I'm sure Mr. Jericho would buy yon 
as many regiments as you'd like to be officer to. Do be a soldier 
— there's a darling." 

"Or, my dear Basil," — observed Mrs. Jericho with serious 
emphasis, — " aa you seem strangely inclined to a sober view of 
the world, if you would prefer the Church — not, for my own part, 
that I think any profession necessary for you — nevertheless, if you 
have a regard for the Church — I do not see, looking into the pro- 
babiUty of eventa, and contemplating — oa I have contemplated — 
the growing interests of Mr. Jericho— I do not see, my dear child, 
why you should not be a bishop." And Mrs. Jericho resignedly 
folded her hands at the prospect of Canaan. 

" Thank you, my dear madam — in the meantime can I see Mr. 
Jericho 1 " asked Basil. 

" Of course, my love. He'll be enchanted at your visit ; 
delighted to see you. Here, my dear." Basil followed his mother; 
who, pausing in an ante*room, turned to her son. " Now, my dear 
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boy, do be courteous to your father. He loves you — I know he 
lovei yon. And yet you will look ao coldly. Ea I Bnail, you doa't 
know Mr. Jericho's heart." 

" Hm I aaid BaaiL 

" My dear," said Mrs. Jericho, entering the library, where 
Jericho sat, " I have brought you a truant." 

" Happy to welcome him," eiiid Mr. Jericho ; and he rose, and 
approaching Basil, held out his hand. Basil, with a look of horror, 
started back. 

" Basil j My love ! " cried Mra. Jericho, astonished at her son's 
emotion. " What is the matter 1 " 

" Why the truth is, dear madam " — said Basil — "I haven't 
seen Mr. Jericho for some time ; and if he continue to dwindle at 
the same rate, I take it in another month he'll hardly be viaibla 
to the naked eye." 

"Mr.Pennibacker," — said Jericho, with alibis power of money 
— "have you any bitainesa with me ? " 

" If yoQ please — in private," and BasO looked at hia mother. 

" Basil ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, in a tone of protest ; but Jericho 
waved his hand, and without another word, Mrs. Jericho obeyed 
the implied gesture. Some shrews are tamed by the more 
tyrannous eonatitution. Mrs. Jericho had been altogether over- 
come, softened into the most docile of creatures by her husband's 
money. He seemed to have bought the good-will of her bad 

" I am to understand, Mr. Penniiacker," said Jericho majes- 
tically, " that you refuse my hand ) " 

" If you please," answered BaaU. 

" It is my affection for your mother, my love for her daughters, 
and — I ought to be ashamed perhaps to confess the weakness — 
and a lingering esteem for you, that induce me to condescend 
to ask, why you presume to refuse the hand — the hand, young 
man — that has fostered you ) " 

" Mr. Jericho," said Basil, plunging into his subject, " are you 
aware what the world says of you t " 

" What 1 " asked Jericho, with a grim and ghastly smUe. 

"Why, it says that— common report, by the way, isn't very 
choice in ita language — it says that you have sold yourself to 
the devil." 

Jericho rose, and with his sternest dignity and best composure, 
asked — " Will you take the stairs, young man, or shall I have 
you thrown out of the window ? " 

"Just one moment, sir, and when I've finished my business, 
111 make my choice. You sent me some bank-notes, Mr, Jericho," 
said Basil, takbg a letter from his pocket. 
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" I am almost ashamed to own it," siiawered ■Teficho. "' But 
I knaw that to a yoimg man— a youth of generous feelings — 
mooe^ waa always acceptable ; anil^ — ^yes, 1 am ashamed to 
confess it — I was weak, fooOah, fond enough to supply you 
with a large sum of money," Here Mr. Jericho took out his 
pockel> handkerchief. 

" I did not believe the story of the diabolic transfer," said 
Basil ; and Jericho believed he had softened his Bon-in-law ; — 
" not for want of witnesses ; because, we know, when the devil 
bnys, two parties are sufficient to the deed. That I know, allow 
me to say, as a moralist and a lawyer." 

Jericho ventured to bow. 

" I had heard the story of the duel ; and inquired into it. Aa 
for the bullet going through your heart, Mr, Jericho, and you 
still paying the world the politenesB to remain among us, I did 
not — though it posed me at first — I did not believe that, either. 
The bullet was a figure— the hole a metaphor— -I wa« satisfied, 
and thought my mother safe." 

" I respect your filial aiiiiety, Mr. Pennibacker, though it is 
so ridiculously needless. Ha ! ha ! Then you were satisfied of 
the insanity of Doctor Dodo ! By the way, poor man ! I'm 
sorry for him — sorry for bis family. Of course, bis practice is 
gone ; no man's life safe in tls bands. Poor fellow ! Well, well, 
we're frail, feeble creatures. Very arrogajit in onr wisdom, and 
yet — let a pin's point touch the brain, as Doctor Stubbs well 
observes — and where are we ) However, the poor Doctor's 
family shall not starve. No : I shall most assuredly provide 
for his widow and children." But with all this, Jericho foiled 
to call forth any cordial love from Basil's face. He sat stem 
and self-sustuned. 

"You sent me this letter, Mr. Jericho," — said Eaail — "with 
bank-notes 1 " 

" A thousand pounds in — I believe — in hundreds," answered 
Jericho, carelessly. 

" May I ask, sir, where you took these notes 1 " asked Basil 

" Where ! What is that to you, sir 1 " and Jericho began to 
chafe. At last, with a forced smile, aa though disdaining 
himself for the condescension, he said — "They're new notes, 
ar'n't they ?" 

Basil looked at Jericho, and then at the notes. Then he 
cmnopled the paper in his fingers, and the sympathetic heart — 
the heart of money — felt a pang, and Jericho wna, fur a moment, 
drawn up in his chair, knees to chin. Basil eyed him with a 
fierce look— eyed the notes. " Humph ) " he said, " Odd, tongh 
paper 1 And the marks don't look like ink, but black blood." 
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" What do you mean, villaiu I " cried Jericho ; and — it was a 
momentary flaali of tbought, of will — and Jericho aaw BoBil, 
Jalljing as he waa with the secret, silenced, killed, put out of 
the way. 

" And the hole, sir ! Do yoa mark 1 " and Basil smoothed 
ont a note. " Odd, isn't it 1 Just the round of a pistol 
bullet," and Basil advanced the perforated paper under the rery 
nose of Jericho, who, fallen in hia chair, shrank up bodily from 
the note as from a spear's point. " Come, sir," cried Basil, 
" oonfesa at once." 

" Why, what ia the matter 1 Confess I" cried Mrs. Jericho, 
who had lingered near the door, and, alarmed and oonfiised by 
the half-sentences that reached her, re-entered the library. 
" Confess what 1 " 

"I will confusa," said Jericho; "and I could only wish that 
all the world could hear me ; that all the world might know 
yonr baseness," and the Man. of Money glared at Basil. 

" Baaeneaa J Impossible ! Dearest Solomon ! " cried Mrs. 
Jericho. 

" My love," said Jericho ; " I have acted weakly — I own it. 
Condescending to the prejudices of society, in a rash moment, I 
consented to fight a duel." 

"Tbe rumour, Solomon, had reached me; but I would not 
reproach you : no ; I have struggled with my feelings, and been 
silent. You cared not to make me a widow," said Mrs. Jericho, 
" but heaven knows I forgive yoa." 

"I recwved my adversary's bail here," — said Jericho, spreading 
his hand over his heart, "A poor man must have been killed, 
but there is a fate that watches over property. I was pro- 
videntially preserved by my money. I hope I am thankful," 
and Jericho carefully wiped bis dry eyes. 

"Proceed — I coDJure you," eidaimed Mm. Jericho, with an 
alarming gush of tenderness. 

" I carried my pocket-book here ; 'twas full of notes, the ball 
went through every one of them ; and" — 

Mrs. Jericho shrieked, as though the peril was imminent. 

" And stopt short at my shirt," and Jericho paused. 

" I breathe again," esclaimed tbe thankful wife. 

"Well, my dear, I now come to my confession. I had 
intended to present your son with a handsome amount on his 
approaching birth-day. I sent him a thousand pounds. It now 
appears — for the circumstance had escaped me — that the notes 
were among those perforated by the pistol-ball. I might have 
thought" — and Jericho tried to feel much hurt — "that such 
perforation would have enhanced the value — yes, of a thousand 
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pounda ; but, I regret to aay it, the young man ia hardened — 
bronzed against the finest emotions of tlie soul — even when 
recommended by money. Mada:n, he Is incorrigible." 

Mrs. Jericho was wholly won by the story of her hnaband. 
Kind, good, generous creature ! So liberal to Ba^il. She sent 
to Jericho a look of thankful fondness, and then shook licr head 
at her abashed ofispring. 

Yea — abashed. Basil was ptizzled by the ingenuona confea- 
sion of hia jather-in-law. For a moment he felt a touch of 
remorse, and waa about to spring forward and seize Jericho's 
hand. And then he paused, and doubt came up again. " If I 
am wrong, Mr. Jericho — if I have been rash and rude, I shall 
be glad, delighted, sir, to aak your pardon. But you must 
allow me to take a little time — to aift my evidence a little 
finer. Meanwhile, air, you may impound the money," and 
Basil laid the notes before Mr. Jericho. " Good-bye, my dear 
mother ; you'll hear, I hope, good news of me aoon. Am on 
the high road of happiness, and hope soon to put up at All 
Earthly Blisa." 

"A strange, wild creature," said Mra. Jericho, following her 
son with loving looks as he darted from the room. " But good 
— yes, dear, believe it, good. His heart, I know it, ia in ita 
rigLt place. And theae" — and Mra. Jcricbo took up the ten 
hundred pound notea with a hole in each — " and these protected 
your heart ! Henceforth, to me they are enhanced beyond all 
price. — Yea, Jericho — Solomon — husband," and the fond wife 
carefully folded up the bank-notes, and aa carefuUy placed them 
in Ler bosom, laying her guardian hand above them — " yes, I 
ahall treasure them. No power — none, Jericho — shall tear them 
from me. They saved your life, and to me they are hereatter 
beyond all price." 

Jericho endeavoured to look resigned — pleaaed. Such devct- 
tion flattered him, though he could not but fee! that it cost him 
a thousand pounds. 

(With reapect to the hole in the heart, let ua clear up aa we 
proceed. In a very Uttle while every bank-note was perfect aa 
before. Thia waa to be eii>ected. WJieu a heart is wholly 
made of money, how can it bng feel the worst of wouuda ?) 
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CHAPTER XT. 

And Mr. Jericlio went on, a rejoicing conqueror. Hia huga 
town mansion, burning with gold — the very domain of nphol- 
Btery, massive, rich and gorgeous, for the Man uf Money was For 
the moat Bubstautial, the moat potent development of hU creed, 
whereby to awe and oppress his worshippers — hia house, in its 
wide hospitality, embraced, as Jericho devoutly believed, the 
world. Let all mankind outside hia walls suddenly sink and 
die, and he would be convinced that still under his roof-tree 
were gathered together alt the men and women who compost>d 
the heart, the kernel of hmuan life. The earth might be reple- 
nished and set up ag^n all the better, tlie finer ; both for what 
was lost, and what was spared. The kernel might grow kernels, 
without husk or straw. 

And comfortable, happy people, with the bread of competence 
and the butter of comfort; inch-thick, would nevertheless marvel 
at the imbued happiness, the life-long rapture of Jericho. And 
honest, weU-to-do folk, from country homes would stare at 
Jericho House as though it was made of a single diamond cut 
into chanabers and bauquetiug-halla : for it was to them a 
magnified Mountain of Light, albeit they had never heard of the 
jeweL And London paupers stared at the walls, as though they 
saw in them a strange, fantastic reflection of their own ra^ and 
wretchedness ; and took a savage pleasure, a malicious joy in 
seeing their hungry faces flung back from the House of Gold. 
And there were others who delighted, though they tasted not 
of his labours, in all that Jeiicho did : they instinctively loved 
him for his money, although they had no hope of a failhing oi 
it. Nevertheless wna he to them a mighty power — a great 
presence ; one of the wonders of our mortal state. Could 
Mr. Jericho have papered the sky with bank-notes, these 
impartial admirera would have sung praises to the work and the 
workman. It would have been a marvellous triumph of wealth ; 
to be honoured by the well-to-do accordingly. 

Nevertheless, so headstrong, so self-destructive was Basil 
Pennibacker, that he refused to cross the threshold of Jericho 
House. He resolved to break for ever with the Man of Money. 
He had made his last essay upon his own spirit ; and impulsive 
and indignant, it rose above the politic restraint, He would 
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touch no farthing of Jericho's means ; he wonld, in hia own 
want, be nevertheleis his own man of money. 

Basil sat in his chamber writing. A letter lay before him. It 
was from his mothei^—the last of many, sent da; after day — 
entreating him to Jericho House. All the world would be there, 
only too glad to show delight apon the occasion ; for it was 
Basil's biriJi-day. On that day, he came of age. On that day, 
he gave a quittance to natural and legal guardians ; and became 
invested with the rights of citizen. On that day, in Basil's own 
words, he was free to ait down in Parliament, if he could only 
find a seat On that day, he took possession of man's estate — 
with Au purposes and aspirations, a glorious heritage J And 
BasU proposed to keep his birth-day in finest state, too, though 
not at the board of his legal father. And this determination he 
had again written — bad folded and sealed the letter, when the 
clock struck twelve. Basil rose to his feet at the first stroke, 
and, with self- communing looks, pansed until the hour was told. 
In that brief space, he had entered into a compact with his 
heart, and— with uplifted eyes — silently asked for strength to 



Basil then cast a heap of papers in the flames — letters and 
other records of his dead, disowned life — and, as he stood leaning 
&i the fireside, WAtching the destruction of notea and i^aalleistidtu 
once so treasured ; as he looked down upon the curling Sames, 
and now and then tossed back some scattered fragments to the 
bttming heap, he laughed a moment as in contempt of his olden 
idols — for he had worn some of those things in his bosom, had 
kissed them with his lips, had read their words, as though he 
caught their syllables from speaking months. And now he 
laughed ; and the next moment a grave look rebuked the levity. 
The flames went oat ; the papers were coDSumed ; and casting 
one look at their ashes, specked with dying Are, Basil went to 
his rest He had fulfiUed his self-promise ; had accomplished 
his first work. He had, as he purposed, seen his birth-day in 
alone : in due and solemn state — as he was fain in after-times to 
avow i with preparation and with ceremony befitting the 
crowning One-nnd-Twenty. 

Basil rose early on his birth-day. He was up and ont ; for 
he feared to be waylaid by his mother and sisters — and he had 
resolved, and it was hardly the day to begin with weakness, not 
to be made the show at Jericho House. And he felt anger, pity, 
that Bessy and her &ther and mother — the girl so sweet, so 
gentle ; the old man with so cheery and strong a heart ; and 
the wife 80 soft and patient, with not a frown or angry word 
for fortune — should be forgotten, cast aside like holiday garments 
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sported and worn oiit : — that his mother and Biaters shonld do 
this — should valne hia love for the daughter of a ruined rann, u 
a mere caprice — a wayward generosity, which, with any other 
youthfid freak, would last ita time, and then subside and die- 
gave him the heart-ache, not uniiiiied with shame — the sharp 
ehame that cornea with blushes for those we love. 

Basil, we say, left home early, resolved in his own fashion to 
celebrate his coming of age. It was the first day he showed io 
the world, — a citizen. He had determined to strip himself for 
the race of life, casting aside all needless trappings ; all foolish 
ciimbrons pride ( all vanities, that at their best bladdery light- 
ness, take much room ; and sometimes, make much idle DoisB. 
He would start in his path like a runner in his conrae. But he 
shall give the history of the day — an odd, curious day for a 
newly-risen heir — in his own words. He shall give it as be 
narrated it years after ; when the fiush of youth had passed 
from hia brow ; and in manly maturity of strength and beauty, 
with some forty years descended with grace and goodness on hJB 
head ; some forty years liardening his cheek i and looking with 
sober sweetness from his eyes, — he told the story of his twenty- 
first hirth-day, to hia eldest hoy aged eighteen. 

" It was after this manner, Basil " — for the hoy though some 
time distant from the world, is upon arrival to have his father's 
name — " after this manner, boy. 

" Up and early through the city to the fields ; and thera, in 
the eye of God, my knees upon their kindred clay, my spirit 
seeking its hoped-for home — I asked a blessing on the day. I 
prayed that ray heart might feel the freshness of life, even as my 
body felt ia every limb the freshness of the morning earth. I 
prayed that my soul might be lighted, even as my sight, with the 
glory that from the gates of heaven streamed upon the world. 
I prayed that I might cairy through my days the minted 
feelings of that time. — The constant touch of earth that warned 
me whence I came — the flooding light of heaven that showed ms 
where I'd go. 

"And then, Basil, I walked about the fields, and began to 
school myself — making little moralities by the way — to see 
nothing common in my path, wheresoever it fell — still to wonder 
at a blade of grass, with its thousand veins, carrying up and 
down the nourishing green blood. And, then, 1 would lay down 
awhile, and listen to the lark — there is a mighty orchestra in 
fields and woods, if we would but cultivate the ear to attend to 
the mnsiciana, — listen until my blood throbbed in ray ears, and I 
sprang to the earth, hounding with joy and life. And then, 
I peeped in and out of hedges, plucking little gentle, bashfiil 
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flowpra, that looked ao beautiful in the light, and preached this 
lesson — one of the many of the day — to him who plucked them ; 
to look tenderly, thougl't^lly '<"' humhle worth, — the hedge 
flowers of the world ; the vsry poor relations, but still relations, 
of the lilies of the field. 

"After an liour or two, I felt it must be time for breakfast ; 
and I resolved to take the meal in patriarchal state. And I 
moreover resolved, on this day, to take a lesson of temperance. 
So I pitched upon a little bit of a hillock, no hiirher than a wool' 
sack, with n tail poplar in the middle of it, WeO, I lay myself 
down, and laid my breakSjat. Eolls, and butter, a bottle of 
milk, and hard eggs. But the moment I was about to fall to, 
a bird, perched on the top branch of the tree, piped away, as 
though ^ving me especial welfiome to hie breakfast parlour; 
pausing to acknowledge the creature's civility, my breakfast still 
remained untaeted. Just ns the music was finished, a miserable 
woman — a moving bundle of rags — with three children, crawled 
round a comer of the hedge and paused, and for the moment, 
seeing mj breakfast, looked as though they beheld the Land of 
Promise (if, indeed, such misery had been aver cheered with the 
tidings of it). 

"And now there were four unexpected guests — four hungry 
mouths, that, witbout uttering a syllable, had declared for my 
breakfast. The wretched woman's eyes shone with an uncom- 
fortable light i a glittering Bharpness, as she saw the food. And 
ihe children though they never stirred a foot — the bread and 
butter seemed to drag their hungry heads and shoulders forward. 
A grand opportunity this for self-discipline. Providence had so ' 
ordered it, that I might open my Twenty-First Birth-day in a 
goodly and hopefnl manner. I gladly acknowledged the occa- 
sion ; and, at a word, called the woman and her children to the 
outspread meal— there was not enough for all of us — and yield- 
ing my place, departed. It was plain the woman thought me 
mad. Shevatched me aal ascended the hill; and — Icouldsee^ 
wondering at the stranger, sat down with her children, doubtless 
thanking her fortune that had that day sent her a lunatic. And 
this was my breakfast when 1 came of age — ao began my trial- 
birthday, 

" I made ray way back to the town, that I might go on with 
my lessons : for I determined to study one matter or the other 
until I returned to bed. I walked in the Park. There was a 
drilt-serjeant at work with a score or so of young recruits ; 
human clods in scarlet livery. It was odd, and in my humour, 
sad to see with what pains and care the master-man thumped 
and punched and rapped and rebuked his louting, j 
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ahambling 'prentioea. "With wliSit serene atnpiiiity they took a 
tap upon the knupklea, as tbongh the cane was aome light pretti- 
neas of office — some radiant peacock'a feather ; nought uglier or 
heavier deacending. Curloua, too, to see how contentedly these 
ImnpB of men would swallow an oa.th and cnrse flung at them, aa 
though the blasphemy and malediction were an expected part 
BUd portion, of their daily bread. And ao theae civil babes and 
BQcklings were swathed and bandaged, and set upon their legs, 
and taught to walk, and ahoot, and stab, and — upon severe 
occasions — to throw firebrands among cottage thatch, and boiub- 
shella upon consecrated churches. And I thonght this a sad 
sight ; spectacle of folly and crime, and ignorance. And I deter- 
mined, for my life forward, whenever I heard of glory, to think 
and apeak of it as an evil in the omamenta of greatness — a 
harlot in jewels and a crown ; and these filched from the trans- 
muted t<>il of the peasant and the craftsman. And this was the 
nest lesson of my birth-day. 

" Then I wandered to a famous spot. — It was where, in the 
olden time, the great grim men in power — who wore authority, 
as thongh authority should have the look and manners of an 
ogre, not of a sage — set up the pillory wherein men were 
puniahed for having souls with more thnn the proper daring 
and stubbomnesa of soulji, Souh thftt would hftTfl their own 
opinions, as their mastei's had their own teeth ; to digest for 
themselves, and not take in the spoon's meat of power, with 
thankful looks for what was given them. And the bodies 
corrupted with these wicked and rebellious souls were placed in 
the pillory — and approaching the spot, I bowed to the place ; 
the martyr-field of opinioti. And — perhaps, it was that I was 
hungry, and with empty stomachs, men, they say, have some- 
times wandering heads, but my son " — (the reader, we truat, has 
not forgotten that Basil ia all the while talking in this page by 
anticipation — compelled to do so by the tyranny of the quill, to 
his unborn boy Basil, junior)— "but my son, I winked, and 
when I looked again, there, indeed, was the pillory ; but not the 
pillory of punishment ; not the dry, meagre wood ; the hungry 
flesh-devouring timber. — No : the blood that had ma about it 
carried strange virtue with it ; a strange eicellence, tmder the 
brooding wings of time. The naked wood imbibed the stream ; 
and the bare pillory became leafy as laurel, and fruitful aa tbs 
vine : the leavea of a atronge sort, but undying ; and filled with 
a sweet perfume that scented far around. And the fruit was of 
a curious, a delicious kind; bite and bite as you would, the 
lovely pulp returned, the wound healed ; now bitten, and now 
whole. Well, my boy, having had my day-dream — my vision 
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of die pillory — I learned to strive to look backward with thankful 
looks ; I learned to read the Huffaring of the man by the light of 
his time, and — with all love for the living — to have gratitade for 
the dead. We are too apt to bury our accounts along with our 
benefactors ; to enjoy the triuniplia of others, as though they 
were the just property of ooraelves. Now, to think against this, 
was another lesson — a lesson learned in the Place of Pillory-^of 
my birtlinday. 

" And then I looked into a Court of Law — then into a church 
— then went upon 'Ghange,-— and in every place tried ta divide 
man from his double or ialse man — from the artificial twin-self 
that BO oClen walks about the world with him in proftute places, 
and BomeUmes in sacred temples. 

" And I went into miserable lanes, where human creatures, 
styed like swine, had little beyond the swine's instinct, — to eat 
and drink, and gabble brutishly. And even here, I learnt to 
reverence the human heart, for, in some foul place, Bome very 
nest of misery, — there, it would flourish in its best beauty, 
giving out even in such an atmoephere the sweets of love, and 
charity, and resignation. It was in one of these places I took 
a crust for my dinner ; and tried to swallow a life-long lesson of 
patience, and contentment with tht> meal. 

•And flits and these were the lessons I tried to learn on my 
twenty-first birth-day. Conung to man's estate, I lost no time, 
you see, but set out to c(»it«mpl&te for that day what it was 
that lay about me." 

The reader, who has itdvanced somewhat more than dghtaen 
years, to read the foregoing confession, will he pleased to turn 
back on the road, it is to be hoped satisfied with the employ- 
ment of Basil, whom we left at early mom setting out for his 
birth-day work. We take it there are few who thus upon tha 
threshold of manhood welcome one-and-twenty. Who knows 1 
Tlie example of Basil may beget faUowera. 

Early the next morning, BasU took his road to Primrose Plaea 
He had resolved at once to ask Bessy of her father. He would 
not accept a ehilliug of Jericho ; he would not compromise hia 
conscience by submitting to the poorest obligation at bis bands ; 
nevertheless, he felt in liia heart such a spring-tide of hope and 
happiness, that the worst worldly difficulties were but as a hedge 
of thorns, to be thrust aside by an arm of resolution. 

Mr. Carrawaya was alone : deep in- his book ; and more and 
more assured that he was securing a stock of ImowleilgB that 
should make him flourish at the antipodes. It was a little late, 
as poor Mrs. Carrawaya would meekly, sadly suggest, for such 
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removal; but the old man, with every day and hour, assured hb 
wife — aasured Beesy, who, though lie tried to amile and look 
content, pined and withered beneath the eentence — that it was 
the only place for broken men to grow whole s^in. They 
woold yet see him in the fulness of fortune i and he would yet 
leave Ms girl with the dowry of a lady. 

" Good morning, Basil," sold the old man, with Bomewhat 
forced poiiteuesB ; for though he had a true regard for the 
youth, he earad not to sec him so often at Primrose Place as in 
old times at Jogtrot Lodge. However, the ship would sail soon, 
and, with tliia thought, Carraways called up his old look of cor- 
diality, and gave his old grasp of the hand. " Wliy, yon are out 
early for a reveller, eh I After your doings, last night J " 

Basil Btared. He then remembered : Carraways doubtless 
■poke of the festival held at Jericho House, in honour of the 
absent. He would not eapLun this. He merely said — "I take 
but little sleep, air," 

" Hm ! How's that i " asked Carraways. " But the fact 
ia, Basil, you seem olianged altogether. I sometimes think that 
one of the judges has lost his gravity, and you've picked it up : 
for after all, it doesn't seem very waE to fit you. I hardly know 
if I like you so well in it as in the boy suit. However, yon'ra 
right, lad. Be grave betimeg ; 'tig best, and prepares you before- 
hand for the kuocks that are certain to come. Though, to be 
■ure, if a man may count upon a bright and easy road — a path of 
diamond-duat, with rosebud borders, like the gardens in the 
fiury-book — you are the man." 

"Indeed, dr," and Basil shook bis head, "I think — that is, 
I know you mistake my path of life. 'Tis not ao fine ; and more, 
I hope not so tedious as that you see for me. In a word, I shall 
owe nothing to Mr. Jericho." 

" Indeed ! "What, quarrelled with him J I'm sorry for that. 
Tou should remember your interest, Basil." 

" There, my good sir, without a thought you speak a wisdom 
that witb a thought you despise. I shaU try to make interest 
one with honesty ; if it snceeeds, why, the profits will bring 
ths best sweets of gain ; if it fails, why, still it leaves something 
behind : it is not all be^ary." 

"Very good, very excellent, Basil" — said Carraways — "never- 
theleSiS, you must not cast away Mr. Jericho. He is a strange 
man, uo doubt. If half that's said of him be true, a very strange 
man. But then again only that very half, said of the most of 
US, would make a deuced alteration in the best looking, — the 
most punctual and respectable. Therefore, not half — no, not a 
twentieth part that's said — is to be listened to. Nevertheless 
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Basil " — ftnd, despite of himself, Carrawaya looked graTs, and 
felt the craving of eurioaity — " nevertheleaa do yon know, it is all 
about the world that your father-in-law, a few daya since received 
a piatol-bullet through his heart, and that moreover his heart 
has a hole through it at this very moment 1 " 

" Tea, I have heard the story," said Basil. " One of the joies 
of"— 

" Ha ! Well, I thought ao ; a jote is it ! Bessy would hare 
it that it meant nothing more than a fable — or hieroglyphic — 
or something of that sort. Of course, I knew that. I knew n 
man conldn't live with a hole in his heart," for all which Car- 
raways seemed a little disappointed at Basil's half-explanation 
at the TOomeut. Common truth fell liltB coid water upon the 
awakened fancy of the old merchant ; with the greater shock, as 
it was rare indeed that he laid himself out for an enjoyment of 
the extraordinary. 

" And now, air," said Basil, and he almost trembled aa he 
spoke, " I wiah to address you upon the dearest question of my 
life." 

" Bless roe ! " said Carrawaya, and he gravely seated himself, 
and motioned Basil to a chair. Then the old man, with a slight 
tremor of hand, wiped his spectacles, replaced them on hia nose, 
cleared his throat, clasped his hands, and endeavoured to look 
the very study of easy, unconscious courtesy ; placid and polite. 
And at the time the colour was tingling in hia cheeks, and fae 
felt his heart beat distinctly, painfully. 

In few stammering words, speech rtmtJng freer as it flowed, 
Baail spoke of his alfecUon for Bessy. All that has been said 
since the first father was firat asked for the firstdaughter— if the 
reader he capable of the task, may be imagined ; and the most 
eloquent and affectionate phrases assorted from the mountain of 
words, to piece out at the bravest and best the declaration of 
BasiL At length he paused. Carrawaya pressed his hand, and 
looked mournfully in the young man's face. 

"My dear young man," said the father, "once, when the 
fbrtune was of our aide, I should have been giad to hear this. 
I should have been proud of you as a husband for Bessy. Now, 
it can't be." 

" Why not ) Indeed, dear sir, I "— 

" We have not a shilling, Mr. Pennibacker, Not a shilling. 
We have just scraped together a loan — a gratuity— alms — what- 
ever the world may call it, to take ourselves out of the way. 
I will not quarter my family upon your relations. Quarter ! 
Wliy, twould be the town-talk that that cunning old fos Carra- 
waya bad gulled a foolish boy — the Man of Money's son — to 



A MAN MADE OF HOXEY. U5 

many a beggar girL And all to end his own days in clover. 
No, sir ; no. You're very good, Basil ; you mean tliia honeetly, 
nobly ; I'm euro you do ; but you'll thiuk better of it ; and 
with the proapecta that await yoa — with the part you have to 
play in the world — in a little while, you'll thank me for refusing 

"No, sir, no; for your refusal — though I can fully value 
the integrity of its meaning — will chaage into consent, wht'n 
you become assured that no influence, no argument of wealth or 
station, can make me debtor to Mr. Jericho for a single shilling. 
I will provide for my wife — for Bessy " — 

"You are very good," said Carraways, melting somewhat at 
the passion of the youti, " very good ; but the fact is, my dear 
lad — and make your mind up once and all to bear it — the fact 
is, Beaay ia already provided for." 

" Provided ! Already ! " cried Basil, and the young man turned 
pale as a corpse, and shook from head to limb. 

Carraways was yet more affected by the youth's emotion. 
Kindly lie took Basil's hand — "I mean my good boy — 
don't mistake me, I would'nt be mistaken ; for I eun live back 
my life" — and the old man's eyes glistened, and his voicJ 
trembled — "live it back in my memory to the very moment, 
when I asked for Besay's mother, and I— I can feel for you, 
my lad ; believe it, Basil ; I can, boy — I can," and Carrawaya 
stood shaking Basil's haud, his eyes swimming the while, — 
begging Tiini to dismiss the matter from his mind, and be " a 
good boy and a man." 

" I entreat you, good sir — I entreat yon, by the precious 
memories you speak of— tell me what it is yon mean ! Bessy 
provided " — 

"I mean with a — a ship," said Carraways, with forced 
cheerfulneas. 

"A ship 1 " exclaimed BaaiL 

" Yea — a ship," answered Carraways. " And I remember I have 
an appoiutment with the Captain. So if you will yoti shall walk 
part of the way with me J " A proposition that, as the reader 
will conclude the politic lover immediately assented to. 
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CHAPTER XVL 



NoTHido could have been more perfect — more complete — tbau 
the mSignificent festival at Jericho's house, in nominal honour of 
the coming of age of Basil Pennibacker. At an earlj hour, Baail'a 
chambers had been beset ; beautiful presents and delicate 
bouquets were sent to the atudent, and thej who brought 
them found no one to relieve the porters, no one to utter a word 
to them. All the greeting they met vrith, was mutely delivered 
from a piece of written paper, wafered outside the inhospitable 
door. The greeting ran as follows : — To all tcko ma^ preseiU 
Ihemtdva. Mr. Basil JPenniboeker hat gone out to ipend the day 
with Oiu-andrTwenig Frieada. May not reium tiU lo-morroai, 
Jfb rdativu admitted (<m tkit da;/) other on intnnees or pleaeare. 
Vivat the Tenant." For all this, Mr. Jericho felt assured that 
Basil would, some time of the evening, present hlmselC The 
hours wore on, and though the hostess and the young ladies were 
now and then aniiously, nay affectionately, examined upon the 
probable causes of Mr. EasLl's absence, — after a while, all the 
world resolved to forget the cause of the junket, almost as 
entirely as though it had been a fiinerat festival of the oldan 
day ; a. pottle-pot carouse in memory of the new deceased. And 
then, let every fair excuse be charitably received. Folks had 
their own affairs to attend to ; their own little interests to 
look after — their own mortal appetites to appease. Between 
four and five hundred people came to do honour to 
Jericho's household gods, honouring his e' j-in-law. And if 
Basil could have flattered himself tha.t bis absence would cast 
ten minutes' cloud above that brilUant mob, very much indeed, 
could he have taJien a peep at it, would he have been rebuked for 
his presumption. As we have said, people had their own afiaire 
to mind. 

Mrs. Jericho had, it is true, a mother's heart, and every five 
minutes — hour after hour — looked where Basil might appear ; 
and as the time wore on, and there was no Basil, the mothernow 
drooped, and now roused herself into some sudden happiness — 
some violent enjoyment at some poor platitude, stamped for true 
wit, with impress sharp enough to be passed on and on for the 

Monica Pennibacker was sorry, vexed, that Basil had not 
come ; it was so wayward, so foolish. Nevertheless, she conld 
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not sacrifice the lover to the brother ; snd the Hod. Mr. Candi- 
tuft iiad, DP doubt, conFoundeJ by the blaze of Monica's beauty 
— for even the beat of beauty haa its happy tilling times — a 
beauty, acci<]entally assisted by magnlGceiit jewels,— committed 
himself aa a man of honour, once and for ever. He had snatched 
five minutes — hardly five — to speak definitely of marriage j ha 
had many times played about the subject, and now he bad walked 
up to the ring,^why, at a blow, Monica, self-sustained as an 
Amazon, referred the gentleman to her father. The thing was 
done ; and the Hon. Cesar Candituft had nothing more for it than 
to dance off reflection till the morning. But no : Cei<ar thought 
of Monica's dowry, and was not tbe man to jeat, even to lumaelf, 
upon 30 solemn a subject. 

When we know more about the laws of electricity, it is pro- 
bable that there may be a new statute — a law of society — against 
so many people meeting to dance. Who shall say, — that ooe man, 
nerved to tbe deed, to make an offer of marriage, in a window- 
comer or any other angle of a ball-room — does not in fifty other 
places, electrically affect fifty other people 1 For all our present 
ignorance permits us to interpret, as many rings as go to bed- 
curtains may at the same moment pass from hand to hand. Wa 
do not wish to anticipate or force opinion on this most serious 
anbject. But aa proaaic chroniclers of a proaaie hiatory, we 
must state this much ; leaving the inference to the reader. — 
Almost at the same moment that Mr. Candituft solemnly pro- 
posed to Monica, Sir Arthur Hodmadod, urging the lady to name 
the inevitable day, assailed sweet Agatha. At the same moment ; 
for the young ladies, ere they slept, compared the time by their 
own little tiny repeaters. 

Colonel Bones never appeared so well — never had so comfort- 
able an air as at the party. He seemed, fur that night, to have 
washed away bis grimy paaper look, and entered mto an under- 
standing with himself to display the gentleman. Perhaps it was 
the new habit acquired by Colonel Bones, that gave a certain 
lur of courtesy and glitter to him ; for Colonel Bones took anuff 
from a box set with lovely brilliants, the gift of hia dear friend 
and late antagonist, Solomon Jericho. 

Couimissioner Thrush and Doctor Mizzlemist, also jewelled by 
the Man of Money, were after their fashion blithe and happy; 
with the fullest conviction of the sound-hearted ness of their host. 
Indeed the hole in Jericho's heart, had, in the world's opinion, 
closed like a hole in aand : he had, by the force of his magni- 
ficence, BO conquered and confounded slander. Only one foe 
remained unbeaten ; the obstinate, pig-headed Doilo, who — 
wherever he could tear the hole open afresh — would avow Ms 
1.4 
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faith in the diabolic existence of Jericho. And people listened, 
then shook their bends, and — behind his hack — pitied poor Dodo. 
Very zaaloua friendship had moved Jericho to prosecute the 
slanderer ; but the Man of Money, with his own magiiaDimity 
replied — " Put Doctor Dodo in court ! No, poor man ; I would 
rather pat him in a str^t nustcoat" 

The day after the birth-day festival, Mr. Jericho sat in hia 
library in the happiest of humours. In a very qniet way, and in 
the shortest possible time, he had won of Lord Beaant five 
thousand pounds. Lord Bezant was one of the Duke of St. 
George's Mends ; one of the superb knot of men with whom his 
Grace, in the moat condescending manner, had made Jericho inti- 
mate. Five thousand pouuds ! A sum in itself of little account to 
our Man of Money ; but as an earnest of the favours of fortune, 
of the fir^t aad dearest importance. For every thousand that 
Jericho won upon dice or cards — he might, moreover, under 
friendly guidance, be lucky on the turf— was so much substance 
BiiTed. True it was that he made the birth-day feast given in 
the name of Basil a victory to himself; true it was, he had his 
passing time of triumph ; but he saw, he felt the cost. He knew 
that every farthing came from his heart ; he knew tliat to make 
such outward show he had shrtmk and dwindled to fearful 
tenuity. Hence, he now slept apart ; solitary in hia chamber. 
He had uo doubt of his vitality ; nevertheless, the principle of 
his wealth might wear him to a rag, a shred ; and, at the worst, 
this must be unknown. Therefore, we say, it was a new delight 
to Jericho when a belief in his constitutional good luck dawned 
upon and deepened in him. Men — a happy few — had carried 
from the gambling table the splendours of wealth,and why should 
not he be one of fortune's — or the fieud'a — elect J 

Jericho, since hia iutroduction to the Duke of St. George — 
who bad so handsomely circulated the plebeian among a host of 
noble friends — had never played that he had not risen a 
winner. Altogether, in the merest point of time, he liad won 
some fifteen thousand pounds. As Jericho thonght of this, he 
laid his hand above hia paper heart, and promised a long repose 
to the fund. Fortune had no doubt fallen in love with him, and 
would give him all he asked. Therefore he would make the 
grand tour, and — the Napoleon of Trumps — break every bank 
in Europe. 

Could Mrs. Jericho, bound as she was, upon the tenderest of 
missions, break uponherlord in happier hour? Sereue and softened 
by the conviction of his destined magnificence, he waa a little 
disposed to enter, by way of passing amusement, into the 
aympathius and alieetions of hia people about him. 
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"No newa of Basil," said Mra. Jericho; "but, be asaured, 
Solomon, his absence was no intended affl-ont." 

"Don't nams it, my dear. He was not missed. To please you, 
we did honour to his hirth-day. The day wiis a graceful eieuae for 
the fSte — and as the fSte waa all that was required, why no doubt 
eTeryhody waB pleased. At leaat I saw no disappointment," and 
Jericho softly whistled. 

" NeverthelBsa, for all hia folly and perversenesa — and I mtist 
blame him for his conduct — for all his ill-manners, and I 
cannot wholly justity him, I am sure, Solomon, sure that Basil 
loves you." 

"If such ia your opinion, Mrs. Jericho, I must make up my 
mind to suffer it." 

Mrs. Jericho thought she would not persevere in the theme ; 
therefore, witli sudden vivacity, she changed the subject. " My 
dear, of course you are aware that our girls must, some time or 
other, settle in Ufa," 

"Your girls, my dear, have my itee permiaaion to settle when 
and where they will." 

" I was sure of that, dear. I certainly think with our present 
position we ought to have commanded something better than a 
younger brother for Monica. Nevei-theless, as Candituft ia 
your friend, and I believe a good oreaiura — and as they aeem 
determined to have one another, why, why should we thwart 

" Why, indeed 1 " asked Jericho, very calmly. 

" Sir Arthur Hodmadod," said Mra. Jericho, in a tone of apology 
for the gentleman, " is certainly a fool " — 

" What of that 1 " aaked the philosopher, " Surely the family 
can bear one fool — eh ? Wise enough for that 1 " 

"My dear Solomon, you know beat of course. To be sure, 
had we been tainted with worldly ambition, thera is no doubt 
that we might have married our children in the very heart of the 
peerage, but " — 

" I'm quite content as matters stand," said Jericho, 

" Aa I say, you know best. Well, Monica iaforms me — and 
I thought, my love, I would prepare you ■ — that Mr. Candituft 
intends to see you to-day ; formally to ask your daughter at your 
hands." 

"Indeed. Well, as far as I'm concerned, I'll give her to him 
with the greatest pleasure in life," 

"Dou't speak with such levity, love ; don't," aaid Mrs. Jericho 
mildly ; " marriage ia not a mere bargain," 

" Cettiinly not. Solemn compact — very solemn compact;" and 
again Jericho whistled. 
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" Well, then, Solomon, as you conaent, what do you propoae to 
give with the dear child I " 

"Give, Mrs, Jericho! I'll give a magniflceot party on the 
occasion. More than that, — I think — nay, I'm sure that to please 
me and honour you — my friend the Duke" — it wm thus Jericho 
began to speak of hia Grace of St George — " my friend the Duke 
will give the wench away." 

" 'Twill add a pertnme to the orange tloBsoniB," cried Mrs. 
Jericho with a gush of eenliment. " 'Twill, if poaaibte, add a 
Bolemuity to the ceremouy. But I mean what dowry do you 

"Dowry! I thought, my dear, you observed that marriage 
was no bargain J Why, you're makiug it quite a ready money 
traasaotion." 

" Now, my dear Jericho, I admire your wit. It is hrilliaot, 
delightful — and I aaBura you, I am aa jiroud of all your brilliant 
Bayinge, quite as proud as if they were my own. But this ia " — 

Hure the servant entered with the card of " The Hon. Mr. 
Candituft." 

" Show him in," said Jericho with an instant decision. 

"My dear, exclaimed Mrs. Jericho, hurrying to depart, "I 
leave Monica in your hands. I Itnow your noble heart ; I'm 
Bure you will treat her like a gentleman and — and a father." 
With this confiding speech Mrs. Jericho hastened from the room. 
Meeting Canditutt at the door, she took bis hand with the 
greatest cordiality, and with the prettiest ignorance of the 
purpose of his visit. 

" 'Pon my life, my dear sir," swd Candituft, " I never saw such 
luck as you had last night." 

" Wby, yea," said Jericho, swelling into figure, " I think the 
blind goddess smirked a little on me." 

" With such luck, had you set in for play, why, sir, before yon 
rose you might have been owner of Zebra Park. Not but what 
upon principle I detest gambling. It is a vice destitute of the 
finer emotions that ought ever to exist among the family of roan. 
KeverthelesB, if a simpleton like Lord Bezant will be ruined, I 
do think he ought to fall to the lot of a gentleman and a wise 
man," and Candituft bowed to Jericho. " It ia devilish annoying 
to see a fool fiung away upon a mere vulgar brute of luck. It 
jars one's sense of propriety. Mo, at least, gentlemen ought to 
ruin gentlemen." 

"A beautiful motto, CanditufL Have it written up at the 
Club," said Jericho. 

"Needless, my dear air, quite needless ; 'tis in the hearts of 
the members. And uow, my dear friend, for you are my 
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friend," said Cnndituft, with his everj-iiay eraotion, "I have a 
delicate busineBB to open to you. An affair affecting the liappi- 

" Go on," said Jerioho, quite prepared for tiie ordeal. 

" But iiret let me not forget my friend," said Candituft' 
"Hodmadod is, we know, a fool." 

Jericho, nuraing his knee, replied, " I do not think the Parlia- 
ment assembled could have the face to deny it," 

" Nevertheless, avery good creature, and, I dare say, will make 
a good husband. Yes, he'll drive well in the wedding-ring." 

" Let ua hope so," replied Jericho, prepared for the best or the 

" But he's bashful as — as — 'pon my life, I'm at a loss for 
a simile. And as he and I are old friends, and aa he knew 
that I shonld see you— in fact, he's in the house this moment ; 
came along with me — he desired me tjj infoi-m you that Misa 
Agatha had consented to fix the — the — what d'ye call it — the 
happy day." 

" Wish them, joy," said Jericho. " My friend the Duke ahall 
give ber away." 

"Ah to the young lady's dowry," and Canditaft hesitated. 

" I can't g^vB a farthing. Can't afford it, my dear Candituft," 
and the Man-Tamer laughed at the declaration ae an intended 
jeat. " Can't afford it. Besides, think of the girl's beauty, talents, 
temper I " 

"They have all had their full influence upon my friend. And 
Arthur — good, silly fellow !— is not avaricious. Besides, he has a 
handsome property of his own ; and I'm sure he'll be delighted, 
happy to marry the young lady merely for herscl£ 

" That's true love — Cupid, as you see him in the valentines, 
without any property," said Jericho. 

" Of course, my good friend, you will bestow a handsome outfit 

" To be sure. Half-dozen of every thing," said Jericho, and he 
laughed hugely at the joke ; and the Man-Tamer, aa in friendship 
bound, laughed hia best in concert. 

" Well, I have fulfilled my mission, and saved the awkward- 
neaa of my friend. You object not to the day, whenever it may 
be I And for the dowry, I mean the outfi.t, we who know your 
heart, may safely leave that to you. Yes, yes ; Arthnr, my good 
Boft friend, Arthur, is a happy man. Once I fondly thought that 
my dear aiater— however " — and Candituft aighed — " it waa not to 

"Yes," cried Jericho, quite prepared for what was coming, 
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A lluuiki. Ton are avsn^ mj dear ax, (liat i^ 
falling if rid " — 

"Bit" ericdtlieHaiiorU<Bie7. 

" Bidi in hktoriol ■Moctationi. The blood of the Cuditnfts 
fneUSt* the fidda of Creaa^ and Aginconrt." 

" Hm ! Aad wliat'i the crop — what's the yield t I have & 
great reqwet for blood, i/Sz. Cauditoft ; it is in this world, a. very 
UMful, a verj' indiapetisable article. Mevertheleae, blood in afield 
— lui Dialtor bow old — is not the best iDvestment. I apeak, 70a 
kiiow, M a vul)(ar Man of Mooe^r." 

" I wa« abuut to obiierve," sud the easy-tempered, bttt 
wtlhal ponslTe »iiltor, "that I have too pnre, too deep an 
affectum fur MiM Pennibacker, to make her the partner of only 
the gluriea of my hotue. A bacbelor, mj dcur sir, though 
poor, rtodivus n liutrous honour from the cbiTalry of his 
naine ; but it is au honour that, alone, will sot do to marry 

" You riioiin," and Jericho grimly grinned, " the honour that's 
enough fur one in not enough for two." 

"Why, yea" — and Caudituft heaitated — "I may say that ia 
pretty wuU my menning.'' 
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" And in this marriage with MisB Pennibaoker, yoii propose Id 
find the chivalry, the honour, if I — if I find the mouej 1 Eh ) " 
died Jericho. 

"Mr. Jericho" — and Candltufl, thought he would assert the 
nobilitj of the blood in the grounds of Creaay and Aglncoiirt — 
" Mr. Jericho, I do not come to deal with you for your daughter, 
as I would come to a grazier for " — 

" What !" cried Jericho, jumping to hia feet. 

"I mean, di^siroua of maintaining Miss Fennibacker in that 
sphere which ehe was bom t« delight and illustrate, I mitst ask 
— you force me to be plain — what will you give with the young 
ladyl" 

" Not a ferthing," cried Jericho. " Not one farthing," said the 
Man of Money with determined emphasis. 

At this moment, quite caaually, Mrs. Jericho entered the room. 
Seeing the stem looka of Jericho, the rebuked aspect of Candi- 
luft, she innocently inquired " What is the matter 1 " 

" Pooh ! you know well enough," cried Jericho, " Mr. Condituft 
wants to marry Nic." 

" I was certainly aware of the honourable object of Mr. Candi- 
tnit'a ambition," said Mra. Jericho. 

"But that's not all," cried the Man of Money, "he wants to be 
handsomely paid for the trouble." 

" Paid ! " exclaimed the lady. 

" Why, that's the plain thing. Paid. He wants a dowry." 

" My dear, we will not talk upon the subject at present," said 
Mrs. Jericho. " I see you. are in one of yoor sportive huraonrs ; 
in. one of your gay moods, when you will make merry with the 
happy state." 

" Quite so, my dear lady," said Candituft. "But oa yon say, 
we will not pursue the subject. Another time." 

" Ey no means ; better have it out at once," said Jericho. 

"Don't name it," said Candituft, "In fact, my good sir," 
and the lover grew of a sudden cool and circumspect; "I 
think we had better postpone the matter till a more benignant 

" Mr. Candituft ! " exclaimed Mrs. Jericho. 

" Happily," said the prudent auitor, " Miss Pennibaeker is yet 
in the first blush and florescence of youth ; and it may he, my 
dear lady, that fo['tune, with an amended estimate of the maiden's 
merits, may find her a nobler, a richer, though not " — and Mr. 
Candituft endeavoured with manly fortitude to suppress his 
emotion — " though not a fonder husband." 

" I am sure of that," said Mib. Jericho ; " I have every con- 
fidence in you, my dear sir ; and so has Mr. Jericho." 
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" Adj amount of confidence," said the Man of Money, " Any 

" And as Monica has fixed her heart upon the union " — 

" 'Twould be a great pity," said Jericho, lietermined upon his 
hnraour, " to baulk a hold intention. Why, Ml-. Cnndituft, the 
young lad; is such a treasure in herself, that, upon my word, I 
think you ought, when you marry her, to remunerate ua tor our 
loaa. It has always seemed to me that certain savages — as they 
are shamefully called — have the advantage of us in their habita 
of marriage." 

" No douht, my dear sir, if you think so," said Candituft atifSy. 
" For myself, I am in ignorance of the superiority." 

" I mean in the habit that reverses the transaction : when the 
husband buys his wife of her father ; and not as in our shame- 
iiilly corrupt and aophisticated condition, when the father buys a 
husband for his girl. I have always set my face against the 
custom, — and I feel the time is come that I should strike a blow 
at the prejudice." 

"Now, my dear Solomon,"— Mrs. Jeriolio knew it was no time 
to pursue the subject, and she contemplated, with some anxiety 
the deepening gravity of Candituft — " my dear Jericho, we will 
say no more upon the matter. In your present merry humour 
you Cftre nothing for people's affections. You play what tune you 
please on people's heartstrings. Oh, you wits I " and the wife 
tapped the hard, dim face of the humourist Jericho, 

" Well, well, let ua have the jig out," said tlie relentless wag. 

" Sir Arthur proposes to make Aggy Lady Hodoiadod — I bear 
the day is named, though with great self-forbearance I've notasked 
whether it's to-morrow or next day." 

"My dear Solomon," said Mrs. Jericho, "this is too much 

" Not at all : and I don't see why both the birds mayn't be 
trussed by the same parson. And so, after all, my good friend," 
— and the traitorous Jericho smiled. 

" My dear air," — and Candituft with his best energy smiled in 

" After all, let us settle the sum. Eh 1 " 

" Be it as you will," aaid Mrs. Jericho, with the beat duty of a 
wife, calling herself back to the subject. 

" Well, then," said the Man of Money, and for his own private 
purpose of humour, he still smiled and coaxed his voice, " what 
sum would satisfy you ? " It was a delicate question to be put 
thus nakedly. "Come, name a figure. Say five thousand pounds." 
Uanditnft looked blank at Jericho, moving not a muscle. 
"What do you thiuk of seven)" The Man-Tamer gently 
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lifted Ilia eye-brows, depreeating the amount. "Come, then, 
■we'll advance to ten ] " Cftudituft'u faee began to thaw, and 
he showed some signs of kindly animation. ' At a word, then," 
cried Jericho, with affected heartineaa, "will you take fifteen 
thonsand ) " 

"From you — yes," cried Candituft, and he seized Jericho's 
hand. The Man of Money looked at Candituft with a oou- 
temptaous eneer, and with a wrench twisted bis hand away. 
'Be then dropt in his chair, and a strange, diabolical scowl 
poasessed bis countenance. The Man-Tamer shrank from 
bis Mend ; Mrs. Jericho ran to her husband, but screamed 
at the sudden change that seemed to blot out the human 
character of his face. The Man of Money, with hia own 
features, looked a devil. 

" And where — where do you think this money is to come from? 
Where 1 " asked Jericho, and he rose from his chair, and it 
seemed as though the demon possessing him would compel the 
wretch to talk — would compel him to make terrible revealings. 
Every word he uttered was bom of agony. But tliere he stood ; 
forced to give nut utterances that tortured him. "I will tell 
you," roared Jericho, " what this money ia. Ijook about yon. 
What do you see ? Fine walla — fine pictures — fine everything. 
Why, yoQ see me— tortured, torn, worked up, changed. The 
walls are hung with my flesh : my flesh you walk upon. There, 
that — that"— and Jericho pointed to the diamond on Candituft's 
finger — " that gem — that jewel, as bright as the sun in heaven 
— what ia it ? Why, it's my blood — my blood distilled, then 
hardened into atone. I am worn piecemeal by a hundred thieves, 
but I'll be'sliared among tiiemtio longer." 

By this time, the girls and Sir Arthur Hodmadod, alarmed 
by the cries of Jericho, had entered the room. 

" And yon had a fine feast, had you not 1" cried the possessed 
Man of Money, writhing with misery, and howling his.confeasion. 
"And what did you eat? my flesli — what did you drink 1 
my blood." 

" It's impossible," cried HodmadoiT, aghast. " When I say 
impoesible" — 

"The food, the wines, the gold and silver, all — all of me — 
and so I'm shared to feed fools aud make a show. To make a 
show," Jericho repeated, hia voice siukiug, and he fell as in a fit 
in his chair. 

For some minutes he lay as though he had passed into sleep ; 
and the malignant expression gradually cli»ared from his face. 

" Very odd," said Sir Artliur, " very strange. Better send for 
Dr. Stubbs." 
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" Hush ! it's a fit, a pasaiag fit ; he's better now, and &irt 
aaleep," said Mrs. Ji'ricbo, whilst the girls exchanged strange 
looks with one another. " Fast asleep." 

"I congratulate you," said Candituft to Hodmadod, as they 
hoth left the room, " he consents to your marriage." 

" Does he 1 " asked Eodmadod, a little staggered by the 
courtesy. 



CHAPTER XVn. 



I 

i 



A XAiT may be possesaed with an evil spirit, and yet he 
wholly nnconaciouR of the presence of his tenant. This may 
seem, at the firat hiuah, an iiup(«Hiblo cireumatauce ; □everthe' 
loss, we are upon reflection convinced that thousands of good, 
■well-meaning people, carry about with them fitful, moody, cap- 
tious, disorderly spirits, and are, notwithstanding, the very last 
folks to acknowledge the eiiatence of the inmates. Now, it 
would seem that Mr. Jericho had this ignorance in especial 
strength and perfection. He was blessed with the happiest 
fogetfulness of the demon that, as was shown in the last chapter, 
afflicted hia wife, and astonished his acquaintance. He hati no 
after-thought of the unseemly words, of the vulgar violence 
uttered and committed by his evil spirit. Poor man I He was 
spared the pain, the humiliation of such knowledge ; hence, the 
fit over, the spirit laid, Jericho was as gay and debonair as 
ever — quite. 

To he sure Mrs. Jericho had affectionate misgivings ; and tlie 
young ladies, with a keen memory of the wildness of their 
father-in-law, looked with hopefulness quite natural to the day 
when they should he delivered from Lie tyranny by the new 
benevolence of a husband. The girls, with the simple confidence 
of their ser, were assured of the devotion of their lovers. Poor 
things ! Now Sir Arthur Hodmadod, with sudden treachery, 
had contemplated instant flight. He was alanned, terrified at 
the thought of marrying the daughter of a man with sneh 
strange, such diabolic notions. Sir Arthur thought of the 
beneficial efiect of a run through Italy. He could not disguise 
it from himself, that his heart was broken : and therefore, he was 
in the moat interesting situation for a few months' exile. He 
would forget the living heauties of Agatha in the refined ahatrac- 
tions of paint and marble. He had promiaed himself aoms day 
to cultivate hia taate for art, aud it was plain, the proper time 
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■was come. And then — and then the lover remembered — (how, 
for an inaUnt, could he have forgotten it 1) — that Agutha bare 
no taint of Jericho'a blood. No ; ahe was a PennibftckBr ; the 
daughter of a warrior ! And with this happy t"hough^ Sir 
Arthur, with the mixed remorse and generoaitj of true affection, 
arrayed the dear one with newer, richer graces. But a niiatress 
is never so captivating as wlien considered through the penitence 
of love. 

The Hon. Cesar Candituft had sterner thoughts of marriage. 
Perhaps, too, he had larger views than his siniple, gentle friend ; 
and ao, placed upon himself a corresponding value. We believe 
Sir Arthur — could he have been induced to think at all — 
would have considered matrimony aa a, very pleasant little trip 
in a gay little boat ; with a bright slij, a smooth sea, and now 
and theu a mermaid to come up, and warble a song of love. Now, 
Candituft would not attempt the voyage so embarked. He wa^ 
for a secure craft, extremely well victualled, aud — to be ready 
for the worst— carrying the heaviest metal Therefore had 
Candituft resolved on the most guarded civility to Monica : 
he would, if possible, kill the lova within her by the cutting 
coldneas of his courtesy. For he had well considered himself: 
be had sat in impartial judgment upon his own claims to a wife ; 
and he was convinced that if he coald be brought, to paranade 
himself to marry into the family of a lunatic, at least lie would 
be well paid for the daring. Thus, if Monica's di^termi nation 
towards marriage could live through the cold season that was 
immediately to set in — if the hardy rose would amile through 
the frost — why, the flower, Uke the Druid's misletoe, should only 
be gathered with a golden blade. 

A week wore on, and Candituft was only the more hardened 
in civility. A week wore on, and Hodmadod was only the mor« 
melted in love. But Monica would not feel the bitter season — 
whilst Agatha smiled and glowed in the full flush of the sunny 
time. Sir Arthur, on his part, was a little astonished that 
Candituft could for amoment hesitate to seize his happinessat 
the altar's foot, at the very time that he, the baronet, was to be 
crowned with joy for ever. Whereupon Candituft assured Sir 
Arthur that, for one day, it would be more than sufflcicnt bliss 
to see his friend made happy. He doubted his strength to 
stand up against the double delight of double nuptials. Hence, 
for hia part, he would wait. But we have a little anticipated ; 
and have now to introduce a thii'd party come upon a nuptial 
errand, to the Man of Money. 

Basil, it may be remembered, left Primrose Place with Mr. 
Carraways, bent — as the old gentleman declared — upon business 
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with the captain of a ship bound for the antipodes. It 
is needless to repeat any part of the conversation between the 
lover and the Cither, as they took their way to the flaieyon, a 
magnificent vesael, lying in the docks in all the seeming con~ 
fasion of outfit. We will at once come to the result of the 
dialogue carried on — oddly enough — amid all the activity and 
clamour of London streets. Earnest as were the words of Basil, 
passionate as were his looks — was there a single passenger, of 
the hundreds that pnsaetl and passed, who conld have divined 
that the young man was at such an honr, and in siioh a place, 
telling the story of his heart, pleading the passion of a life ) 
Yet it was even so. And the old man, in his best blunt way, 
opposed the ardour of the youth ; eren whilst hia father's heart 
glowed and throbbed at the expression. And then, ae they 
walked onward, the old man spoke less and less, and Basil 
became more voluble. At length, Carraways stopt, and taking 
Basil's hand, said in a low, thick voice — " Well, lad ; thus it is. 
If there is no objection at your home, and you are sura of 
Bessy, — she's yours. And, now, not another word upon the 
matter ; for I see we've no time to lose." 

As we are modestly convinced that every tittle of this history 
will in a hundred years or more be a theme for commeutatois — 
(the wort.hy folks who too often write on books, iis men with 
diamonds write on gloss, obscuring light with scratches) — as we 
know that this volume will lie very tliickly annotated, we shall 
make one point clear ; namely, the precise spot where Carraways 
pronounced his consent. Wtll, then ; it was eiaully opposite 
the Boyal Eichanjje, under the shadow of the grasshopper. No 
bad emblem of a poor yet cheerful lover, with UttLe but hope and 
blithe spirits to begin the world upon. 

Nevertheless — says somebody — an odd neighbourhood for 
men t« ask and give in marriage. Well, it may be. Still, 
Hymen has been known to have his walk on 'Change, as well as 
common merchants ; and what is more, with as £ne a sense of 
pro&t audioes, as though in boyhood he had sat on the same form 
aud thumbed the same arithmetic with Mercury. 

And Carraways, true to his promise, presented himself at 
Jericho's house. The Man of Money felt a joyous revenge as 
he eyed the ruined merchant's card. It was very natural to 
Jericho. Gilbert Carraways, the beggar, had treated him in 
the most shameful— the most insolent spirit. The poor wretch 
had, in no way, acknowledged the supremacy of his old friend's 
wealth. No ; his studied silence, his absence from the house, 
conveyed the contemptuous feeling of the pauper towards the 
rightful majesty of money. To be sure, Jericho had not offered 
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BssiHtAnce ; cerUinty not ; it was not hie place to undraw bia 
poi-BB-Htringa, if people — niineJ people — liad not the due 
hnmility to aak it. But now — there could be do doubt o( it — 
CBtrawajB was come to begfor aid ; he waa nt length taught by 
sufferiDg a proper reverence for cash. And with this thought, 
Jericho armed himself to receive him. We write knowingly — 
armed himself. For as carefully, aa cunningly aa ever knight 
endued hia fi*ame witli platea of ateel or brass, — so did Jericho 
hang upon that thin, cold, Bhivering soul of hia, the tremendous 
panoply of bank paper. 

It is a curious sight — is it not 1 — to see the Man of Money 
sternly awaiting the advent of the rude, forgetful beggar. "Show 
him iu," brays Jericho to the servant. John quits the room, to 
eerve up the pauper. But two minutes pass — and there sits 
Solomon Jericho dreadful in hia arms of money ; his visage 
sharp and cruel, newly whetted, gleaming with acorn. The fat, 
ruddy, good-tempered face — ^with meat and wine in the look of 
it — that waa wont to glow and grin at Carrawaya' board, ia pre- 
maturely old, and shrunk, and sharpened ; the hungry outline of 
felonious age. 

Carrawsys enters the room. " Qraciooa heaven ! Why, what 
is this i " For never since the merriment at the Hall, had Carra- 
waya and Jericho met. Never, of coiii'se, since Carraways departed 
this life in the gazette,hadhe seen the Man of Money. Therefore 
waa the merchant astounded at the thing that sat before him — 
for Jericho did not ase to his old friend ; oh no — he knew the 
prerogative of money better than that — and therefore, in his 
own natural way did Carrawaya give utterance to hia wonder- 
ment. " la it poaaible ? " 

"I believe, sir," aaid Jericho, and contempt wrinkled his &ce, 
and his voice croaked frog-like — " I believe I see Gilbert Carra- 
ways, who was a merchant ) " 

" Who was 3, merchant, and ia Gilbert Carraways still," said 
the old man. 

" Late of Jogtrot Hall 1 " said Jericho, with a low chuckle. 

"Tea," repeated Carrawaya clearly, sonorously ringing the 
words, "late of Jogtrot Hall of Marigolds. Now, of a second 
floor, of Primrose Place." 

" Ha 1 ha ! Well, now, I Uke that," cried Jericho. " I like 
a man who can play with fortune. I like a man who, when the 
wench — she's a queer cat, fortune, isn't she, Mr. Gilljei-t Carra- 
waya ) — when she spatters him with mud, can give her as good 
as she sends. Ha ! ha I Well, if you have been covered with 
dirt, you are merry stili But, why haven't you come to see 
me 1" asked Jericho with a sneer. 
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" Because of tlie dirt, Mr. Jeriulio. You aee, you ride npoa 
fortane'a wlieel ] now I only get the mud from it." 

" Very good," said the patron Jericlio. " And I'm glad yon 
can try to make a joke, Mr. Carraways; it must be a great com- 
fort to a poor man. Why, now I can understand how a Ijeggar 
of a cold night, if he can only muster up heart enough to make 
a joke, how it must be as good aa a truss of straw to him ; 
mus'n't it, eh, Mr. Carrawajs 1 " 

" Ton my won), Mr. Jericho, I haven't yet tried the experi- 
ment. And I do hope you'll never be brought to it ; otherwise, 
I do think — try as you may — you'll sleep plaguy coldly, But I 
didn't come here to talk in this idle fashion." 

"I hope not," said Jericho, Bharpeuiiig his malice with his 
best might. " I hope you came to tell me when you propose to 
see us at Jogtrot HalL By the way, T'm going to change the 

'■I hope so," said Carrawaya very calmly. 

'' Yes ; my friend the Duke of St. George — do you know the 
Duke 1 — my friend has promised to give me a new name for it. 
Though I think, out of compliment to him, I shall call it G«orge 
and Garter Lodge, You know, Mr, Gilbert Carrawaya, there's 
no telling what one may come to." 

" No, Solomon JeriGho," snid tlie merchant, " Yet, just now, 
you must have one comfort ; you can't come to less than yon 
are." Jericho called up all his thunder to his brows. " Surely," 
said Carrawaya tranquilly, as though he was speaking of some 
monstrous abortion of uature — " surely, 'tis wonderftU ! Why, 
my good man " — 

" Good man ! " roared Jericho, 

" My good man," and Carraways doggedly repeated the 
epithet, "where do you put your heart) Why, it cant be as 
big as a pop])y-seed. Do you ever walk out in the air I If so, 
pray put a gold bar or so in your pockets, or some day the wind 
wCl take you up — carry yon into the sky. And who knows 1 
Some future astronomer — if I remember my schooling right, 
the sort of thing has been done — some astronomer may make 
a constellation of a bank-note." 

" I see," said Jericho, with the most vigorous expression of 
pity. " I see, you're a free-thinker. Bank-notes in the sky ! 
Poor man ! Poverty has made you an atheist," 

" Not so," said Carraways placidly, " Indeed, not so. Strange 
as it may seem to you, poverty has made me a believer in more 
goodness tlian I dreamt of before. However, I didn't come to 
talk of that." 

" I suppose not," said Jericho. 
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"But, bleea me I " cried the persevering Carrawnys, "how 
thin joa are ! Why, you can have no bowels." 

Mr. Jericho said DotliLiig. He mA'ety drew himself Qp, using 
a snaky motion of the he^kd to expreaa his silent contempt of 
the doubt And silence was beat. What sxKtkeu aosner would 
have better met such unbelief ? 

" Bat as I say," repeateii Carraways, " I didn't come to talk 
about that. I come — now attend to me, if you please, Solomon 
Jericho" — and Jericho fell flat against the back of his chuir, 
astounded at the pauper's impudence — "attend to me. I didn't 
come to talk of that. I came here, at once, to renounce all right 
and title, for me and mine by gift or will now and for evermore, 
— all right, I say, to a flhilling of your money." 

" I think," said Mr. Jericho, suddeidy recovering himself, " I 
think you give yourself a very needless trouble." 

"Well, I hope so," answered Carraways. "Still, I would 
not risk a mistaks. Tour son-in-law " — 

" Hm 1 " said Jericho, and vrith studied sarcasm. " Son- 
in-law ! Yes ; the law bears very hard on us, now aud 

" Has proposed to marry my Bessy. I have consented ; and 
after what I've said, I suppose, Mr, Jericho, you can hare no 
objection to tte match ) " 

"Eeally, Gilhert Carraways," replied the Man of Money, 
smiling the while, "why should I) Your conditions are so 
advautageouB, that I should be a fool as well us a monster to 
come between two doting heariB. All I can say is, I wish you 
joy of tie young gentleman." 

"I have every faith in him," said Carraways. "Perhaps, 
Mr. Jericho, you will break the matter to Basil's mother ? I 
need not intrude apon the lady's better employment. We leave 
England in about a fortnight." 

"What! the young couple and all!" cried Jericho; "and 
where may you he bound for 1 " 

" The antipodes," answered Carraways, very blithely, 

"A capital determination, Gilbert. Aa you've been turned 
topsy-turvy here, why going to the antipodes is, perhaps, the 
shortest way of putting you on your legs again." Here the 
servant answered the hell, rang hy the Man of Money. "Beg 
Mrs. Jericho to come to me," said the husband. 

"Giood morning," cried Carraways, rising. "I would rather 
not see the lady. I'll leave the explanation in your hands, 
'Twill come better from yon. Much better. Well," — and Car- 
raways paused before Jericho, and staringly read him up and 
down — "yon are thin ! "Why, you must have no more blood than 
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a. cucamber, Sotomou. To tlimk tli&t a man should be bo rich — 
h& ! what luck jou've had in platlim, to be sure — so rich and 
so meagre ! Talk of the Wandering Jew, why if yon live long 
enough, jou'tl be known as tbe Wandering Bank-note. Dear me ! 
Well, you'd be very curious under a microscope — very curious. 
Good inomiug, good morning." And Carrawaya bustled from 
the presence of the Man of Money, wbo sat speechless and 
confounded by the easy insolenceof the pauper. Never, perhaps, 
since the first piece of metal was Bt&mped as the go-between of 
man and man, had the dignity of wealth been so impudently 
put npon. In the aavageness of hia injured majesty, Jericho 
could have brained the offender with a bag of money — dashed 
him in little pieces with a golden thunderbolt ; an article with 
which Flutus often beats the iron of the bigger Jupiter. 

" He ia gone now — the pauper's departed," said Jericho 
scornfully to his wife, as ahe entered. 

" Who is gone 1 And whom can yon speak of 1 A pauper, and 
here ! " Mrs. Jericho would as soon have thought to see a pole- 
cot basking on tbe hearth-mg. " Pauper ! " 

" That fellow Carraways," said Jericho, and his lips widened 
at the name as at a filthy drug. 

" Oh I I suppose the old story with snch people. Cam« Sa 
money 1 " said his wife. 

" Not he ; an impudent, blustering scoundrel. Came here to 
shake his rags in my face, and show how very proud he was of 
them. Would you believe it I He had the brazen effrontery to 
come here — here — to renounce my offer of money, and that 
before it was made." 

" Dear me 1 Poor man ! " said Mrs. Jericho, with a look and 
voice of pity. "Insane, of course." 

" No — not he. Not more mad than thousands of people. 
For it's wonderful to think bow near conceit is to insanity, and 
yet how many folks are suffered to go free and foaming with it. 
Conceit, Sabilla ; mere conceit in a rabid state. Of all pride, 
tbe worst is the pride of beggary. Of all madness, that madness 
ia the worst and the most disgusting that, equatted upon a 
dunghill, brags of tbe straw and muck, as though they were 
gold and velvet." 

" Vei7 true, indeed, my dear — beautifully true," said the wife. 
" But we must make great allowances ; when a mun is stripped 
of everything " — 

" Well, when he is, it isn't eiactly the time for him to brag of 
the buff he's reduced to." 

"My dear ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, with tbe prettiest glance of 
remonstrance. " My love 1 " 
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"Moreover, when a, family ia stripped of everytLing," cried 
Joriclio, " I don't think it precisely the family to raarry iuto." 

" Why, Solomon, what do you mean ! " a^ked the wife, 
anxiouH and forebodiug. 

"The meaning's as short and bs strong as the marriage 
service. Your hopeful son is going to marry Besay." 

"Impoaaible ! He cannot mean it," cried Mrs. Jerieho, "It 
is a mere folly of youth that he will outlive — that he must out- 
livB. The fact is, my dear Jericho, we must aeud him abroad." 

"We needn't trouble ourselves. In a few months he will be 
directly under my foot." Mrs. Jericho stared. " At the anti- 
podes, my dear ; at the antipodes," and Jericho rubbed his 
hands at the prospect. 

" And that Carrawaya — oh, it's a pretty plan, I see, to provide 
for the daughter — that Carraways came here to tell you this 1 " 

" With his compliments, or something like 'era, that I should 
open the matter to you." 

"Solomon, my dear Solomon " — and Mrs. Jericho dropt in a 
chair beneath her maternal feelings — " this is a great blow to our 
house." Jericho looked confidently ; putting hia thin hands into 
bis pockets, as though he would imply a conviction that the house 
was strong enough to bear the shock. " "Twill break my heart, 
Solomon." Still the husband looked calm and eelf-poaaesaed. 
"It will bring me to a premature grave." And stiU, and still 
the hopefiil spouse blenched not. " A foolish, enthusiastic child 
— when there was such a path open to him ! " - 

"All the road clean as a whistle to the Court of Queen's 
Bench," said Jericho. 

"No— no. The Duke of St. George's eldest daughter; that 
beautiful ^rl, the Lady Malypenae — he has only to ask and 
have ; I am certain of it, Solomon. If I know what the human 
heart is made of" — 

"And what is it made of?" inquired Jericho; for in the 
material of hearts he had a strange intereiit. " What's the 
stuff? People differ on the point devilishly." Mrs. Jericho 
stared. "What do you tliink I heard? Why, that the heart 
of I^dy Malypense — 'twaa that bitter fellow Thtnah who said it 
— that her. heart was lite a jewel cushion ; merely a thing to 
stick finery upon." Mrs. Jericho looked wounded incredulity. 
" Oh, I don't believe it. I only tell you how folka gabble about 
hearts. Ha ! ha 1 every man talks of his neighbour's heart, as 
though it was his own watch. — A thing to be seen in all 
ita works ; and abused for irregular going. I always laugh 
when I hear a man talk of another man's heart. And if any- 
body has a right to laugh, I think it's myself. Ua < ha ! " and 
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Jericho grinned diadBinfully ; and by such scorn withered, aa he 
helieved, the wicked rumour that now and then would gabble 
agtdnst him. 

" I am reHolved, my love," esii Mrs. Jericho, " that this boy 
ahall not sacrifice himael£ I have fixed my hea.rt upon a coronet 
for him, and he shall have it. We deserve nothing leas." 

"Hm! Do you think, my dear, that coronets hang on 
pegs that " — 

"Nothing more easy," broke in the wife and mother. "Ho 
marries the Suke'a daughter ; ho ohtains a high appointjnent at 
a foreign court ; he enters upon diplomacy ; I'm sure he was 
bora for it ; he alwaya had, aa a child, such a taate for mechanics, 
I only wish I'd kept the mouse-trap he invented when he was 
six years old. Depend upon it, he's a bom ambassador, my dear." 

"Isn't marked anywhere with the name of the court, eh I" 
asked Jericho. 

" Now, my love, I adore your wit ; but do respect a mother's 
feelings. Consider, Jericho, As I say, he mMiies Lady Ma!y- 
penae. He is sent abroad. Our politics are in a tangle some- 
where — in Egypt, or Greece, or Belgium, or the Sandwich 
Islands — 'tis all the same — and Basil winds the affair off as 
cleanly as a skein of silk. Then, of course, he is ennobled ; ha 
has somehow saved his country ; and, ctioosiug an estate from 
the map of England, it is bought for ever and for ever for him 
by a grateful people, and he takes his seat among the lords 
spiritual and temporal— a peer of the realm. I'm sure of it, 
from his genius ; though I never named it before. Certain." 

"Well," said Jericho, satirically, "there's something in it. And 
yet to consider a peer in his robes and coronet — well, it roust be 
confessed 'tis a mighty grand thing to come out of a mousetrap." 

" Not at all," amd Mrs. Jericho, " peerages have come of much 
smaller matters. And, in fact, my love, this intended marriage 
— this folly — this sacrifice mnst, at any cost, be prevented." 

"As you please ; but for my part, I think you'd better let 
matters take their course." 

" Solomon ! " cried the wife, in the voice of reproach. 

"And as for a peerage, why, where Basil's goiug, he may 
choose the rauk he best likes ; earl, marquess, duke. — And 
what's more, he can have himself tattooed, dog-cheap, with, 
garters on both legs, and any number of orders." And Jericho 
laughed at his own wit, with the partiality of a parent. 

Mra. Jericho visited the scomer with one scathing glance of 
anger; then half in pity, haJf in contempt, she cried — "Mr. 
Jericho, you are not a mother." And it must be confessed the 
Man of Money bore the information with pattern tranquillity. 
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CHAPTEK XTin. 



Poor moOier ! She had a double task to do ; double and 
contrary. To carry a daughter to the altar, and to tear a eon 
from its perilouB predncts. Monica wondered that Agatha — 
but then ahe waa always such a aelfish, giildy thing ! — would 
not insiat upon deferring her marriage with the Baronet until 
her elder sister should wed her beloved. For Canditnft bad 
made good, aeeruing good, his canse of delay. He had and- 
denly diseovered Bome dormant right to some long-forgottan 
property ; and he would first secure that to lay it as an offering 
at the feet of hia bride. Monica, in her warm affection, would 
hare gladly married at once, content to wait for after prosperity 
as it might follow ; but her mother thought it beat to tarry. 
Great good might come of a little delay ; and Mr, Jericho could 
not be hurried to name the oracfc amount of dowry. Now, with 
respect to Agatha, the case waa wholly different. She had not 
her sister's strength of mind ; and the Baronet was in the full 
enjoyment of his full fortune ; moreover, with a liberality worthy 
of imitation, he would have been content to marry Agatha even 
with no other dowry than the first bride brought to the first 
bridegroom. 

Therefore Jericho's house hummed in every nook and comer 
with the note of preparation ; with the tuning prelude to 
hymeneal song. Nevertheless, in Jericho's house great and tor- 
turing was tile sacrifice of heart. For waa it notbiug for Monica 
to plate her anxious face with smiles ; to hover about her sister 
with looks and words of gentle meaning ; of sweet congratula- 
tion, when her own breaat waa misery 1 Waa It nothing to 
gather a marriage garland for another, when she waa yet smart- 
ing from nettles 1 Nothing to forego the robe of the bride and 
to don the meaner garments — made robas of sorrow and humi- 
liation by disappointment — of the bridesmaid 1 

And there was another victim, another heroine who, with the 
fortitude of an Amazon, would smile at self- suffering, — We 
mean, the Eon. Miss Candituft. Can it be believed that that 
heroic young lady consented to he second bridesmaid to her 
rival I Of course, the simple Agatha dreamt not of the agony 
she inflicted when she prayed such grace of her bosom friend ; 
the rather that the devotion was accorded witli the sweetest, 
the most touching alacrity. Agatha was to wear the nuptial 
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wreath, and Miss Candituft the willow. Nevertheless, the 
rejected one would carry it like a martyr, turning the reproach 
to glory. 

Our Mao of Money, absolved of the liability of dowry, was 
in the best of moods. His opinion of the merits of Hodmadod 
continually increased, though Candituft had somehow to pay for 
the growth. The Baronet became every day a finer fellow ; 
Candituft every day a meaner dog. The excellence accorded to 
one was remorselessly taken from the other. Thun, pending 
the nuptial preparation, Hodmadod was the favoured creature 
at the hearth of Jericho, whilat Conditufl waa coldly allowed an 
tmcoDsidered comer. Keverthelesa, Candituft had too much 
benevolence, too much affection for the hrotherhood of man, to 
resent the neglect. Indeed, how should he, since he would not 
behold it 1 3ome men will not see an affront, even when big as 
a street-door in their face ; aa there have been pliilosophers, so 
raised above human weakness, who have not discovered when 
and where they were kicked. 

Now let lis for a while leave the nuptial loves, busied with the 
beat and the finest, at Jericho House ; and look in npon a 
certain second floor, in Primrose Place. 

It is plain enoagh that Basil has told his story — won his wife. 
The happy, altered looks of Bessy speak a new and deep content 
of heart. Indeed, every person present — there are four women, 
all busy, hence the room at Primrose Place may be considered 
full — gives indication of a coming ceremony. Bessy is at work, 
it would appear with all her heart in her sewing. — And Bessy's 
mother is earnest, grave, in her appeal to the better judgment 
of Mrs. Topps who, it is plain, has just returned upon her errand, 
bringing a, skein of silk that can in no way be made to match 
with the colour of the piece to be made up. Miss Barnes is 
appealed to — Miss Barnes is the young sempstress, the lodger of 
the attic, who all uncoil sciously received the benison of Basil, 
and who has come down to aaaist in the work — and Miss Bamea 
joins her verdict against Mrs. Topps ; who, a little vexed with 
herself, ties her riband strings with an angry snatch, and descends 
to amend her serious error, by changing the skein. 

The most innocent and the most hardened bachelor of three- 
score, brought into the room, would at once divine the sort of 
work prepared by those three women. He would at once know 
their cutting and their sewing to be spells preparatory to the 
tjing of a knot that should, for the term of natural life, hold 
tight together two fellow creatures. The women worked so 
earnestly, so readily ; whilst unseen little loves fluttered up and 
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down ; now runoing along tbe edge of a, hen, and now giving 
a flouriahmg caper with Bonte final atitch. 

The room — Mra. Cairaways had a dozen times said an mnch 
— was in a dreadful litter. Calicos and flannels, and atn^, and 
brown hollaud, and cotton weba with blue Btripes, lay heaped 
about, in very homely contrast to the pretty lilac-col oursd Batin 
carefully worked at by MUa B.imea ; a satin that Bessy would 
now and then glance at as though she felt towards it a living 
tenderness. And etili looking, she seemed all the happier with 
every look. 

And Mra. Cairawajs seemed much amended. She appeared 
to have set aside her anxious aapect, and taken, as her husband 
iovially said, a new lease of heart. And so, she worked with 
happy zeal ; and even hummed an old, old tune, as now and 
then she looked about her, and her eye rested, now upon a oanvaa 
bag, now upon a hat of tarpaulin, — things that, telling her of 
the long, long voyage to the other side of the world, made her 
only a few days ago sick with apprehension. 

There was a sudden pause — a, perfect silence. And then a 
carriage whirled up Primrose Place, and stopt short at the door. 

" Who can that be ? " cried Mrs. Carraways, with a look of 
dread, and laying down her work. Miss Barnes inmiediately 
went to the window, and fluently euough descrilwd the brUliiut 
carriage, and the many-coloured liveries. 

" I thought so," cried Mrs. Carraways, turning pale, " it's 
Mr. Jericho." Ab she spoke the smitten knocker chattered — 
for it was a modest knocker, too light and small to thimder — 
through the house. 

" No," cried Miss Bames. " Not Mr. Jericho. A lady." 

"Airs. Jerieho ! " exclaimed Bessy, becoming nervous — look- 
ing very pale in her turn ; and casting a strange, anxious glance 
at the lilac-colon red satin kid down by Misa Barnes. "Is she 
alone t " 

" Quite alone," said Miss Barnes ; and t^thout another word, 
tbe sempstress gathered up her work, and left the room. 

In another moment, Susan entered with Mra. Jericho's card. 
" Show the lady up stairs," said Mrs. Carraways in a very twitter 
— "and say, we wiU see her directly." Susan descended upon 
her mission, and Mrs. Carraways and Bessy ran to their several 
rooms, liks startled rabbits to their burrows. 

Mtn. Jericho slowly ascended the stairs, and with prodigious 
dignity entered the second floor front. " Missus Carraways, mum, 
will be with you directly," said Susan, who, in her way, was a 
little flustered ; inasmuch as aba had been suddenly summoned 
from peeling turnips to wipe her hands for Mrs. Jericho's card. 
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Hra. Jericho stood aloae in the aparl.nieDt which, in all ita 
detiula, she aet herself with her best intelligence, to read. Ter; 
apeedilj she divlDed the me&Diiig of the various articles aboat 
her ; the checked shirting ; the plaida ; the tarpaulin ; vrith here 
and there some tin utensil, bright aad new for traveL They 
made her tad, melancholy. She coatd have almoatwept; for 
somehow, she seemed to see in everything the loss of Basil. 
Pride was sinking ; affection rising in her heart ; when her eye 
glanced npon a piece of white satin — perhaps, it ■was for % 
bonnet, we cannot say — and in that white, unspotted web, her 
woman's shrewdnesa read a whole history. Instantly she was 
herself; more than ever herself: fiill to overflowing with the 
wrongs of a mother. In that bit of white satin, did Mrs. 
Jericho read — as she firmly believed — the fatal marriage warrant 
of her SOD, her eldest bom. 

Mn. Carraways had, of coarse, to change her cap. Sndi 
was her first intantion ; the serious purpose that had sent her 
flying to her room. However, lot no woman say she will at a 
pinch change her cap and nothing more. For Mrs. Carraways 
liad no soouer entered her room, and caught a bit of herself in 
her glass, than she waa convinced she must also change her 
gown. She cared nothing for Mrs. Jericho ; she had ceased to 
have respect or esteem for ber |' nevertheless, it waa due to 
herself "not to be seen a figure," These thoughts engaged 
Mrs. Corrawaya, aa her fluttered hand, like the last minstrel's, 
wandered among the striuga. At length, however, in the best 
cap and gown that fortune had left her, Mrs, Carraways appeared 
before her visitor. 

Mrs, Jericho did not affect cordiality. She made no attempt 
to excuse her absence— her neglect of old acquaintance. Mrs. 
Jericho was too wise a woman : knew too well the person with 
whom she had to confer. No : she wotild not attempt to ahirk 
her ingratitude ; but — if we may say as much — at once took the 
scorpion by the taiL 

"Mrs, Carraways, you will probably understand why we have 
not m^t sintie oar mutual circumstances have so completely 
cbaiiged ) " Thus, with hardest smile, spoke Mra. Jericho. 

" I would I could understand all things quite aa well," aaid 
Mrs. Carraways, with cold and steady look. 

" It would have been painfiil to yon, pfunful to myaelt^" said 
Mra. Jericho. 

"And you were quite right," answered the broken lady, "to 
apare at leaat one of ua." 

Mrs. JeriuJio waived her head and arm, as much aa to intimate 
that all needful preface being done, she might at once begin the 
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subject-matter. " Do jou know what bringB me here, Mrs. 
Carraways 1 " 

" I think, ruadam, I can gneaa," was the ready answer. 

" It is this, mackm," said Mrs. Jericho, with her best thunder, 
Tfusing the white satin. "Thia ! " 

Mrs. Carraways did not for one moment affect Hurpriae, No; 
to the astonishment of the sonorous Mrs. Jericho, she calmly 
replied — "I thought so." 

Mrs. Jericho immediately disposed her soul for self-enjoyment. 
The said soul felt a yearning for lofty exercises ; and with good 
reason ; it had so long obeyed tlie soul of Jericho — aggrandised, 
sublimated by money — that it longed to assert its natural 
importance; an importance that, at the commencement of this 
history — if the reader recollects as much — was maiie sufficiently 
evident. Mrs. Jericho's majesty had been confined, doubled up, 
like a snake in a, box ; and it was not to be woiulered at that, 
the occasion offering, it should desire to come outund air itself, 
allowing its fine proportions. The husband Jericho had some- 
how been the snake-charmer ; now Mrs. Carraways was weak 
and ignorant as babyhood. 

" And may I ask you, madam, what you propose by inveigling 
a young man " — 

'■Eeally, Mm. Jericho," BMd Mre. Carraways, ftud even with 
the most placid manner she managed to rise above the violence 
of her visitor — "really, I must heai" nothing of thia. Mr. 
Carraways has, I believe, communicated with Mr. Jericho ; and 
I take it, as they are ^reed " — and Mrs. Carraways was most 
provoking in her humility — " as they are of accord, the less wo 
■women interfere the better." 

" That may be your degraded opinion of the rights of women, 
Mrs. Carraways ; of the rights of a mother. Happily, however, 
I have other notions ; other feelings. To be sure, you may very 
calmly contemplate the marriage of your daughter with a husband 
of untold affluence — of untold affluence, nia'm." 

" Untold i I believe so ; yea, untold," observed Mrs. Car- 
raways, very quietly. 

Mrs. Jericho would not pause in her course to notice the 
BBTcaam. "But, madam, it is otherwitie to the mother wliose 
child, whose only son, is to be lured, entrapped, and cruelly 
sacrificed to the hopeless condition of a penniless wife." 

"I assure yon, madam," — Mrs. Carraways' cheek tingled a 
little ; but she had made up her mind to ba cool, and cool she 
would be though — as she afterwords phrased it — her blood 
boiling. — "I assure yon, Mr. Carraways has no thought of Mr. 
Pennibacker's probable, 1 might say, his problematical wealth ; 
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though, no doubt, it nmst be inmieiise, if aJl the stories be tme 
about tbe minea of pUtina." 

" My dew Mrs. Carrawaya," — that la<ly stared at the sudden 
FonrteBy — "let db nnderatand one another. Mr. Jericho has, 
I can answer for it, every wish to aerve the family. Yon are 
about to make a voyage ; about to begin the world anew. Jnst 
grant na one favour, acd there is nothing we will not do for 
you." It was thus, without effort, Mrs. Jericho aubaided from 
the imperious to the polite, when she found it beat to sink to 
an advantage. 

" Tou are very kind ; very suddenly kind," said Mrs. Carra- 
waya ; " but I think even now we are ao rich — yes, so very rich, 
that it is impoaaibie Mr. Jeritho can assiat ua." 

" Come, come," said Mre. Jerirho, laying her hand upon Mrs. 
Carrawaya' hand, and the good lady smiled a little sourly at the 
action — " we are both mothers ; and mnst consider our children's 
happiness. As for Basil, he is quite a boy ; absui'dly joong to 
take ft wife. No fised affections, A very boy," 

" He is young ; very young," cimfessed Mra. Carrawaya. 

" Do not suppose, my dear tnndara, that I would thwart his 
affections when pronounced and real. And a^ for any inequality 
of fortune, why^ after all, I would not weigh my boy's heart 
against money. Certainly not So pray, my dear Mrs. Carra- 
waya, think what I said about fortune, as so much idle temper ; 
mere heat of words, wllh no meaning ; none, I aaaure you." 
And tlieo Mrs. Jericho, iu the simplest manner possible, asked — 
"Pray, when do you saiU" 

"In about a fortnight, I believe," was the answer, and Mrs. 
Carrawaya could not repreaa a sigh. 

"So Hooni" cried Mrs. Jericho, and her face darkened. — 
"Well, that is early — very early. Now, dear Mre. Carrawaya" 
— and Mrs. Jericho drawing up her chair, became impressive, 
then pathetic — "whatlaakforthehapplnessof both our children 
is only this. — Leave Basil here ; let him remainayear ortwo with 
na ; and then, if his affection atill holds for your daughter, why, 
I'm sure the young people shall have my — my blessing. Say two 
years only, my dear creature." 

" I can say nothing," replied Mrs, CarrawajB, " Gilbert has 
pledged his word." 

"A pledge that may be easily removed, eiplained ; anything. 
All I ask for Basil" — cried his mother with new energy — "is the 
trial of two yeara." 

"A trial for me," cried Basil, hurrying into the room, "my 
dear lady, on what account 1 Ha I hn I Susan told me you were 
here, and I lost no time to oak your blessing," and Basil bent his 
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head, and kissed hJs mother's hand. ThcD, he gailj asked — 
" Where 'a father I " 

" I thought it best to come alone," answered Mrs. Jericho. 

" Oh ! I wouldn't trouble Mr. Jericho for the world ; I meant 
my other father, — father Cnrraways," Mrs. Jericho frowned and 
bitter lip. "I thoughthe'dbe homebeforeme. We've had such a 
ramble ; and — my dear lady — we have selected two such ploughs. 
Fit to plough Elysium." 

"Ploughs!" cried Mrs, Jericho. "In heaven's name, Basilj 
what do you mean 1 " 

" Mean ! The noblest meaning in the world, my dear mother. 
The first meaning of the first man, — work, mother ; work. Two 
Huch ploughs ! The true philanthropic iron," cried Basil. 

" My poor boy ! you. must be mad," and Mrs. Jericho sighed 
and shook her head. 

"Not mad, my dear lady; only wondrous happy. You see, 
mother, we've been shopping. Delightful employment, you'll 
own that 1 Been cheapening a few of Vulcan's nick-nacks with 
which we propose to set-off nature. Such ploughs, I say ; fancy 
took a flight into the future, and I thought I heard the com wave 
to and fro while I looked at 'em. Such aies ! How they will 
startle the wood-nymphs ! Such hoes, such rakes, such pitch- 
forks I I never felt so proud in my life, as while I handled 'era. 
Every tool seemed to me at once the weapon and the ornament oE 
independence. With such magnificent arms a true man may go 
forth and cooqaer the wilderness ; making the earth smile with 
the noblest of victories." 

" Ehapsodist I " cried Mrs. Jericho. "And you can leave 
home, can quit fortune, family, every grace and happiness of Ufe 
for the whim of a desert ? " 

" Grace and happiness a man may, if he will, always carry with 
him. The most valuable of luggage, they pack very eaMly. 
Desert ! Look here, my dear mother — see," and Basil took from 
his pocket a map, which unfolding, be spread npon the table. 
" Quite a land of plenty ! Earth is hero so kind, that just tickle 
her with a lioe and she laughs with a harvest." 

Mrs. Jericho said nothbg ; but shook her head and sighed. 
And here Mrs. Carraways quietly withdrew. 

" Look here, my dear mother," and Basil traced the map with 
his finger, "sec, here's where we aball disembark. Here, you see 
ia Port Pancake. Here is Van Dumplings Land— now we skirt 
along here, till we come to Smokejack Point. Then we trend to 
the left by Pudding Mount, until we break upon Sea Pie Bay. 
Then we at once get into the Lavender." 

"Lavender ! " echoed Mrs. Jericho feebly. 
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*" Yes, k home in the lAvender is where we ue boobd for — 
and then, yoQ see — tiod then " — 

For s mkiiil« Mj«. Jericho's tears had &llen upoa the m&p ; 
Basil would not aee them ; at length his roice thicteoed, then fiurlj 
hroke, and the next moment sou and mother were sobbing in each 

" And yon can leave me — yoa can quit us I " said the mother. 
" Oh Basil .' can yon leare us I " 

" What remains for me, — what can I do ? I shall be better 
away — much better." 

" Whea-efore better 1 Have yon not poeilion — fortttne I All 
that should make you happy 1 " 

" ILj position, splendid serfdom " — answered BamI — " my 
fortune, money that wonld damn me." 

" Basil," Bud his mother, startled by the pas^n of her son. 
" Your fither'B money ! " 

" I would have avoided this ; I hoped to avoid it, — bat motherj 
I aUBpect your husband." The wife drew herself up ; neverthe- 
less, a something in her heart seemed to bafflu her. " There are 
odd tales told of Mr. Jericho. Have an eye upon hira. I don't 
believe the words in their vulgar, nursery meaning ; but it is 
said that Mr. Jericho's mine, whence he derives his wealth, ia 
the vary mine ttat some day " — 

Biaii's mother grew pole. She tried to speak ; and then to 
smile, OS though in scorn and utter incredulity. 

" I only repeat the rumour ; of course, mother, I give no faith 
to bonds of brimstone. Still, I should like to be assured of 
the source of his means. Why, mother, you have eyea. You 
cannot, if you would, be blind to the daily, hourly waste of the 
man. Like a waxen figure made by a witch, he dwindles — 
dnindles. People say, too, such waste is the tribute exacted hj 
the devil." 

" Basil ! " shrieked the frightened woman. 

"And, I take it," answered the young man with solemn voice, 
and saddest looks, "I take it to be so. Come, you must hear 
me out. I shall not offend again ; and yon must bear me. What 
ore the ravages of conscience but tribute paid to evil 1 What the 
pains, the tremors, the heartquakes that I know the man endures 
— for I have watched him — what are all, hotthedevil'stribute!" 

" You are n dreamer— an enthusiast — a foolish boy," cried 
Mis. Jericho, laughing and Bhu<ldering. 

"Well, we shull see— we shall see. We wiU talk no more of 
it," said BasiL 

" With all my heart ; I am sure I must reproach myself that 
I have UsCened so long." 
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" Yet, B, word," said Baail. " I quit England in a fortnight." 

" With a wife 1 " asked the mother, tremulously. 

" With a wife," exclaimed Basil, and with the words hia heart 
shone in his face. 

"Fooiish, imprudent, angratefal boy! " and the mother wept. 

"May jou have no worse cauee for tears, madam, till we meet 
again," said Baail, proadly, " But pray hear me. We go to 
make a, houae in the wildernesB. Yat do not think, my mother, 
my aiatera, are forgotten. No : they shall find a home too." 

" In the wildemeaa T " askeii Mrs. Jericho, with contempt, 

" In the wildemeaa," aoawered Basil, " and bless the aoiitude 
that gives them happy shelter from the falsehood of the dreary 
finery of life. I say, in the wilderness. Once there, what a new 
hanger yonwill feel for nature! Well, all shall be prepared for yon."* 

" No, Basil," said the mother moumfully, " we never meet 
again: mother, sisters, all to you will he as the dead. I suppose 
you have heard 1 .dgatha marries Sir Arthur, and in a few days." 

"If it be so, poor wench!" said Basil. "But I have hope, 
mother ; hope." 

"Of course, Baail, you will come to the ceremony!" 

" And Bessy J "—inquired BasiL His mother made no answer ; 
Basil calmly continued. " Nevertheless, should the wedding-CQp 
Blip from the lip— there are such slips, you know— Aggy shall 
find that her new sister has thought of her — even, I say, in the 
wilderness. I shall leave behind those who will watch you " — 

" Watch 1 " cried Mm. Jericho, impatiently. 

"For a kind purpose," said the son. "And yoa shall see what 
a. house we'll have for you. Oh I yon '11 need it. What a garden ! 
What freedom ! What a new life of happiness and honour — the 
life of the husbandman, a life fed by the bounty of earth, and 
sweetened by the airs of heaven. Good-bye." 

" Oh, Basil ; we shall meet before you — before " — the mother 
could say no more. 

" Oh, yes ; truly yes," and Basil took his mother to bis bosom; 
imd the woman's heart flowed in tears — and pride and vanity, 
and worldly thoughts were, for the moment, conquered. " WUl 
you see Bessy 1 " asked Basil ; his mother responded with a 
pressure of her arms. In a moment, Bessy — answering the call 
of Basil — stood, blushing in the room. 

Mrs. Jericho felt rebuked, humbled, by the sweet, frank, inno- 
cence of the girl. " Bless you, Bessy," she cried ; and kissing her, 
with an effort smiled ; then saying, " Basil, you will see me to the 
door!" hurried down stairs. In a minut*, Mrs. Jericho was in 
her carriage. " Home I " cried Basil, and homewards the lady 
went. And the figure of Bessy still went with her ; the good. 
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h&ppy &ce of the Mr creature tlmt bad atuiled so Hweetlj aX the 
f jraim; of fortane ; that, in the coDfiding purity of her heart, 
seemed invulDerable to evil, — the face went with her; and the 
wife of the Man of Money for the moment bluahed for im 
poaaessious : felt ashamed of her wealth. 

And then she thought of Basil and hia young bride in the 
wildemeas : and the next thought sent the recollection of that 
word — was it scornfully uttered by Baaill — that word"Home" 
through her brain. Never before bad the aound bo jarred npon 
her heart. "Home ! " With what Bad,aulleD thoughts, she now 
considered that magnificent dungeon ; that gorgeous priaou, her 
home. How its splendour came feverishly upon her soul ! How 
littfe was there in that home that consecrawd it from any temple 
where the creed was money, and the worshipper, the world. 

"Home!" a sweet and terrible word. How often may it hare 
made its way into the carriage, sickening youth and beauty with 
ita sonnd^striking cold misery to the poor, aching heart ; some 
sad, church-bargain, receipted by the priest. How often, the 
miserable creature, begging at the carriage-door, koeading the 
mad beneath his naked feet, with all his tattered wretehedneaa 
feels no such [tang as that word "Home" inflicts upon the 
seeming feUcity he prays to. " Home ! " How merrily the hours 
dance onward ! How the heart has forgotten, thrown down ita 
daily load, letting itself be cheated into joy! Still the hours 
glide on, glowing as they pass, and sorrow is tricked into happi- 
□esB. And it may be the dream lastfl until the dreamer departs. 
And then the word "Home " is flung, like a snake, to the victim 
— the daily viper that daily stings. 

And whilst we have hammered out this iron sermon upon one 
kind of home, what a different home have our lovers — Basil and 
Bessy — already made in the wilderness t Basil has talked of all 
he baa purchased, — ploughs, axes, hammers ; all aorts of field 
implements ; aud Bessy has listened with an eamefltnesa that 
tried to understand their separate use. And then Basil had given 
particular ordera for plants and seeds. " For you see, ray love," 
said he, " I intend to take as much of England as we can. 

" To be sure," cried Bessy. " Oh yes ! " 

" And so, I've cuttings of raspberry, and currant, and goose- 
berry ; aud for flowering shrute, rhododendrons, and cameHiaa, 
and roses as various, yea, as the beauty they are the type of." 

"And I too have seen to a great many seeda," aaid Bes^. 
" Above all, I've not forgotten the heart's-ease." 

"That" — said Basil, taking a kiss as the best comment — "that, 
Bessy, I may be always sure of." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Mb. Jericho, as in grittitude bound, was proud of the friend- 
sbip of the Duke of St. George. If, at anytime, Solomon thought 
of the pserage — and we counot deny that his soul did now and 
then hover about the House of Lords — it was his belief that to 
the high party interest of the duke he flhould owe the strawberry 
leaves. Besides, Jericho had hia own personal claims. He was 
religiously observant of the wishes of the Minister, and — if a dog 
could vote — not even that grateful animal would have barked aye 
or no with better docility ; or even with quicker Litelligenoe. 
Again, it was only too plain to Jericho's intimate friends that he 
waa dying for his country. "Parliament is killing that dear 
man," was the frequent cry of Candituft. " He is wasting piece- 
meal," was the complaint of Mizzlemist. "All hia flesh," cried 
Mrs. Jericho, the tears peeping from her eyes, " all his flesh goes 
into those filthy blue books." And this belief became a very 
popular superstition among the crowd of folks who visited the 
aim of Money. His blood and brain, ayu the marrow of the 
senator, all was consumed to reappear in statistical details ; yea, 
his very soul might be recognised by friendship, sympathetic and 
imaginative, sacrificed to printer's ink. And — aa Colonel Bones 
would ask — " What cared the people of Toadaham for the devotion 
of their member I " Whilst Commissioner Thrush declared that 
to stick by his seat with the tenacity of Jericho, was not to sit 
leisurely and like a gentleman for a borough, but to be impaled 
in Parliament. To be sure, Mrs. Jericho waa again and again 
promised by sanguine friends that "Mr. Jericho must aome day 
have a coronet." But hia wife, loath to be comforted, would 
again fall upon her husband's daily waste. " A coronet I Yes ; a 
coronet is all very well, but if the dear fellow dwindlea and 
dwindles in Parliament aa he has done, why— poor creature — 
when the coronet comes, he'll have no head to put in it." An 
impossible case, of course ; and only to be received aa the morbid 
apprehension of coi^ ugal affection. 

It waa a great pity that Jericho's intimacy with the Duke did 
not begin in early youth. Hia Grace himself sweetly confounded 
Jericho by more than once protesting such regret. " My dear 
Solomon," hia Grace would say, and at first all the blood in 
Jericho's body seemed turned into ichor by the condescension, 
" My dear Solomon ; I only wish we had met at College. How- 
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ever," the Duke would add with fortitude, " we wuat make tha 
beat of the time that remains to ua." .And certainly, Jericho 
might take to himself this comfort; at no period of bis life could 
hia friendship have been bo useful to St. George aa at the very 
moment of hia acquaintance. The fact is, the Duke was in debt. 
Debt, indeed, waa hia family distinction. Ail his auceators, from 
Hugh de Gorge — who, to give the slip to hia Norman tailor, came 
with William to Haatings, and cut for himaelf a good slice of land 
with his carving sword — all St. George's anceatora were in debt. 
They were all bom to prodigious billa,just aa other high families 
are bom to thick lipa and elliptic noses. Therefore, we Bay, 
Jericho was now a cherished gueat at Red Dragon House. Two 
days before the marriage of Agatha, the Man of Money passed 
the greater part of the night there : it waa four in the morning 
when he returned home. Of courae, Mra. Jericho thought him 
in ParUameut ; wasting himself^ in her own impatient words, 
upon those wretchea of Toadahani. " And what would they care 
if he killed himself outright in their service ! Why, they'd erect 
nothing to hia memory. Not so much as his statue in gilt ginger- 
bread." At this Mr. Jericho would smile increduloualy ; and in 
hia bitter way, declare a female patriot to be the rareat of 
animals. 

It was late, very late when Jerieho appeared in his library. 
The servant, waiting at the breakfast- tablp, eyed bis master with 
looks of dismay. The honest fellow's teeth chattered as though 
he waa compelled to wait upon a ghost. Jericho observed tha 
condition of the lacquey, and, affronted by hia terror, oi'dered 
Him to quit the room. And the man, it was aftei*wards die- 
covered, rushed to his bedchamber, skinned himself of his livery; 
scratched on his old plain clothes, and-— as though he was making 
off with the silver teapot — aneaked stealthily from the house. 
(That man — if we may quit onr story to say aa much — that man 
is now in Bedlam ; his hopeless madness a belief that hia own 
face is nothing more thanarazor blade. Poorfellow! Evidently 
possessed by the sharpened visage of Jericho, as it cruelly 
gleamed upon him from the breakfaat-table.) 

And there was good reason for this new keenness of the &ce 
divine. Ere Jericho quitted Bed Dragon House, he had lent 
npon the moat satisfactory mortgage — so any way there was land 
for his money — no leas than five-and-forty thousand pounds to his 
Grace of St. Geoi-ge. It was a great sacrifice ; but the Man of 
Money could not withstand it.. Truly an enormous sacrifice ; but 
it should be the last — the last — the very laat. And there waa no 
donbt that the money, lent at such a season, and to such a roan, 
with parliamentary service and the fame of wealth, would bring 
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the peerage ; a baroDetcj Jericho had already refused. A peerage I 
Nevertheleaa, how he had shrunk — how horribly he had dwindled 
— how wretchedly Hmall he had become to purchase it. Aye, — 
how email i He would again measure himself : he would know 
the exact waste. Whereupon Jericho took the allten cord, and 
paased it round hia breast. Why, it would twice encircle bim — 
twice, and a piece to spare. With horror and loathing, Jericho 
fluug the cord in the fire : he would never again take damning 
eridence against himself. Yet, why should he fear ! He lost no 
strength. On the contrary, as hia flesh wasted, his spirit became 
stronger — his passions fiercer. He had waxed in dignity of soul 
— in might and rigour of self-assertion. He bad wholly lost the 
weak, easy-tempered port of himself, and wajs a man of iron wUl ; 
of all-Buhduing energy. And perhaps this w;is the tenor of the 
compact ; the condition of his wealth ; that, as he sloughed the 
fleshy weakness of human nature, hia spirit should be strengthened, 
sublimated to the t«mpor of the diriner creature. His very soul 
glowed and chuckled at the thought ; and thus priding himself, 
in the triumph of his folly, he sat and smiled a ghastly smile, and 
rubbed together his long, thin, bloodless hands. 

" Why, what's the matter, woman 1 " Buddenly cried the Man 
of Money. Mrs. Jericho had abruptly entered the room, and 
ahouted astflDishmect at the spectra of her huaband. " Whafa 
the matler 1 " The woman could not answer : she trembled ; yet 
with a frosty smile tried to overcome her look of ap]ireheusion. 
Somehow, too, the strange manner of the man^his eye and voice 
terrified and thrilled her. " I ask, what's the matter I " 

"Nothing, my dear; nothing," stammered the wife ; "nothing 
if you — you are welL" 

"And why should T not be welll What ails me j" and 
Jericho frowned and rose erect. 

" You were so late at the House, I thought, my love, you must 
be tired ; that is all," murmured Mrs. Jericho. " But my love, 
here is Sir Arthur," and Sir Arthur Hodmadod — the bridegroom 
of to-morrow with the happy Agatha — came smiling into the 
room. Instantly, the smile was struck from his face ; he let fall 
hia cane, and as though lie had looked upon Gorgon, stood with 
fixed eyes, dropt jaw, and face of whitest stone. His bride, with 
instinctive trust, alarmed at the spectre, clutched the coat skirt 
of her betrothed. Mrs. Jericho trembled anew at this new 
display of terror ; and with heroic eflbrt, tried to rattle the 
baronet back to himself. 

" Well, my dear Sir Arthur ; here are you and Agatha, like 
conpled doves. Well, bless ye both," and the gallant woman 
aflijotionately patted the cheek of her future son, and gave an 
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affectionate, bnt gharpisli pinch to her daughter's elieek, poaeibly 
to bring hack the blood. " I only hope, tny loves, that this time 
twenty years yonll keep as close together. But I have no doubt 
of it, none ; " and she violently shook Kodmadod'a hand, and 
gave another pinch to the other cheek of Agatha. 

"No doubt of it," Btaiumered Hodmadod. "Always domestic 
and always together, like knife and fork ; when I say knife and 
fork, of course I mean cup-and-saucer." 

" To be Bare," cried M«. Jericho very cordially. 

"My dear sir," and Hodmadod looked anxiously, warily at 
Jericho ; " heavy dehata last night ; when I say heavy, I mean, 
you spoke of coarse. What a shame it is, Mr. Jericho, tbnt they 
never print your speeches. Shameful. Tliey print much worse, 
I'm sure. Didn't divide till three, I perceive. And with com- 
mittees and all, it's butj:heriDg work. When I say butchering 
work, I mean that I look upon the House of Commons as quite 
a slaughter-house. Best lives of the country aacrificed there. 
Why, now, how ill you look ! " 

"Do you think ao ? " growled Jericho. 

" Shocking Ul. If I were you, I should take the Chiltem 
Hundreds. When I say, Chiltem Hundreds, I mean medical 
advice ; if not. Parliament will kill you. Kill a bulloek ; when 
I Bay a bullock, I don't mean that you're a " — 

" Sir Arthur Hodmadod," roared Jericho ; and the baronet 
1 a tremor, for he had not, though he had industriously 
', talked himself into courage. "Sir Arthur!" Mrs. 
Jericho waa in new twitters, and Agatha, about to fiunt, crept 
closer to her love — "Sir Arthur, I say." 

"Well, sir," answered the baronet very tremnlonsly, 

" I believe you marry that young lady to-morrow 1" 

" It is my rapturous destiny," said Hodmadod, affecting a 
smile. — " When I say rapturous" 

" I know," roared the Man of Money, with bis beat brutality. 
"Now, understand, once and for all, if I permit a jackass to 
many into my family, I do not suffer him always to bray to 
me." And with this Mr. Jericho stalkeii from the room. 

"Jackaaa!" eielaimed Hodmadod — "I must have this ex- 
plained. When he Hays jackaaa of comae he means " — 

" Oh, dear no! " cried Mrs. Jericho, crushing the inference 
in its shell — its goose-shell. 

"Not for a moment, Arthur ; don't believe it," interposed 
Agatha ; and, at the touch of her hand, the lion-hearted Arthur 
dropC hii mane, and the wrathful fire died in his pacific eyes. 

"It's all the debates," cried Mrs. Jericho. "They're wearing 
him to m shadow. He'll never be himself so long as he's in that 



A MAN MADE OF MONEY. 179 

horrid Commons. He mutt retire into the Upper Houae. Hb'h 
lodng all Ills substance in Acta of Farlitimeat. And what — wbst 
indeed does anybody care 1 Except ourselTes," said Mrs. Jericho, 
with self-correction, "eioept onrselves. And, dear Sir Arthor, 
I know your friendship — I know your sympathy ; tliat Mr. 
Jericho, in all his trials, in all his anxieties for the country, that 
be may always depend npon." 

" Always," responded Sir Arthur ; with the better alacrity 
ihat he remembered he vibs about to leave England for a year ; 
or, OS hia bride had mare prettily expressed it to a iriend, " for 
twelve honeymoons." 

Mrs. Jericho left the loTera to themselves. We shall imitate 
the considerate example of Mrs. Jericho. We will not break 
npon the last hour of single life left them to enjoy together. 
The last hour ; for when next they meet, they meet in the very 
handsome and very florid structure of St. Shekel's, there to be 
made one by the welding ministration of Doctor Cummin. 

About to quit Jericho House, Sir Arthur thought himself 
especially favoured by fortune to meet Doctor Stubbs upon the 
doorstep. " Sir Arthur," said the courteous physician, " I wish 
you great joy, though in advance." 

" You're a kind creature, Stubbs ; when I say kind, I was 
juBt thinking of you. That ia, when I eay thiijtiiig of jou, 1 

" My dear Sir Arthur," and Stubbs looked professionally 
anxious, " what is the matter } " 

" Nothing's the matter. — When I say nothing, I never felt so 
odd in my life. Never was married before you know ; and upon 
my word, looking at the church steeple there, it goes up and 
down, and I feel all over sea-sick. Did you feel so, eh 1 " and 
Eodmadod took the arm of Stubbs, and turning from the door, 
■the bridegroom and physician walked gently onward. "Quite 
sea-sick," repeated the Baronet. 

" It'e nothing ; " said the physician, " merely your nerves." 

" That's what I said to myself; only my nerves. Still, it isn't 
pleasant, is it, going to be married ) Not but what I shall be 
happy. Eh 1 Don't you think I shall be happy 1 " asked the 
Baronet ; for in all things he liked to be confirmed by another 
opinion ; he had, perhaps, so little faith in his own. 

" Miss Pennibacker was made to — to — to make you happy : no 
doubt- of it," said Stubbs. 

" When you say made, of course you mean ordered for me. — 
And when — but bless me ! how that steeple does go up and 
down, and how my nerves — they are my nerves you say !— 
tingle too." 
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" Well, well, we must pot that all right," said Doctor Stubba. 
"It won't do for you to take nervea with you to the altar, to- 
morrow. It's the bride's privilege to have nerves. You must 

" I should Uke it, above all things," said Hodmadod. " Ought 
to bo rook at such a time, eh ! " 

"A. piece of manly adiunsnt," responded Doctor Stubbs,Mid 
hii eye twinkled. "Weil, that can be done. That can be done," 
repeated the Doctor slowly, the while he wrote with pencil upon 
a leaf of his pocket-book. " Here, Sir Arthur. This will brace 
you up like a drum," and the Doctor, tearing the prescription 
from his book, handed it to the tremulooa bridegroom. 

Sir Arthur cast his eye upon tlie medicinal Latin ; muttered 
hits of the written spells — "Morph : Acelai. Hyosc^ami. Digi- 
lalit. ^therU Sulphuric. Yes ; I see" — and the patient smiled, 
much comforted. " I see ; quite like a drum. Exactly." 

" There are two doses," said Stubba. " You will take one the 
last thing to-night; and the other when you wake in the morning. 
That will, no doubt, be early," and Stubba laughed. 

"Oh yes," cried Hodmailod, with joyous burst. "Oh yea! 
tJpwith the firat chanticleer. When I say the first chanticleer" — 

" To be sore," said Stubba. " And cow, my dear Sir Arthur — 
why what ii the matter )" 

" Nothing. When I say nothing, you can't thinir how that 
steeple atill goes up aud down. I'm always sink at aea ; but 
never felt so aick as now in all my life. Up and down '. " 

" Aye, aye ; your nerves. Now, pray listen. Yon must keep 
yourself very quiet. Because to-morrow" — Stubbs was the 
smallest of a wag — " to-morrow you have to make a great moral 
demonstration ." 

"Very moral. Marriage, you know. Nothing can be more 
moral. When I aay" — 

"Yea, I apprehend. Therefore, you must be very quiet. 
Because your temperament is excitable. You're very impulaive. 
Your nervea are most delicately strung." 

" Quite so. Often thought it. Smallest thing aeta 'cm tingling. 
I'm quite like an Eolian harp ; played upou by the least breath. 
When I aay"~ 

" To be sure. At thia criaia you must be particularly uarefol. 
Pray attend to me " — the Doctor looked at his watch—" for Tm. 
past my time. When jouVe taken the medicine, do not on any 
account suffer yourself to be disturbed. Be most particular in 
thia. You will then have a sweet, refreshing sleep; and yon 
will wake, as I aay, like a drum. God bless you" — and Doctor 
Stubba shook the Baronet's hand — "like a drum." 
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The Doctor returned to make his call at Jericho House, and 
Hodmadod took bis way to his own abode ; resolved to abut 
himaelF up until summoned bj the chimea to hia bappy fate. 
Still the church steeple, an he pbraaed it iu hia thouglita, ^ent 
op and down in his head ; and he felt an increased sense of the 
uecesaitj of quietude. With atrengthened determination to be 
tranquil, Hodmadod, arrived at home, summoned biavalet to bis 
presence. " Atkins," said Hodmadod, and Atkins stared at the 
soft, subdued manner of his master. Wliat could ail him 1 
" Atkins, you kuow what is about to happen to-raoiTOW." — 
Atkina, reaponding to what he thought the dejection of the 
Baronet, looked grave and shook his bead. " Now, it is mot<t 
necessary to my i-eputation as a man and a rock, Atkins, that I 
should not be disturbed. You understand }" 

" Yea, sir ; to be sure, sir ; not disturbed, air," aaid Atkins. 

"Very well, Then you will go jouraelf, Atkins, and get mo 
that prescription," and Hodmadod gave the document to the 
suspicious retainer. Yos j suspicious. For Atkins had grave 
doubts, as be took his way to the chemist's ; doubta which bia 
fidelity to hia master soon put into language. 

"May I be so bold as to ask if there's anything queer m that 
phymc )" aaked Atkins, with the beat unconcern be could assume. 

" No ; oh no," said the chemist ; and Atkins was greatly 
relieved. "Merely aoothing — merely aoothing." 

And the evening closed in ; and Hodoiadod — though he would 
now and then put bis hand to bis head, by which it waa evident 
that the steeple was atiU there — Hodmadod felt calmer and 
calmer ; indeed, on the whole, happy and resigned. And then 
again ha felt so dull and lonely, that he heartily wished the 
morning was come, and all was well over. Time never moved 
ao heavily. And now the bridegroom ran his fingers along the 
piano — now ha coirected hia whiskers in the glass — now he 
looked at the bracelet that, on the morning, he proposed to 
clasp about the wrist of hia bride. Still the minutea would 
lag i time would limp, as with a thorn in either foot. N'ever- 
theless, Hodmadod did the best to speed him along. It was the 
last evening of bis celibacy. He would try a little reading. In 
LIb time, the Baronet had been a great patron of the ring ; but 
that thoughtleaa time was over. Wh.en htsfaithful valet appeared 
with the night-light, Hodmadod was deep in Boxiana. 

" Everything's ready for the morning," said Atkiua, following 
his master to the room. "Very handsome, sir," said Atkins, 
with the freedom of an old favourite ; " very handsome waistcoat. 
Must make the lady quite proud of you;" and Atkins looked 
admiringly at the delicate vest. " No lady could refuse a. 
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gentleman in such a waistcoat. Not often, sir, the church sees 
anything lilie that." 

" Be silent, Atkina," said Hodnaadod, " Blockhead ! When I 
Bay hloekhead, I mean ass ; and when I aay aaa, I mean you — 
Atkins, Do yon think marriage consiafa in waiatooats 1 When 
I say waistcoats, do you think the holy and blessed state is made 
up of — of — satin and — and" — 

" Not at all, sir," — said the faithful Atkins. 

"Well, then, be silent, anil attend to my last words, or 
nearly" — Atkins stared — "aa a bachelor. I must not be dis- 
turbed. I will ring for you ; but on no account, and for no 
purpose whatever, break in upon me. You understand me, 
Atkina. I have my thoughts to compose — medicine to take — 
and many things to think of. A great moral demonstration to 
make, Atkins ; when I say a moral demonstration, I have to be 
a rock to-morrow ; adamant — moral adamant, at the altar." 

" Must be Hta^ering, sir ; 'specially the first time. But you'll 
go through it, sir," — said the encouraging Atkins — "go through 
it, sir ; with credit to yonraelf, and — and with honour to your 
country." 

"Blockhead, go. And you hear, if yon suffer me to be 
disturbed, the world's before yon. When I say the world's 
before yon, I mean my door is for ever behind yon. Go," and 
Atkins with a bow and a smile departed. Hodmadod prepared 
himself for rest. Yet, for a few minutes, he sat before the 
glass. He took the miniature of Agatha in his hand, and kissed 
it. Then his eye fell upon the soothing medicine ; and aa with 
a new impulse, and pressing the picture, again and again he 
saluted it. Then, laying it down, he took up the anodyne. He 
read the direction, translated by the chemist — " ffalf to 6« 
taken the lout tkiiig at night ; half, the Jirst in tht morninij." 
The whole was very little. Very little. A smile of self 
satisfaction crept over the face of Hodmadod as his eye rested 
on the bottle. He had made a discovery ; had achieved a wise 
thought, and his face was illuminated in token of the triumph. 
And still he considered the bottle ; and silent, his mind tbns 
talked. 

" Very Uttle in the bottle. When I say little, 'twould all go 
in a wine-glass. Half now, half in the morning ! Why 
shouldn't it bo all taken now — all swallowed at once, .and be 
done with t Why make two bites of a cherry ? When I say a 
cherry, I mean physic. It must come to the s^me thing ; must 
do the same work with the nerves, whether swallowed at once, 
or at twice. Then, why shouldn't it do double work I Why not 
do alt the bracing now, and have it over J To be sure. Why, 
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what a, fool that Doctor Stubba moat be — and after all, he 
doean't look bo very wise — what a, fool he must be to divide the 
stuff into two. No, no ; I shall not aejiarate them ; " und 
Hodmadod, with s, laugh, shook the medlcioe — " I ahall not 
separate 'em," talked hia mind — "what the chemist hna mixed 
togethei", let no man separate ;" and, tickled by this timely joke, 
as he thought it, Hodmadod, with a. nod at the miniature, 
swallowed all the anodyne, and made the best of hia way to that 
bed, which he was to leave on. the morning a rock — a piece of 
adamant — moral adamant. 

Magnificently rose the aun, and with the ann roae Agatha, 
" Dprose the sun, and uprose Emilj." 
At earliest ilawn, all Jericho's house was astir ; every servant — 
especially the maids— from the housekeeper t« the smallest maid 
of the kitchen looking upon the day as a day in which she had 
aome most especial interest. Every female heart beat chnrch- 
warda. We will not dwell upon the thoughts of Agatha ; how, 
when she awoke, she already pictured to lieraelf Arthur animated 
and hopefiil ; his face beaming with the like happiness that, she 
ielt it, lightened her own ; how she end a ured anticipate 
the hours, to see through the future it k en 'clock, 

and behold her bridegroom in tha vea ry of St. Sheke g ; the 
appointed place of rendezvous, within a few s p — and all a 
path of flowers — ^to the altar. 

And, we regret to be compelled to conf ss ha a he time 
the bridegroom waa fast asleep ; not even d earn ng he bride 
that waa np and fluttering from lace to lace — from sdk to si!k. 

Time wore on, and the famUy of Jericho were assembled — all 
but Basil. Agatha sighed as she marked his absence ; two or 
three tears came to her eyes ; and then she thought of Arthur, 
and the cruelty of Basil was, on the moment, for^ven and for- 
gotten. Mr. Jericho put hia best face upon the day. He looked 
shining and aa iiill as he well could be, of content. If his face 
was sharp, it was — for the occasion — polished. Mrs. Jericho 
had resolved to part with her daughter with dignified fortitude, 
Monica was all resignation to her own disappointment^ and her 
sister bridesmaid, the Hon. Miss Candituft, pensive but proud ; 
with a furtive look of mischief in her eye, as it feE upon the 
unconscious Agatha. And all the party were prepared ftit 
church. 



Atkins had twice or thrice listened at his master's door ; and 
BtiE his master slept. Atkins looked at his watch, and 
astounded at the hour. Still the bridegroom slept. Atkins 
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ttoDght he would rouse hU nuuter ; and thaa he thought of bis 
nuat^r's etem coinniiui'l aod threat ; thought too of the profitB 
of hie place, and therefore let the bridegroom sleep. 

The carriages rolled from Jericho House on their way to the 
ehuroh. The white bowa ahoue ou the servantB ; the lilj for a 
minate triumphed In the face of the bride. St. Shekel's opened 
on the bridal compan j. The heart of Agatha beat thicker at the 
church-door. 

Atkins again listened at the chamber, again and again j not n 
aonnd. The medidne — the drags ! A horrid suspicion — despite 
of the warranty of the chemist — ehot all through the valet. 
Along every nerve, throughout every bone of hia body — as he 
afterwards declared — a dreadful doubt of double-dealing ; of 
cowardly evasion of the hymeneaJ engagement by means oi 
poison. Atkins entered the chamber. 

The bridal party ascended the steps of SL Shekel's. The 
looks of Agatha hungered for her love : hungered, though beut 
upon the church stones. Expectation, to the tips of Agatha's 
fingers, awaited the hand of Arthur to press her hand. The 
bridal party entered the vestry. 

Atkins stept stealthily to the bedside, The bridegroom was 
in such a sweet, deep sleep, it seemed to Atkins a ain and a 
shame to wake him to be married. 

The bridegroom had not arrived. Agatha looked all round 
the vestry ; again and again scrutinised its dimensions ; and still 
refused to believe the Juggling evidence of her senses. "Not 
arrived!" cried Mr. Jericho, looking fiercely at the clerk. 
"Impossible!" said Mrs. Jericho. "Extremely ungallant," 
whispered Monica. "Hell be here in a minute," said the Man- 
Tamer. " Perhaps," said Miss Candituft, " perhaps he has 
mistaken the church." The bride, of course, said nothing. 
"Here he is," cried Mizzlemist, the door opening; and the 
heart of the bride opening with it. A false alarm. It was not 
the bridegroom : it was the beadle. The clerk was wanted by 
Doctor Cnmmin. 



Atkins stood at the bedside, and i 
determined to wake his master. " Sir, 
late, indeed, sir," cried Atkins. 

"If the bridegroom doesn't 



^solving with himaeli^ 
sir, it's lata — it's very 
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Man of MoDe}r, " I do not think I can permit tLe bi'ide to stay 
& moment longer." " Now, my dear," eaid Mrs. Jeriuho, " you 
Are BO impatient. There muat be aome atraoge mistake — per- 
hapa, aome accident." " Yes, mamma, I'm aura that's it — 
aome accident," said poor Agatha ; and then the teari ran freely 
dowii her cheeka. Poor little aoul ; Ixer heart 'waa breaking ; 
nevertheless, Miaa Candituft — cruel brideamaid ! — amiled aa iu 
revenge and scorn. " Thia ia infaiooua i" ahouted Mr. Jericho, 
with every moment wasing wrathfal, 

"You'll be past the time, air; you will really," and AtkiDB 
ahook his master. "I know all about it," grunted Hodmadod. 
"Steeple atill up and down — atill in my head," and the bride- 
groom again lapaed into the depths of aleep. Atkina ahook, but 

" Thia appears to me," said Jericho, " a premeditated affront. 
All a plan to inault your daughter, Mrs. Jericho ; to inault thu 
family; to insult me. I wlah the devil may" — "Beg your 
pardon, sir," said the clerk; "but you must remember where 
you are ; can't admit of such langusge here." Mr. Jericho 
drew himself up to reply ; but could not a[>eak. At length his 
wordless acorn eipioded in a burst of laughter. "This is 
shameful," cried the clerk. " Brawling in church." " My dear 
air, it is vexing," eaid Mizzlemiat with quick knowledge of the 
Bccleaiaatical law — " but control your feelings." " Aod why — 
why should I control them V roared Jericho—" I auppose I can 
afford to pay for them. The bride ahall not stay to be iusulted ; 
the young lady shall not remain a minute longer." Dear Agatha! 
Then might be aeen the little loves, with blubbered cheeka, 
wtting squat among her orange flowers: picking bud and blos- 
som, and with sobbings, dropping them upon the vestry floor. 
And every minute gave new fire to Misa Canditult'a eye — new 
red to her cheek — new fulnesa to her Op. 

" Why, sir, air," cried Atkina, again ahaking the bridegroom; 
"you're to be married to-day, sir; and it's past the time. 
Have you forgot, airl" "I know all about it," snorted Hod- 
madod ; " Boouudrel — diaobeyed my orders— leave my service — 
world before you — all before you ;" and with thia, delivered 
very aomnolently, Hodmadod rolled over upon his aide, and 
would not awake. " I aee how it is," thought Atkins, " He 
haa turned the roatter over in bia mind ; be baa thought better 
of it, and this is his plan to get off the match." And Atkiua 
had his own reaaona for approving of his maater'a detenul- 
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CHAPTEK XX. 



Ab St. Shekel's clock atruck twelve, the bridegroom awoke. 
Heavily yawning, he called for Atkina. The faithful creature, 
hovering about the door, immediately entered the room. 
"Atkins, what's o'clock !" demanded Hodmadod. 

AtkiuB, afraid to give a direct reply, said, " Clock, sir ? ha, 
air ! don't you know 1 " 

"How the devil should I know?" aaked Hodmadod, still 
yawning, and then stretching himself, and roUing backwards 
and forwards, half atupified by sleep. "What's o'clock 1" 

" Why, sir " — Atkina was afraid to speak — " why, sir, it 'a pant 
twelve o'clock." 

" Past twelve, eh ) Past twelve," grumbled Hodmadod, very 
drowsily. 

" Do you recoUect, sir," and Atkins timidly approached the 
subject—" do you at all recoUect, sir, anything you had to do 
this morning 1" 

" Hm ! " grunted Hodmadod, with half-closed eyes. 

Hereupon Atkius took up the bridal waistcoat, and shaking 
it — quite as if he meant nothing — and smoothing it in the face 
of Hodmadod, repeated the queation. The bridegroom's eyes 
gradually fixed themselves upon the snowy garment : light, and 
with it consciousness, gleamed within them. Suddenly, Hod- 
madod sat bolt upright in bed, and violently and rapidly 
exclaimed — " Atkins, tell me, Atkins ! Wasn't I to be married 
this morning 1" 

" This looks a httle Uke it, sir," said Atkins, at arm's length 
exhibiting the waistcoat. 

Then Hodmadod, with a groan, fell back in his bed, and 
cried — " Atkins, Stuhbs has poisoned me ; when I say poisoned 

"My dear feUow," exclaimed Candituft, bursting into the 
room ; " how delighted am I at last to find you ! What is the 
matter I Poison ! Attempted suicide I No doubt, to avoid this 
marriage. I always thought your heart was not in it. But 
wherefore poison 1 " 

"When I say poison, I mean — look there"— and Hodmadod 
pointed to the phial. " Stubba prescribed it ; two doses, oi 
night, one in the morning. Thought it quite the same to take 
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'em both at once — they were ouly to streagtiien my nerves, acd 

" I Bee ; B, nnrcotic. A double dose hua been a, tremendona 
sleeping-draught," said Candituft. " My dtnr friend — 'tis a 
mercy you ever woke again, I have otily just left tha 
JericLoa." 

"There's no time to loae," ciied Hodmadod ; "I feel dread- 
ftilly stupid with the physic ; when I say stupid, I mean I'll be 
up, dresaed, and ready for church directly." 

" Too late, ray dear boy," roid Candituft with touching 
solemnity. " I came before to seek you— hut your valet" — 

"Acted according to orders, sir," said Atkins. "Sir Arthur 
knows that. He must clear me," and assured of this, Atkios, 
with the fullest self-satisfaction, left the room. 

" Too late ! How do you me»n too late ? " cried Hodmadod. 
" Never too late to marry." 

" Too late to-day. We wailed for you aa hour ; a full liour in 
the church," said Candituft. 

"What a wretch I ami" esclaimed Hodmadod, striking the 
clothes with his fist ; " when I say a wretch, I mean a brute not 
fit to see the light," and executing bis own sentence, he rolled 
bid head in the blankets. " Not tit to see the light," he howled 
through the bed-cloth ea. 

"Come, you must be comforted," said Candituft. "Never- 
theless, it was a dreadful sight in the vestry. Enoujjli to melt a 
heart of atona" Hodmadod groaned. " Mr. Jericho all colours 
with rage. Mrs. Jericho atUl smiling, confident to the last." 
Hodmadod, with much emotion, shook his leg; and in smothered 
voice bellowed—" I don't deserve it," Cftndituft continued. 
" Monica all tears. My sister — dear ^ri ! — only thoughtful of 
the happiness of others ; r^ardleas of her own aufferings — but 
I will not dwell upon that — my sister, I aay, doing all she could 
to engage the attention of Agatha." 

"And — and — Agatha!" asked the culprit through the 
blankets. There was no answer. — " Yea — my dear friend — tell 
me all her sufferings," cried Hodmadod in muflled voice — " all." 

" Well, I must say this much in her praise," answered CandL- 
tuft, " she bore the delay with the greatest patience." Gradually 
Hodmadod unrolled his head from the blankets. " She talked and 
chatted away the time in the prettiest and pleasauteat manner." 

"You don't aay sol" cried Hodmadod, again showing his 
heated face to the light, and staring in the eyes of the cool and 
traitorous Candituft. " You don't say so 1 " 

" It might have been to disguise her real feelings," aaid 
Canditoft, "Nevertlielesa, I must say, it did not seem like it. 
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No ; t!ie fortitude Heemeii genuine. I know your partitdit; — 
you iiku women with such philosophy." 

"No, I don't," cried Hodmadod savagely. "When I say I 
don't like 'em, 1 meau I hate 'em." 

" It's my mistake, my dear Mend. Well, where waa 1 1 Oh, 
wall — we waited the hoar ; and whea the clock etruck wa left 
the church," repeated CanditufC 

" And Agatha 1 " moaned Hodmadod. 

" Why, the little heroine skipped into her carriage, happy as a 
bird."— 

" She's a flirt — a jilt " — cried Hodmadod. " I'm very much 
obliged to Doctor Stubba." 

" Do you really feel an obligation fur that double dose V asked 
Caiidituft. 

" I do — I do ! " shouted Hodmadod, and he shook Candituft's 
nand, and in despair again rolled iiimaelf up m the bed-clothea. 

It waa a very wicked mmour ! A. vile and cruel insinuation ! 
And when we are made to feel the conibined meanness and 
wickedness of such a slander ; when we are oppicssed by the 
power of such calumny j when our spirit faints beneath a sense 
of the poiaou, bow apt we are to wish the world at once at an 
end, that truth may vindicftte its lagting triumph. " Shut the 
book, my dear" — it was thus an old man spoke to bjn grand- 
child, reading a chronicle of atrocity ; of blood, and (ire, and 
infanticide, and the rest — "shut the book, my child, and let us 
pray for the Judgment." 

Poor little Agatha ! When she was assured by several bosom 
friends that it waa well known throughout the world that Sir 
Arthur Hodmadod had taken poison — only, happily, a powerftil 
constitution had triumphed over tlie deadly dose — poison for 
the sole, determined purpose of avoiding marriage with Miss 
Agatha Pennibacker, she wished at once to aink into her grave, 
to be well quit of a world that could coin and circulate such a 
wicked, wicked counterfeit. Nevertheless, Hodmadod did not 
show himself at Jericho House. What then ! Good Doctor 
Btiibbs gave ddly intelligence of his amending health. Still, 
Hodmadod did not write ! Why, no ; Stubba had forbidden him 
any mental exercise soever; hia nerves were still in a jangle, and 
pen and ink were luxuries, in his delicate condition, not to be 
tasted. Agatha continued to be assured of the devotion, the 
unalterable passion of Sir Arthur. And she was willing to 
believe it. Nevertheless — her heart would whisper as nmch in 
her bosom— nevertheless, the smallest of notes would have been 
thankfully received from the dearest of lovem, and still not a 
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line from Sir Arthur ! Not a ayllalile to give hope of Uia speedy 
convaleacence ! Not even a hint of an early day to carry out 
the beautiful intention, so disaBtronsly marred at the very foot 
of St. Shekel's altar. Well ; a knowledge of the wicked trath 
oppresses us, and without further delay, we will at once make 
known the treachery of Candltuft and the falsehood of the 
Baronet As Agatha's heart is, for a time, doomed to be broken, 
the blow Toay as well come down at once. The earlier the 
damage, tke sooner the repair. 

"It is enongh to make a man leave civilised life, and wear 
goatskins," — said Canditufl, on his next visit to Hodmadod — 
" to know and feel the malignity of the family of man." 

"Certainly," said Hodmadod, "it's a family that will pick 
one another to pieces. ^Vhen I say pick " — 

" To be sure. Now, what do you imagine, my dear friend — 
what do you conceive to be the cause of your deferred marriage 
with the beautiful Agatha 1 " 

"■WTiy, tie physio — tbesleepingdranght. Morphine, wsBnt it!" 
asked the innocent Hodmadod. 

" To be sure : but tlie world will not have it ho. No — no. The 
world declares that you had thought better of the business" — 

"Yes J " cried the Baronet, a little impatient. 

"And between the bride and poison, choae the drug," and 
Canditufl spoke as one disgusted. 

" Impossible 1 It can't be '. " esclaimed Hodmadod. 

" My dear friend, I will not suffer myself to tell you how this 
falsehood is propped — buttressed up I may say — by other lies. 
I heard it avowed — malignantly avowed — that if you should, 
even now, marry Miss Penailmcker, the young lady will be 
indebted for a husband, not to his own choice, but entirely to a 
Btomaeh-purap." 

" But it isn't true, you know," said the Baronet. 

"What matters truth to a scoffing world 1 I must, however, 
say that some— indeed a great many — excellent people were most 
kind, most sympathetic. They entirely belieTed in the innocence 
of your mistake : they kindly attributed your swallowing a 
double dose to the unruBecting fervour of a lover. But at the 
same time, they one and all declared, that in their opinion, the 
finger of fate was in it." 

"Whenyouaay the finger of fate, you mean, — I was sent to sleep 
by the kindness of Providence ) " 

"Exactly so. In a word, it is evident " — say reflecting people 
— " it is evident that Sir Arthur was not to marry Miss Psnui- 
backer." 

And — to be brief — the people were right. Foi", in a few days. 
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Sir Arthur wedded with Miss Candituft. And, when Agatha 
most needed the protection of a hnsband I For never bad Mr. 
Jericbo shown himself such aruthleasand intolerable tjrant. Tba 
serrantH began to declare he was mad, and sncli sad belief every 
hour gained ground with Jericho's familj, Mra. Jericho thought 
she would seek counsel of Basil ; and then she feared to diicover 
all her bodings to liim. Again ; it might be only another of the 
frantic fits that had of late shaken her helpmate ; altbongh this 
time the insanity took a more terrible development. 

The Man of Money, though he had controlled his indignation, 
quitted St. Shekel's church an enraged and wounded individual. 
Yea ; wounded in his delicate sense of money. Sir Arthnr 
Hodtnadod had abown to the world his contempt of the alliance 
— had proclaimed hia indifference, bis acorn of Solomon Jericho 1 
The alight, the insult put upon the bride, was of httle account — 
the blow was aimed at the father-in-law through the daughter. 
Already the Man of Money thought of pistols; and then, the risk 
of another bole through hia monetary heart made him at once 
resolve upon peace. For two days Jericho considered with him- 
self; brooded in silence over his new design. At length be was 
resolved. At length, he made the true discovery of the true 
value of wealth. The value was power — not show. Now this 
great and ori^al diBoovery, aa his disordered brain believed it, 
worked on him with the rage of madness. It was now his fond 
conviction that the money he bore about him, carried with it an 
immortal principle ; if he ceased to exhaust hin heart — his bank 
of life — he should live for ever. He would, therefore, not draw 
another note ; no ; not another. He would live upon what he 
had. He would turn the foolish superfluities about him into 
liardj tanpble money. He would enjoy avarice ; for avarice was 
power. The miser was the ragged king, and the finest of fools 
were his merest subjects. And with this thought, Jericho 
wandered throughout his house ; now muttering, now talking, 
and now threatening the types and shows of wealth about him. 
He would no longer feed the eyes of the world — a perilous waBte 
— but govern men with a golden sceptre. " Why, it was a 
vnnity — a miserable vanity — the stupid pride of the peacock 
to spread before the world a splendid show ! Now, the magpie 
was a wiser creature that concealed its treasures." And then 
he — the Man of Money — had had enough of public homage. 
He would therefore turn miser, and make men look upon 
his outside wretchedness with wander ; make them bow and 
simper to his very tatters. Again, mystery ever hung about 
the miser ; for it was the serf-like weakness of the poor to multiply 
his riches. 
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" Mrs. Jericho," said the Man of Money. The trembling wife 
had been aummoned to receive her husband's ordpra. She had 
flcftrcelj power to meet the eyes of her helpmate. In two days, 
twenty years seemed to have gathered upon him. His facp looked 
brown, thin, and withered aa the last year's leaf. Hia whole 
body bent and swayed like a piece of paper, moved by the air, 
Aa he held hia hand aloof, the light ahone through it. Basil's words 
again Bounded in the woman's ears : it was plain, there waa some 
horrid compact between her lord and the infernal powers ; or — it 
waa all aa one— the tyranny of conacience had worn him to his 
present condition, 

"Mrs. Jericho, madam, you will instantly bring me all yonr 
diamonds— jewellery — all. Give tlie like orders toyour daughteraj 
the mincing harpies that eat me." 

"My dear — my love ! " cried the wife. 

" My love ! Well, well, you mean the same thing ; but the 
words should not be ' my love ' — but ' my money.' " 

" You are not well, Solomon, You have been vexed by this 
disappoiDtment ; you have taken it too much to heart," stam- 
mered Mrs. Jericho. 

" To heart ! ha ! ha ! Tery well — be it so. Heart and pocket, 

" My dear, let me aeml for Dr. Stubbs." The wife ghrinkingly 
approached the Man of Money, and — timidly as a wood-nymph 
might put her hand upon a wolf — was about to encircle wili her 
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eck of Jericho. 

" Away with you ! I'll Lave 
sei-peutfl that wind about a rat 
tiotts. Away with you, and do ! 
treaaures — all. And your min. 
And instantly." 

"Yes, my love; to be sure," said Mrs. Jericho ; forahewasall 
but convinced that Solomon's reason waa gone, or going. It was 
best and wisest for the time to be calm with him — to humour 
him. "And why, my love, do you wish for these things ) Of 
coarse, you shall have them. But why ? " 

"To turn them into money, madam," cried Jericho, rubbing 
hishanda. "We have had enough of the tom-foolery of wealth — 
I now begin to hunger for the aubstance. I'll do without fashion. 
Ill have power, madam i power." 

"Yes, Solomon ; certainly. But tell me, dearest, ia not faahion 
power V asked the wife, essaying a smile. 

"The power of a fooL Amlafooll" the wife raised her 
hands forbidding the thought, " What's all this show — all this 
outside tmmpery 1 Do I enjoy it } Am I the master of it 1 " — 
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" Yes, loTe ; of course," said Mrs. Jericho. 

" 1 Bay no — do. The foola, the wretchea who come about us 
— 'tia theirs, aa much as ffline. To aee it is to have it. Now 
why should I rob myself to feed the eyea of asses I No : I'll 
have all my money all to myaelt I'll keep the power in my owa 
handa — in my owii haniJa. I'll raise an army, an army, 
madam ;" and Jericho chuckled, and his wife was more conrinced 
of hia increasing lEsanity. "Now, woman, do jou know what an 

"Of courae, my dear ; I should hope a 
tried to coax the madmaii. 

" I mean, the rich man'a army ; the misc. 
Now I propose to raise — let me see — let mi 
million of fighting men." 

"Mad ! Past hope — mad 1 " thought the wife in despair. 

"Do you hear me, woman 1 " roared the Man of Money, and 
he shook like a green flag in the wind. 

" Yea, loTO ; every word — every ayllalile. Of course ;" and 
again the wife trembled. 

"Two millions of fighting men. And Iiow will I raise them 1 
Why, there's your jewela ; the jewela — for I'll have every stone 
of 'em — of those kittens, your daughtera," — 

(" If I could only manage to send for Dr. Stubba," thought 
Mrs. Jericho.) 

" Then there's this house and all its lumliering trumpery. And 
— and— that cnrsed hermitage you made me buy for the lime I 
was to ha Prime Minister of England." — 

("Oh that Doctor Stubba wonld make a morning call!" 
silently prayed the wife.) 

" I shall turn all — all into fighting men. And such men ! Ha ! 
ha! they are never killed i no— no ; they multiply. Yes — yes" 
— and Jericho hent hia head, and joined his hands, "they 
increase and multiply." 

(" He shall not be left alone," determined Mrs. Jericho, with a 
shiver.) 

"And these millions of fighting men are men with the 
royal stamp upon 'em, Mrs. Jericho ; men who sing a 
continual chorus Dei gratia ; men, who it znay be, kill — kill 
upon fields of parchment : kill dead, dead aa the aheep that 
carried the skin, — what then ? all's clean and dear, not a drop 
of blood," 

" No. Oh, no ; not a drop " — said Mrs. Jericho. Poor 
bewildered woman I What could she say I 

" Now, when I make myself the general of these two millions 
of golden men, I send them out — aome o 
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another. Some to (io aerviee for young htirs, and eat 'em after- 
wanls. Well, they return to me. They come home, bringing 
prUocers ; other golden captivea. Every soldier hia one, or two, 
or three soldiers. Eh 1 " 

" Yes, love ; of course," assented Mrs. Jericho. 

" And therefore, madam," cried Jericho with ferocity — " there- 
fore, we will have no more of this trumpery to waste upon others. 
No ; I will have the power — the power in my own hands. I will 
have my fighting milliona of good gold pieces ; and — though 
we live in a hovel, and all of us wear sackcloth, as we all 
Bliall "~ 

" To be sure, my dear," said Mrs. Jericho, and she could not 
help it— she thought of a strait- waistcoat. 

"Why, evett then, when folka point at me, crawling about in 
outside beggary — even then the world shall acknowledge me to 
he greater than Csaar, with all his legions." 

" Yes — yes — dear," sighed Mrs. Jericho. 

" Ociar, with all his legions," repeated the man possessed : and 
he ])oised himself in his chair as upon a throne ; and called into 
his shadowy face, as he belinved, an imperial look of money. 
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CHAPTER XXI, 

Lbavihb Bang Jericho anointed, crowned with wealth; wealth, 
the sceptre in his right hand ; wealth, the ball of the world, in 
his left; we must beutowour thoughts upon afewofthesulgect 
people, who from time to time have appeared in these pages. We 
therefore speed our way to the frigate-built ship, Halcyon, Captain 
Goodbody, commander. One minute, reader, and arm-ia-arm we 
stand upon the deck. 

Some dozen folks with gay, dull, earnest, careless, hopoftil, 
wearied looks, spy ahont the ship, their future abiding-place 
upon the deep for many a day. Some doaen, with different 
feelingly shown in different motions, enter cabms, dip below, 
emerge on deck, and weave their way among packages and 
casks, merchandise and food, lying in labyrinth about. The ship 
ia in most aeemly confuaion. The landsman thinks it impossible 
she can he all taut upon the wave iu a week. Her yards are all 
80 up and down ; and her rigging iu such a tangle, such disorder; 
like a wench's looks after a mud game at romps. Nevertheless, 
aiv Goodbody's word is as true as oak. On tlie appointed 
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day, tbe ekies permitting, the frigate-built Halcyon, with hnj 
white wings spreadj will drop down the Thames — down to the 
UlimitniLle sea. 

She carrioH a glorious freightage to the Antipodes ; English 
hearts and English sinens. Hope and strength to conquer and 
control the waste, tamingit to iwefnlneBsand beauty. Slie carries 
in her the seed of English cities ; with English laws to orown them 
free. She carries with her the strong, deep, earnest music of the 
English tongue ; a mosic soon to be nniversal as the winds o{ 
heaven. What should fancy do in a London Doek ! AH is so hard, 
material, positive. Tet there, amid the tangled ropes, fancy will 
behold — clustered like birds— poets and philosophers, history 
men and story men, annalists and legalists, English all, bonnd 
for the other side of the world, to rejoice it with their voices. 
Put fancy to the task, and lancy will detect Milton in the 
shrouds ; and Shakspeare, looking sweetly, seriously down, 
pedeHtalled upon yon main-block. Spenser, like one of his 
own fairies, swings on a brace ; and Bacon, as if in 
philosophic chair, sits soberly upon a yard. Poetic heads of 
every generation, from the halfnsowled brow of Chaucer to 
the periwigged pate of Dryden, from bonneted Pope to 
nightcapped Cowper — fancy sees them all — all ; aye, from the 
long-dead day of Edward to the living hour of Victoria ; sees 
them all gathered aloft, and with fine ear lists the rustling of 
ihtax bays. 

Such passengers, however, aro apt to steal their transit, 
paying no shilling to owners. We have therefore given aufScient 
— more thiin sufficient — paper and ink to their claims upon us. 
For here are passengers, crossing from the wharf to the deck ; 
good folks journeyed frora Primrose Place to inspect their some- 
time house upon tbe wave. Cairaways and Basil have, on former 
visits, inspected every nook andcomerof the .ffofo^jt, and there- 
fore tread the deck with aa assured manner, as though they 
already felt themselves at home. And Bessy, with happy face, 
and sparkling eyes, looks vivaciously aronnd, as though she was 
truly surprised by the excellent accommodations, the comforts 
and conveniences, manifest at a glance. Poor Mrs. Carrawaya 
tries to smile, but shudders at the dirt miA confusion ; and then, 
casting a hopeless Sook at the tangled ropes, fairly sighs in 
despair at the dreadful untidiness about her. 

"A magnificent vessel, my dear," says Carraways. " Her first 
voyage, too," 

" Very pretty, indeed, Gilbert," falters the wife. 

"Beautiful, isn't, she, mamma } " cries Bessy, exulting in the 
powtive loveliness of the craft. 
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" A noble ship, madaio," saya Basil ; " and everybody predicta 
ssBwift OS abinl." 

Mra. CftirawHja glances aloft, then sidewavfl ; tlien sliding her 
hand under the arm of her husband, she asks a little tremulously, 
" Do you think, Qilhert, she is quite safe 1 The lirat voyage ! Of 
course, somebody must go the first voyage. StJll,.do you feel con- 
fidentabe is safe 1" 

"Safe as the arlr,mydear," answers Carraways, with ajoound 
laugh, squeezing bis wife's arm at the sune time. 

" And how long" — Mrs, Carraways had already twenty times 
put the self-same query — "how long shall we be shut up in this 
ship 1 I meaii,how long will the voyage" — 

" Oh, Captain Goodbody will pledge his name and fame ad a, 
sailor," — cries Carrawaya — " not more than four months. 
Perhaps, a bare sixtflen weeks. Why, what's the matter ) " 

"Nothing, dear ; nothing," says the wife, with a blank taee. 
"It's the — the smell of the tar — the pitch — it always made my 
heart sink ; but — it's very strange — never bo much as now." 

" How very odd, mamma ! " Eries Bessy ; " bat you will think 
me a carious creature. Upon my word, I think the odour rather 
pleasant ; indeed, positively agreeable," and the bride inhaled 
the pitched deck and tarred ropes ss tliough she stood in a rose- 
gardec. Beaay's raloroiiB nostril made ev*n Ler mother amile 
through her paleness ; and Carraways with a laugh declared the 
girl ought to have been bom a mermaid. Basil with proud 
and glowing looks, sOently listened to the enthusiasm of his 
betrothed. 

"I never dii) see a place in such a litter," saidftfra. Carraways, 
looking with the eye of housewife at the crowded, scattered deck. 
"And all those ropes, Gilbert ; why, they never can get them out 
of tangle by the time they say." 

" Never fear, lass ; sailors can do anything. All they have to 
do with time is to beat it. But come, let ua look over our house. 
As we are to be tenants for some weeks, yon'll like to aee the 
drawing-room and dining-room ; the parlours, the kitchens, the 
gaiTeta ; and all the other conveniences of the dwelling. And let 
me tell you, it has one capital recommendation ; it has no taxes. 
Basil, lad, show the way." 

Basil, with Besay under his arm, immediately proceeded to 
make the best of the way to the principal cabin. This, through 
a zig-zag path of various cargo, was at length accomplished ; and 
the foar stood in some dork place, in which one candle, with 
funereal wick, survived sullenly in the gloom. 

"Tliis," said Basil, very boldly, "is the «tate cabin." 

" Oh ! " said Mrs. Carraways. 
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"It's Jark DOW, niamma," said the hopeful Besay, " because 
the docks and the — the other ships are close at the windows; 
but when we are at sea, of course it will Ije beautiful. Such & 

" No doubt, Bessy," cried her fiither. " Here you'll sit and see 
the dolphina and the flying-fish, nnd the stormy petrels, and the 
— the — that is, all the other aea-sights." 

" Very, very interesting indeed," sighed Mrs. Carraways. 

" The place, it must be owned," said Basil, " is a little gloomy 
at present. In faj;t, cabins always are, in dock. But I asi!ure yoo 
my dear madam, when once wide at sea, and tl'om the windows 
here you look out and behold a wide, wide wilderness of 
waterj bine or green, now intermingled with the red flood of 
morning, now created with the white foam of noon, uow deepened 
with the golden sunset — with staj- by star coming out, like 
angel eyea, to smile good night upon you — I do assure you, my 
dear mother, that then the place will show a very, very 
different aspect." 

" Yea : I dare say," confessed Mrs. Canxiways ; and she felt 
she could confess no less. 

" Oh, it will be beautiful," cried Bessy, and her hopeful, cordial 
voice sounded s^^eetly through the miserable, musty gloom, 
" Beautiful t^ sit here, and work, and read ; and watch the 
changes of the sea ; the albatrosses, and the coral reefa, and all 
the ocean wonders. Beautiful I " 

" And now we'll go below," said Carraways ; for he felt the 
contrast of the present and the future a little too glowing for bia 
wife ; whose only answer to the rapturea of Beaay waa a deeper 
sigh. 

"Where are we going now ? " asked Mrs. Carraways, as she 
auflered herself to be led in and out of what she called the 
shocking litter upon the deck, " Yea ; I recollect — down 

" A very noble ship, indeed ; beautiful — very beautiful," said 
Carraways, pausing, and looking about him, in his way 
to the companion-ladder ; for he felt that the dreadful 
moment, the fearful instant of trial was at hand ; and there- 
fore ventured to deliver himself of a triumphant flourish upon 
the majpificence of the floating prison in general, ere be intro- 
duced his wife to her dark, close berth ; her condemned cell for 
many, many weeks. 

" Many more stairs ) " naked Mrs. Catrawaja, having taken 
about three in her descent. 

"None ; that is, none to speak of)" answered her husband ; still 
and still descending. " Here we are," he cried at length. " Fu\b 



lai A MAN HADE OF MONEY. 

and taomj betveen decks. Nothing can be mure airy," said Car- 
r&waf 9, taking oif bis hat. 

" I feel aa if I should faint," said Mrs. Carraways. 

"Adjuirablj ventilated," observed tbu husband. 

"I had no idea it could be bo nice," said Bessy, and she looked 
with as much hope, as much sweet cheerfnluesa about her, as 
Ihougli she stood in her own old, early summer bower; the 
playplace of her childish days, 

"Here are the cabins," and Carraways opened a door, and 
showed in a sort of long box two opposite rows of boards. 

"Cabins! My dear Carraways," cried the desponding wife ; 
"why, they're like Hteheu ahelyes, and not a, bit broader. I 
couldn't sleep in one of them" — 

"Oh yes, mamma," cried Bessy, "I'm sure they're much 
broader than they took," Still Mrs. Carraways considered that 
shelf whereupon for four months she was to be laid aside, witb a 
troubled eye— a very rueful face. " And, after all, I've no doubt, 
mamma, with a little use they're much nicer than a bed." 
Carraways said nothing ; but made up his month, as though con- 
templating the enjoyment of a whistle. "Very mnch nicer than 
a bed, especially at sea. And if the ship should ever go np and 
down — I say if it should — why, it's impossible to fall out with 
tliis ledge to the shelf. Nothing conld be more considerate ; 
nothing could be more comfortable." The face of Mrs. 
Carraways gradually relented at the cheerful voice of Bessy : by 
degrees, too, it took a somewhat comic look ; there was, in truth, 
positive fun peeping through its sadness, and breaking np iia 
shadow. And Bessystill continued eloquent upon the unintrusivs 
advantages of a shelf^as Carraways avowed to himself not much 
broader than a boot-jack — over the ostentations pretensions of 
any bedstead soever. " I'm sure, I shouldn't wonder, mamma, 
when you've become quite used to this, if you ever care to sleep 
upon a bedstead ag^n." 

Here Mrs. Carraways burst into a hearty laugh. Tho affeo- 
tionate exaggeration of Bessy was not to be resisted ; and bet 
mother, with tears in her eyes and langhter at her lips, threw 
her arms about Bessy's neck, and doatingiy kisaed her. "Yes, 
my love ; yes, my ovm Bessy ; I will see everything with your 
own good, glad eyes. 1 ought to do so ; and I will, love, from 
■Hiis moment." And, in very truth, it was delightful to see with 
what instant earnestness Mrs. Carraways set about the good 
work. She, who went below, moping and dim, and sad, returned 
to the deck with such smiling looks, that they fell like sunlight 
upon her husband and the lovers. The whole party looked aa 
though they had coma to secure berths for a voynge to Utopiaor 
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Atlantis ; with tiie furtlier delight that there were kindred and 
friends gone thither long before, and anxioualy expecting them. 
The party mounted the poop of the vessel, and Mrs, Carrawaya 
declared it would he a very beautiful place in fine wealher 
to bring her knitting, and to work there and watch the birds and 
fishes. And the ship's deck, that, a while past, was in Euch 
a dreadful litter, was recouaidered with a very tolerant 
eye. Nay, we wiU not avouch that even the pitch and tar 
bad not, within a few minutes, contracted a sweet and flowery 
odour — a whiff of iilac or violet— deemed impoasible before. 
In a word, everything about the Halcyon was better than 
Hope — even were she a royal academician — could have painted 
it. And when Captain Qoodbody, in the forepart of the ship, 
waa pointed out to Mrs. Carrawaya ; the aaid Captain at tha 
time emjdoyed dancing up and down at arm's length an 
infant passenger of some eight or nine months' worldly expe- 
rienee ; and dancing tlie little one, chuckling and crowing in 
concert with hia playmate, — when, we say, Mrs, Carraways saw 
the commander of the Halcyon so genially employed, — ahe 
emphatically avowed tliat then she Imd not another care about 
the voyage on her mind ; and if the luggage had only been 
aboard, and the ship cleared of its litter, ahe would have been 
ijuite f^dy fat aea that vei^ minute, 

" That's a good lass," said Carraways. " Still, not this minute. 
Here's a pair of doves to be coupled, before we take ship in th« 
ark ;" and Bessy blushed. 

"Why, of course, Gilbert," replied his wife, "I meant that 
and all ;" and Bessy blushed still deeper. 

At thifl moment, a geiitJeman, hia wife, and — Mrs. Carrawaya 
counted them as they came up the poop ladder— a family of nine 
children ascended in procession. The gentleman ajiproached 
Carraways with a ceremonious elevation of beaver : tten, with 
measured syllables, began, — " I believe, sir, I have the pleasure 
of addressing a brotJier passenger that will be 3 " Carraways 
bowed. " My name, sir, is Dodo r a name, I believe, pretty well 
known in that place they call the world, down there," and Dodo, 
as with accueing finger pointed towards the west, and bitterness 
seemed to well to his lips. Basil stared at the change wrought 
in the man. His iiice, once shrewd, earnest, yet withal honest 
and good-tempered, seemed edgy, as sharpened on the world's 
gnndstune, K'" thin hair was white as paper j and when he 
spoke, it waa with a twitch, as though every syllable he uttered 
stung his lips with a sense of wrong. Basil at once recognised 
Bodo, although Dodo had no remembrance of Basil, 

" I trust, sir," continued Dodo, " I may take the freedom of 
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a aelf-introduction, ae I am to have the care of you during the 
voyage, I go out as doctor of the vesseL And mj best wishes 
are tliat Done of yoa will have any need of me." CarrawayB 
howed iu thankfulness of such benevolenee. "I go out, under- 
stand me," said Dodo; and then he smiled scornfully — "but 
never, never to return. I will not take a particle of tte dust of 
England witt me. Not a particle. TVliea I finally step aboard, 
it shall be in a pair of new shoes ; bran-new shoes. Not a 
particle of that ungrateful earth," and Dodo pointed to the 

"I am sorry, sir," said Carraways, "you should have such 
cause for new ahoe-leather." 

" It is no matter, air ; no matter," and Dodo raised his hands, 
and shook his fingers, aa though shaking all annoyance from 
them. " No matter. We go to a fine country, sir ; a Tirgia 
country, sir, A country, fresh firom the hand of nature ; a 
country, glorious and flonrishing with living wood ; a country 
yet unburdened, sir, with heavy sins of brick and mortar, A 
magnificent country. So fertLlel A crop with every qaarter; 
splendid pasturage ; wouderful cattle ; beautiful flowers, and 
birds, and fishes" — 

" And " — said Mrs. Carraways — " and no anakea." 

At the aentencfl, Doctor Dodo fairly leapt from hia feet. 
"That's it, my dear madam — that's it, my truthful lady! No 
snakes— no reptiles — no vipers ; that's it," and Dodo rubbed 
hia handa, and chuckled with a wildness of enjoyment somewhat 
akin to ferocity. Mr. Carrawaya remembered the reports of 
Dodo's insanity ; and began to wonder at, perhaps to regret, hie 
appointment aa doctor of the Halcyon. " £xcuse me, sir," said 
Dodo; "but it's a subject I must feel deeply. Allow me to 
introduce Mrs. Dodo ; our children, with wie at the breaat at 
home. "Well, air ; here we are, twulve of us, stung out of the 
country by vipera ; bitten out of houae and home by adders. Ani 
I wrong tien, when I thanfe heaven that where we're bound to, 
there are no snakes 1" 

"Indeed, Doctor Dodo," said Carraways, "your numerous 
family adds an interest to your story. Wbat do yon mean 1 
Bitten, atung ! I don't understand you." 

"By the snakes that walk, sir. The snakes that stil! have 
speech, plainly as the first snake that ever wagged hia thrae- 
f&rked lie, sir. The vipera that kill a man's reputation ; the 
snakes that trwl their alime over his daily bread." 

"My dear Geoige," said Mrs. Dodo, soothingly. 

" Be quiet, Charlotte. Stung as I have been, when I can get 
a gentleman to hear me — for that's a comfort not always granted 
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— when I can gat a gentleman with a heart in his is^ee to listen 
toine,it does my aoul good to tell my wrongs — to tell mywrongai" 
and the poor man trembled, and grew very palo. Then, putting 
down hia emotion with a strong will, he proceeded, as he believed 
aalmlj, t^n narrate his injuries. And thus he now muttered, and 
now gasped them — " You see, sir, there is a fellow in this town, 
named Jericho," — CarrawajB waa about to atop Dodo, but BaaU 
by a look, forbade him, — " a sort of man-devU, sir ; man-devil, 
A fiend with bowels made at the Bank, and just smeared with a 
paste of fleah to seem human. Well, this demon waa shot through 
the heart. I saw it, air. I looked through the perforation ; 
could have run my cane through the hole ; a hole as clean as a 
hole in a quoit ; and the devil walked away ahve, and ia aUve 
yet ; though shredding away, air ; shredding like scraped horse- 
radish. Well, air, not to fatigue you, I proclaimed what I had 
seen. laroseheforethe world ; and — I never denied the truth in 
my life, never when I waa a bachelor, and shall I do it now, with 
fen children to bluah for mo J — and I denounced this Jericho to 
be the devil that I know be is. I made oath that I had seen the 
sunlight through what ought to have been the left ventricle oi 
the demon's heart ; and what, sir ; what waa my reward — what 
my return bj the world 1 Why the world called me a lunatic, 
mad-maQ ! My patients fell from me in a day. A few hour8( 
and mj hand wna unblessed with a siligte guinea. The devil 
Jericho threw gifts about him ; and all society turned itself into 
a knot of vipers, and stung my reputation — killed my practice — 
poisoned my bread. And so, air" — and Dodo gasped for breath, 
and strove for serenity, — "and so, I have resolved to leave tha 
land. We all go," — and Dodo smiled — " all, mother and myself, 
the nine here, and the one at the breast, I've brought 'em — 
dear hearts I — to show 'em their berths. I'm alraid, I've tired 
you ; good morning, sir. Come along, Charlotte ; come along, 
my loves. We go where there are no snakes — no snakes." And 
poor Doctor Dodo, with hia meek and melancholy wife, descended 
to the deck ; and thence, followed by the nine children, dived to 
the sleeping shelves below. 

"Poor dear man!" said Mra. Carraways ; and then she 
added — " but I'm so glad he's going with us. If one ia never ill, 
still Gilbert, it always gives one coufldence to have a doctor of 
the party," 

"To be sure, my love," answered Gilbert. "A doctor may he 
an eioelleut warranty of health. For the very reason that he's 
at hapd, we may resolve to do without him, eh ? " And CaiTa- 
vays looked waggishly in his wife's face ; and seemed to take a 
new stock of good spirits from the happiness he saw there. 
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Inde«d, all the four were in the blithest mood. And we m&j aaj 
of Bessj, wherever she looked she flL-emed to carrj light mm! 
pleasure with the glance. 

They were about to descend, when from the dark iitate-caUn 
eome a long gnrglmg Ungh that made them all panse. " Pm 
■ore I know that laugh," cried Mrs. Curawajs. 

" Oh ! I'm certain it's she," avowed Beasy, gravely confident. 
" It moat be " — and it was— Jeiiny Toppa. She ran out like a 
kitten aflier her tail npon the deck, and then looking up, caught 
the faces of her friends. Whereupon, Jenny bobbed a deep 
curtsey, blushed, and inunediatoiy put herann under the protects 
log arm of Topps as he lounged out from the cabin. Instantly, 
Toppahimself was aamuch confiised ashis wife ; whid) eonfnsion 
be signified, by taking off his hat, and without a word smoothing 
down luH hair. 

"Why, Robert, what brings you here!" asked Carraways. 
descending the ladder. 

"Why, air — please, air," answered Robert, "come to see the 
ahip, sir ;" and Eobert looked at Jenny. — " That's all, ax ; 

" Now, Robert, you know I hate dogmatism " — Robert bowed 
— " nevCTtheleas, I must know what brings you here. Come, teU 
me; what ii it I" 

Still Robwt smoothed his hair ; still he answered — " Come to 
see the ship, mi. Nothing more, sir." 

" Indeed," said Oarrawayg. " Well, then, Eobert ; let's go and 
look a little for'ard. I hav'n't seen the caboose yet, myself. 
Come, Basil." And the wary man moved onward witii the two, 
leaving Jenny Topps in charge of Mrs. Carraways and Bessy, 
Scarcely had the three men prooeeded beyond the main-mast, 
when the three women had plunged into the Babjoct that, as 
Carrawnys knew, he alone should fail to fathom, 

" Well, then, dear ma'am, if you'll not tell Robert that I told 
you," eald Jenny, burning to speak, "we've mnde up our 
minds to go wherever you go ; and we've come to take our 
places." 

"My dear Jenny," said Mrs. Carraways, touched by the 
affectionate fidelity of the young couple, "my good girl, I hope 
you have well considered this step 1 It would make us all very 
unhappy, should you for a moment repent it. To leave your 
(Hends " — 

" But we've none to leave ; for father goes with us," cried 
Jenny, pouring out her news. " And yon can't believe how 
happy the old man Is at the thought of it ! He says it will be ao 
beautifiil for him in his old age to carry reading and writing to 
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the children ixi the wilUerness. For he declares he will have it 
school there, if all hia scholars leora under the naked sky, and 
sit npoa Etiunps of trees. Yon can't think how happy he is. 
And then, ma'am. " — added Jenny with graver looks — " I'm auro 
it will be the saving of Bobert. It -will, indeed, ma'am, That 
cab-work, ma'am," and Jenny raised her hands, " is dreadful." 
"It muat be," said Mrs. Carrawaya. " Out all weathers." 
"It isn't so much the weather, as the company. It 'nd spoil 
in angel to be a cabman," averred Jenny — " waiting for the 
people, he has to wait for, BO late at cluba. But, pray, ma'am, 
don't tell master, ma'am ; for Bobert's set his heart apon aur- 
priaing hian when he flnda him in the ship. And it will make 
Robert ao happy to wait upon master all the passage ; and me 
to wait npon you— and I'm never ill, never. Been up and down 
to Blackwall a dozen times, and felt it no more than If I'll 

"My good, good girl," cried Bessy, giving both her hands to 
the excellent creature. 

"And above ail," aaid Jenny, very serioualy, "there is one 
thing in this passage that will he a great load otf my mind. It h 
this. The paaaage, they aay, lasts four months. Now in that 
time, I ahali be eertaia Hure to finisli my patchwork quilt." 

Here Carraways and Basil returned, Toppa following apart. 
Mra. Toppa, dropping a hasty curtsey, made oif to her husband, 
tad Carrawaya regarding hia wife and daughter, with laughing, 
curious looks, — with Baail conducted them from the ship. The 
guilty Mrs. Toppa, hanging oa her Imaband'a arm, had an inatajit 
dread that hor lord would question her upon the auapected 
subject of eonvereation with the ladiea. Whereupon with fine 
instinct, she resolved to be beforehand in the way of interroga- 
tion. — "Eobert, my dear," said Jenny, with the deferential air 
of a scholar ; " Eobert, what did Mr. Carraways mean when he 
said he hated dog — dogmatism 1 " Toppa was puzzled. " Robert, 
my dear," Jeimy urged, " what— what in the world is dog- 
Now it was the weakness of Toppa never to confess ignorance 
of anything soever to Ida wife. "A man should never do it," 
Topps has been known in convivial seasons to declare ; " it makes 
'em conceited." Whereupon Topps, wrested from his first pur- 
pose of esamioation, by the query of his spouse, prepared himself, 
ae waa his want, to make solemn, aatisfying answer. Taking ott 
his hat, and smoothing the wrinkles of his brow, Topps said — 
" TTm 1 what is dogmatism I Why, it is this — of course, Dog- 
matism is puppyism come to its full growth." 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 



AsD Jericho lived in bis large house, lite a rat in a. hole. 
Avarice had seized upon liim ; and with overy hour bent and 
subdued every thought and purpose to coin all his possessions. 
He would have his milliona of fighting pieces. Hence, he loathed 
to look upon the finery about him. It was a wicked, a wnatefiil 
folly. A shameM sacriiice to the eyfs of others. He had dis- 
charged all his servants — had no one, save one old man ; the 
pauper graudiather of one of hia footmen, who had haunted the 
house for ofial ; and, as Jericho believed, was in lucky hour dis- 
covered by his master to become the most faithful of retainers. 
This old man seemed of congenial wickedness with Jericho. 
Indeed, there looked between them a strange siniilitude ; twin 
brethren damned to the like Bordidness, the Uke rapacity ; with 
this difference, that the master could enjoy to his soul's triumph 
the tuat of wealth ; whilst the more wretched serf was ravenous 
with the will alone. It was very odd, Jericho and old Plutas — 
the Man of Money waa a grim wag ; ftod in hie aarage drollery 
had nicknamed the crusts-bunting pauper Plutus— Jericho and 
FlutuB were in face and expression alike as two snakes ; alike in 
key their voices, as viper's hiss to hiss: though Plutua, be it 
known, w'as the fatter and the louder reptile. 

The Man of Money sat in one of his garrets ; a den of a place, 
though crowning the magnificent fabric of Jericho House. The 
scullion had slept there. And there remained the very bed, the 
very table, the one chair enjoyed by the discarded drudge. It 
was the worst, the meanest nook of the house ; and therefore, 
Jericho rejoicing, took possession of its squalor. It was with one 
effort, a triumph over a lingering weakness for the nice, the aofl 
appliances of life. He sat there, in that low, slant garret, the sove- 
reign of himself ; the conqueror of the spendthrift, the reveller, 
and the glutton. The wretchedness that surrounded him waa 
the best, the seemliest pomp to declare and grace his victory. 

" "Tia a pity, Plutus — a pity, you wretch — that all the vultures 
cannot alight in one day ; a great pity : for I'll Bot quit here, till 
all's sold and the money bagged. A great pity. And they can't 
all come to-morrow ? But I'll not leave the carcase. No. I'll 
stop till all's gone — all's gone." And Jericho swathed bis gown, 
ostentatiously tattered, about hia withering body ; and nibbed 
together hia transparent hands. 
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" Good master," said the old sluTe, with a slavish cringe, 
" good master, if the dealers could come all in one day, would it 
be wise to have them in a crowd — all in a crowd I " 

" Yes, wise ; very wiae. That they might maul and bid over one 
another. Nevertheless, be it as you say. But they'll all come 1 " 

" Ail ; good, kind sir," answered Plutus. " There's Isiftel, and 
Icbabod, and Laban, and Seth, and Shem, and Issachar " — 

"Peaee, you old dog," cried Jericho ; and the menial bowed 
BBd Bmiled at the abuse — "you needn't bark all their names. 
It ia enough, if they will all come — all come. And when I have 
melted all that's here — for every bit shall to the crucible — why 
then there's that accursed hermitage — that home of vanity that 
my wife made me buy. Me, poov fool ! then as fine and brain- 
leas as a horse-fly. Where is " — and Jericho's leaf-like body 
shook, and his eye glowed like a carbuncle bs he dragged the 
words out — " where is that woman J Where, those young white- 
&aed witches that would have me melt like wax before the fires 
of perdition ; would utterly consnme me, so they might live and 
rejoice, and array themselves in my destruction ) What I They 
defy me in my own house ? That woman, the mother witch, that 
years long-paat ensnared me with a lie ; that lured me to the 
chtirch with what seemed gold. A damned jaok-a-ian thorn ! 
And there ahe etood ; her hand in mine, and a lie in her heart. 
I see her now. Her large beautiful face — for it was beautiful — 
with a smile all over it ; and that smile all a lie. Hm 1 " — 
said Jericho moodily, "I was a happy, careless jackass, till I 
thrust my neck under a yoke, running for what seemed golden 
oats — golden oats." 

"Be of good heart, master," said old Plutus with a mischievous 
leer, "tis a common case. The best of men have fallen in the 
snare ; the best of women, too. Wasn't mistress herself a Uttle 
choused — just a little ) " 

"What of that 1 When two l)eggar8 marry, still the she- 
li^gar has the beat of it : for the he-pauper — poor, damned 
devil — has tatters to find for two. And this woman now defies 
me. And her young tiger kittens ! Well, well, we shall see — 
we shall see," cried Jericho ; and again he rubbed his hands, 
warming them as with some horrid resolution. "They dare me 
in my own house. They will not stir, they cry. They will not 
— mother wol^ and young ones — tbey will not let go their hold. 
Well, I'll sell them bare — bare. Their beds from under them ; 
their clothes from off them, I will turn that woman— that lie — 
ha I 'tis a harder and a sharper lie than it was ; older and baser 
looking, than when first it cheated me — 111 turn her upon the 
world, without a shred, without a doit." 
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" You cant do it," said the grimy Bernng-msn, with a hard 
grin, "ctto't do it, indeed, dear master. The law makes a 
man provide for bis wife. Such ia the world. More's the 
pity I " 

"Law ! What's the law to a man with millions of mercenaries 1 
With fighting yellow-boys, fighting where still they've won — are 
still to win — the hloodlest of battles ; though no blood ia seen I 
In taw's very courts I In the very courts 1 " And then Jericho, 
with hia brow in his hand, aat for some minutes, silently brood- 
ing ; hia filthy attundn.nt looking steadily at him ; and, it teemed 
strange — growing more and more like his horrid master. At 
length the Man of Money started from hia meditation. " Why, 
what a brain is mine ! " he cried : " sometimes I feel it fiuttering 
in my skull — fluttering like a bird ; and sometimes humming aod 
buzzing like a beetle." 

"It may be want of rest," said the pliant Piutus. 

"Liar !" roai'ed Jericho : "butthat'snomatter. Go ; get me 
a crowbar. Stop, This will do," and Jericho took the poker — 
the foreign luxury had been brought to tiie scullion's bower by 
the serving-man— and balancing it, hs repeated mutteringly ; 
"This will do. Now, follow me down stairs. This will right 
me. This will pmiish the lie— the fine lie— the lie that first 
betrayed rae." 

" Dear, good sir," cried Plutna, with hypooritic whine, " yon'll 
do no violence, you won't harm the dear ladies t Consider, dear, 
good raaater ; consider your own safety. If you consider nobody 
else — and why, indeed, shonld you'J — at leasts conaicier your 
sweet self. Dear, dear mastflr ! Have mercy on your own days, 
and don't hart the ladies." 

" I'll have my right — -I'll have my own. I'll have what my 
blood, and flesh, and marrow are turned into. I'll have it all 
back. You dog, follow me." 

"As in dutyiiound, dear master," said the old slave ; and with 
a smile and a light step, he followed Jericho who, as he descended 
the stairs, muttered revenge against the lie — the chain of ties — 
thai, ax he said, had bound him. 

Pflor Mrs. Jericho— more and more assured of the madnees of 
her husband — had resolved to take counsel of her dear and 
valued friends. Again and again she had determined to seek 
Basil, and then she faltered ; for she feared the wild enthusiasm 
of his temper. He would, it was her dread, make such strange 
conditions ; would doubtless insist upon lier renunciation of 
Jericho's wealth ; would require herself and daughters to forego 
the luxuries that custom had made necessary as daily bread^ 
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Therefore she would appeal to the judgment of wise, practical 
people ; of laea who reallj knew the norld ; of folks who, strong 
in. tbe religion thitt it via the beat possible abiding-place, never 
dreamt of quitting it, (Thus, whilst Jeriobo was raving in the 
giuret, Mra. Jericho was giving andience to coimcillora and 
friends. The Man of Money saw his wife and her daughters 
homeless, destitute, and ei^ofed happlneaii, aa at a draught, 
meditating such misery. And at the same moment, Mrs. Jericho 
contemphited the Man of Money secure in a mad-house ; made 
harmleaa and made as comfortable as his sad condition would 
allow. Jericho, his brain the while singing with sweet music, 
was reviewing his millions of golden soldiery. And at the like 
instant, Jericho's wife, ojitioipating time, beheld her lunatic lord 
ID paper diadem and straw booU.) 

Doctor Stubbs, combining the two noble characters of doctor 
■ad friend, was prompt — ay, affectionately prompt — with his 
best Bid. Ani Doctor Mizzlemist united great private regard 
with great public erudition, MizElemiet had flown in his carriage 
with his best consolation. Colonel Bones, in his hard, coarse 
way — but aoloeing withal, like sugar from wood — came ready 
with his couiisel, though at the peril of his life, Commiroioner 
Tfarosh, filled with exotic wisdom culled from the spieeries of 
Siam, attended, a comforter ; and the Honourable Cesar Candi- 
tuft, though bleeding with an inward wound for the falsehood of 
a friend, even Candiluft at such a moment would not absent him- 
Bolf. — No ; though Agatha had been betrayed, treaeheroualj 
Bapptanted by bis own sister, it was still his duty to suppress his 
foeliogs, and watch the interests of Monica ; the more especially 
that destiny might haply iuterknit them with his own. 

And, at the very time that Jericho bethought him of a crow- 
bar as the instrument of some tremendous deed, at the very time, 
these councillors, with Mrs. Jericho, Monica, and Agatha Penni- 
backer sat in the drawing-room ; sat solemn in druidic circle. 
Indeed, the extreme caution — manifest in the looks and manner 
of all, gave a stranga air of myatery to tbe gathering. Mrs. 
Jericho, though reduced to a single maid — who would not be 
turned out, though Jericho abused and threatened never so 
lustily — had resolved not to quit the premises. No : she had 
made up her mind ; and if it must be, she would die in that 
drawing-room. Therefore, aa her councillors one by one arrived, 
they were, to their own sBtonishment and passing disquiet, 
hushingly admitted across the threshold, and stealthily conducted 
to the presence-chamber. " Gently, sir," — said Wyse, the maid, 
aa ahe admitted Candituft, the last comer, " gently, if you please: 
tread like a cat ; for if the madman should hear you, I wouldn't 
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answer for yoar life." Warned by Buch iotelligenoe, Candilufl 
— after an imconacioua backward glance at the street door 
— stept, like any dancmg-girl, upon bia toes to tbe drawing 

"My dear frienda," aaid Mrs. Jerieho, "in the great calamity 
that has fallpn upon our house — apon oar house — it is at least a 
consolation that I can cast myself upon yoor Bjmpathies." 

" To be sure, certiunJy," said Mizzlemiat. " Theae are the times 
that try friends." 

"For myself, I could endure my fate without a murmur. I 
could follow poor Mr. Jericho — I could follow him to the end of 
the world." 

" You mus'n't think of it, my dear madam," said Doctor 
Stabbs. And then not content with a single declaration, he 
iterated with professional empbusia — " You must »oi think of it." 

" But I have daughters," said Mrs. Jericho ; and for a time 
she eTJdently felt she had said BufEcient For, she let ber right 
arm fall, aB with a weight of emotion ; and atatue-like, looked 
icily before her. 

" It IB of course your duty, madam, to take cara of yourself," 
said CommisBioncr Thrash. " Happily, we live ,in a christian 
country ; where we look upon woman — Weiy woman — as Homa- 
thing divine." 

" An angel in the rough. TTm 1 " Baid Bones. 

" We can all see, my dear lady," said Candituft, " that tbe wife 
wrestles with tbe parent. But after all, what would this world 
be without its trials I They do us good ; they are meant to do 
us good." 

(Poor little Agatba I She sighed, and bit her lip ; totally 
rejecting this aide- wind consolation.) 

"And therefore, my dear friends" — said Mrs. Jericho with 
new nerve — " counsel me ; advise me. Upon your knowledge of 
the world I rely. It will be a hard struggle ; but Mr. Jericho's 
properi;y must be protected ] and therefore, I fear Mr. Jericho 
— as I say, it will coat me many a pang — Mr. Jericho must be 
restrained." 

" Make yourself comfortable, madam," said the voice of con- 
solation, speaking through Stubbsj "there is nothing more easy, 
nothing more easy." 

" It's done every day," cried Mizzlemist, as though be spoke 
of eating a meal or taking a pinch of snuS 

"The calamity is common," said Candituft, with hie mind 
made up at the very worst to endure it. 

"And, in this country," remarked Thrush, milch comforted 
with the thought, " lunatics are so well considered." 
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"Happy aa kings. Hm 1" cried Bones. 

" StiU I have hope," said Mrs. Jericho. " I have ronsolation 
in the belief that tie poor dear creature — hs, what a heart he 
has under all hia strange manner ! — only wimderB for a time- 
And the troth ia, my dear Iriends, it must he confessed hs baa 
been sorely tried." The friends etored. " It is no wonder that 
the strongest brain should reel a little under so sudden a blow," 
The friends stared anew. " To be singled out by fortune ; to 
be selected fivm millions to suffer what he has done ! To be 
called npon, at a moment I may say, to stand with such a 
mountiuii on hia bead ! To be made, at a minute's notice, if I 
may nse the expression, another Atlas ; why, it's enough to 
make a giant stagger." 

" Why, what — what trial 1 " asked Doctor Stnbba with pom- 

" What blow J " inquired Miezlemist^ looking sagely odown 
bis waistcoat. 

" Singled out '. How, — what for 1 Singled out ) " growled 
Bones. 

" A mountain on hia head I What's the mountiun about 1 " 
asked Thrash. 

" Excellent, worthy creature ! An Atlas in calamity ! And 
none of us to know it," cried Caoditiift. — " My dear madam 
what is it — what has Mr. Jericho had to suffer ? " 

" Why, richea "—answered Mrs. Jericho, a little surprised at 
the dulneas of her councillors. 

"Oh!" exclaimed the friends, i 
and rebuked. 

" The sudden load of wealth was 
and though — dear Solomon ! — for f 

beneath the shock ; stiU, I do fear, it has been too much for 
that fine web of reason as, Doctor Stubbe, I think I've heard 
you call the brain 1 " — 

"Never, madam," cried Stubbs hastily; "could not possibly 
have done it. For the brain is not a web, but a series of con- 
volutions, divided into two hemispheres, that " — 

" To be sure ; that is exactly what you said," rejoined Mrs. 
Jericho. "Well, then, I'm afraid of the hemispheres." 

" In a word, and to come at once to busineas," said Mizzlemist, 
who for some time bad shifted in his chair, as though be bod sat 
on lumps of pounce — " in a word, madam, it is your opinion that 
your husband — our unfortunate friend — ia at the present time 
incapable of controlling hia own affairs 1 " 

Mra, Jericho, placing her handkerchief before her face, said, 
" That is my opinion." 
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" Terv good," rejoined Mizzlemist, satisfied that matters were 
at length shaping themselves into form. " Very good. However, 
let U8 proceed with certainty. Let us hear the evidence. For 
I need not observe, it would be very painful to poor Jericho's 
family — very painful to his friends — to sue out a commiBsion of 
lunacy, and aft«r all not to Huoceed. Waiving my friendship, 
failure would hurt my feelings aa a professional man." Saying 
til is, Miz7lemiet drew himself up t« a table, whereupon were 
those dangerous implementfi — ^paper, pen, and ink. Then with 
pen in hand, put the opening question — " What was the fiist 
wild symptom, my dear madam I Yea ; aa you conceiTe, the 
first indication of Mr. Jericho's insanity t " 

"The first 1 Oh! It was this," answered the troubled wife 
and witness. " This. He said, that aa he felt himself a goose in 
the House of Commons — goose, I remember was the word — he 
would go to stubble in September, and never return to Parlia- 
ment again." 

" TTm ! " said Mizzlemist ; and a little banlked, he mbbed 
his nose, and looked down upon the virgin sheet. Then, aa 
though taking heart, he said — " But well proceed, if yon please, 
The next 1 " 

" The next symptom ? It was when — when — you will recollect, 
Mr. Candituft, the circumBtance— when we spake of Monica's 
dowry, and— and " — 

" Perfectly well," said Candituft, " and in the wildest manner, 
he refused a single penny." 

"Weill" said Mizalemist, stiil twiddling the impending pen. 
"That doesn't helpvis. What neit I" 

"Why, then," deposed Mrs. Jericho with amended alacrity, 
" the poor fellow raved and stormed, and said the house was 
fiimished with money that was his blood." And still Mizzlemist 
wrote not a syUable. " His blood," repeated Mrs. Jericho, with 
pathetic emphasis. 

" "FTm ' " cried Mizzlemist, "we get no nearer to it. No 
nearer. But let's proceed." 

"And then I perfectly recollect" — chimed in Candituft 
— " that our unfortunate friend, foaming while he said it — 
foaming, my dear Doctor Mizzlemist — declared that he was 
being eaten alive by society. That, iu other words, people of 
the best condition who came to his parties, were no better than 

Doctor Mizzlemist laid down the pen, and with a blank stare 
thrust both his hands in his pockets. " I must confess," he said 
at length, " we are all in the dark a^a yet. I don't see a ray of 
light ; not a glimmer," 
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" WTiy, butbIj, all tliis must be madness ) Plain a,E the moon 
at the fuO ) " said CandltufL 

" The fact ia," answered Mizriemist, " as Mr. Jericho's friends, 
wo may have our own convictions. We may not donbt hia 
inaanity. But, unfortunately, we have to convince a jury." 

"Ha I that'e it," said Motiica with a eigh ; and Agatha Hhook 
her little liead and sighed, " that's it." 

Colonel Bones had, for some time, been in thought. At 
length he obaerved — " Conld nothing he made out of the poor 
fellow's conduct the day when — when Miai Agatha — wafl not 
married i " 

" Oh, Colonel ! " eiclaimed Agatha with a spasm of sorrow. 

" Beg your pardon," said Bones. " Bettor luck next time. 
But I waa only thinking, — was there no bit of madness then t 
Laughed very wildly, didn't he I " 

"Won't do for a jury," cried Mizzlemist. Then, with great 
seal, he resumed the pen. " Come, we must not he heat in this 
way. Can't you help us, doctor!" and Mizzlembt appealed to 
Stubba. 

"By-and-by; in good time," said Stubba. "Keep me to 
tiie lut. I prefer it." 

Mizzlemist looked eloquently at Mrs. Jericho. " With snh- 
miBSion, doctor," said the lady, hesitatingly and mournfully, "I 
tiiink the state in which you find us, is sufficient evidence of the 
calamity that afflicts our house. All the servants discharged. 
Mr. Jericho himself, attended by some hideous creature— who he 
is, and whence he came I know not — Mr. Jericho, shut np in a 
garret, like some wild beast in a cave — Mr. Jericho, I say " — 

"Very true; and bad aa true," said Mizzlemist, " but atil!," 
he added with a sigh, " no evidence." 

" Why, what is wanted I " cried Monica, out of all patience 
with the stupidity of law. — "Are we to wait until we are all 
killed — now, mamma, I must speak — are we to wait until we are 
all made dreadful victiuiH, until the law will protect us 1 " 

"Tery good, indeed; very well said," observed Mizzlemist, 
pleaaed with the spirit of the maiden ; whilst Candituft a, 
Uttle gravely gazed upon the flushed cheeks and flashing eyes 
of his betrothed. " Perhaps, my dear young lady, you can 
assist us, after all!" said Mizzlemist. " Tour mamma will, I 
know, permit you to depose to whatever you know. Now ; 
have you witnessed any symptoms of insanity on the part of 
Mr. Jericho ) " 

"Thousands," exclaimed the impassioned and imaginative 
Monica. 

"Name one; one to begin with," said the Doctor, "thatwiU 
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prove to BJiiry your worthy fether-in-law to be whoDy moapable 
of controlling his own affairs. One inBtance." 

" Well, then," said Monica, entering with raptnte on the 
task, and for one instance ready to run over twenty, toaehing 
them like keys of musie — " well, then, he'a discharged all the 
Bcrvonts — he's locked up all the plate — he'a asked for onr jewela 
back again — he's going to sell the house, and turn na into 
apartments— he's threatened the three of ua with gowna of 
eackcloth — and — and — and — ha called me on Monday last — aitd. 
at the very time I was singing too — he called mo a Bereeehing 
wild paBB of the woods ! " 

" Did he, indeed 1 " said Mizzlemist. 

" It was worse than puas," cried Monica, hyatericaL 

" Nevertheless," and Mizzlemiat dropt the pen, " there is no 
evidence in all this ; no evidence that Solomon Jertcho, £sq^ 
M.F^ is of nnsonnd mind, and incapable of managing his own 
affairs." 

As Doctor MizBlemiat delivered this opinion, a crafh was 
heard in an adjoin^og room. Another and another — and then a 
loud, triumphant laugh from the throat of Jericho. 

Wife and daughters, with jury of friends, started to their 
feet. Candituft, ere he was aware — for had he reflected a 
moment, he would as hood Lave unhnrred & lion's uage^-opened 
the door. And there atoood Jericho, laden with spoil ! The 
girls shrieked wh^i they beheld their jewel cases in the gripe 
of the Man of Money ; and Mis. Jericho, when she saw all her 
diamonds repoBsesaed by their donor, felt aa a mother must 
feel, heholding her cherished little one — her only treasure — 
crunched between the teeth of a royal tjger. Jericho said not 
a word ; but stood, and leered upon the company, and with a 
savage chuckle, the while shaking the iron implement — the 
hnrglarioua poker with which he had broken up cases and 
cabineta — rejoicingly eihihited his plunder. Then, about to 
aacend to his garret, he roared to the felonious familiar that 
grinned at hia elbow — " See aU these rohherB into the street — 
the street ; and then come to me ; " and still hugging the spoil, 
Jericho, with another laugh, flitted up the ataireaae. 

"Surely, Dr. Mizzlemist," cried the impulsive Agatha, "this 
most aatdsfy anybody ? This ia madness — to steal my pearls ! " 

" My amethysts ! " sobbed Monica. 

" And my diamonds ! " cried Mrs. Jericho, with so deep an 
utterance of wrong, that every other injury was lost in it — 
straws in a whirlpool. 

Doctor Mizzlemist shook his head. "Very violent j very 
selfiah ; nevertheleas, the fact would by no meana satisfy a jnry 
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that Solomon Jericho ia incapable of looking after hia own 
property." 

And the sheet of paper provided to contnin s, crowd of 
erideuce against the sanity of Jericho, remained ^vithout a 
mark ; n virgin page. Its whiteness weut to the verj heart of 
Mrs. Jericho, as her listless eje fell upon it. Life iteelf seemed 
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To-«oBRow morning, the church of St. Asphodel — Bessy 
from her window in Primrose Place, coald see its spire tapering 
above the diatant trees — would hold within its walls a happy 
couple. To-morrow, Basil and Besay were to he writ in the 
church-books one. It would be a magnificent wedding ; hopes 
and affections would so adoru and elevate the ceremony. Bat, 
when the time arrives, we will endeavour as laithitiily as we 
may, to chronicle the doings of the hoar. As the day before 
a wedding will to some parties seem the longest day that ever 
dawned and died, so to others it will appear the shortest day 
imnglnable ; a, day that j ust shows itself and ia gone. How- 
ever Basil and Bessy may have measured the <lsy of whioh 
we write, thinking it a day without on end, sure we are that 
Mrs. Carraways more and more believed it impossible that the 
wedding could take place on the morrow, so much had still to 
be comjjleted, 

" However I shall get through what I have to do, I can't 
teH," said the good woman to her incredulous husband. " I 
only hope, we slian't have to put it off." Carraways laughed. 
"Yes, my dear, it's all very well. Yon men think that things 
can do themaelves ; hut Bessy can't go if her luggage isn't 
packed." 

"Why not) I suppose she doesn't want to take her trunk 
to church," said the a^ravating Carraways, and again he 
laughed with such a want of consideration ! And here. Miss 
Bamea came fuU of meaning into the room ; and suddenly 
paused, seeing CaiTaways. It was of no use ; Mrs. Carraways 
would at once assert her authority. Therefore she set herself 
fece to face with her husband. 

" Now, my deai Gilbert ; yon must go out ; you must 
indeed. And, there's a dear, don't let me see you again 
until the evening," Miss Barnes, of course, said nothing : 
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but her lnoks cloquentlj aud atedraatly seconded tbe mahea of 
the matron. 

" What 1 I'm in the way ) Well, Bessy and I are going 
upon a little liuaineBB." 

"Bessy," cried her mother, rather astonished ; uid then aha 
complacently added—" tti be sure ; why not J We can do 
everything hetter without her, can't we, Miss Barnes 1 And 
poor thing, she's as pale, — for she hasn't been out these three 
days. So, you'd hetter go ; hoth of you." 

In a very short, time, considering that Bessy had only to pat 
on her bonnet, the bride and her father had left the honae ; 
surrendered tbe field to Mrs. Carrawaya and Miss Barnes made 
happy by their employment. And leaving them deep in tmnka, 
let us accompany father and daughter, 

Bessy had resolved upon carrying with her to her new 
country, a. very swarm of illustrious atrangers : constant, untiring 
labourers that should EH the air with sweetest music — music 
that should murmur of her Ikiglish home — still winning from 
the fields the moat delicious gains. It appeared that this order 
of labourers — wonderful worliers ; at once singers, chetBistB irad 
masons, — we mean, in a word, the honey-bee— had not yd; 
travelled to the Antipodes." Honey-bee had yet to cross the 
ocean to a new world. Though his great progenitors — tlie 
Adam and Eve bees — had sung and worked in the roses of 
Eden — none of tJieir million million descendants, to the time of a 
certain lady — and let the name of the benefactress shine like a 
star in fiitnre Antipodean history — had touched upon the other 
side of the Pacific. The flowers and blossoms of ages had 
budded and fallen, and not a bee had drunk of their honey- 
cnps. — This, become known to Bessy, she determined to carry 
with her a swarm of colonists to her new home : to people the 
waste with millions of workers ; the toiling, happy bond-folk — 
(pity there should be any other 1) — of imperial roan. 

And the bees were of the old Jogtrot stock. Of the (amily 
that had worked in the gardens and orchards of Marigolds ; 
descendants in right regal descent of the same line that had 
snng and worked about Bessy's childhood ; that had awakened 
her infant thought, had engaged her youthful care. We believe 
that Robert Topps had been Bessy's silent agent in the work ; 
and with consummate skill aud secresy had conveyed away a 
hive of the old household from their native village, taking them. 

* The esrlicM attempt to introdocQ bees from EogUod *bi made by 
Mrs. Willi, in Msy 1842; but this Rrst colony died cm the purage. 
Shortly afttrwurda, b beallhy hi»e jent by Mrs. Allom, nf Loniinn, aniTed 
iafely, aud wai eatabluhed at N'elson. — Handbook for fi'ew Zealtoid, 
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to nui-se at a certain garUener's, aome three or four milis diatant 
from Primrose Place. And thither, to learn how fared the little 
oncB, wended Besay and her father. The old man, though 
donbtjul of the prosperity of the scheme, nevertheless entered 
into it with all the cordiality of hia natnre. "There's always 
a sura comfort about attempting good ; delight if you aucceed, 
and conaolation if yon fail." With this creed, CarrawayB 
listened with pleasure to the plan of Besay, who had kept the 
Beheme a aecret from her mother and Basil. 

"Won't they he aiirpriaed, when they see them aboard the 
ship," cried Bessy, glowing with pleasure. (And hy the way, 
in the course of the two past paragraphs, Bessy and her father 
have reached the gardener's, and are now in front of the very 
hive ; close to the swarm of insect colonists, the pilgrim bees, 
the emigrant honey-makers.) " Won't they he surprised ! " 
repeated Besay. 

"Well, I doubt," said Carraways, smiling down upon the 
hive, " I doubt, if Queen Dido — yes, I think it was Dido — 
carried with her more useful colonists ; and I take it, say what 
they will, few so innocent." Bessy looked inquiringly. — 
"I dont think you know much of Queen Dido, my dear; 
and to say the truth, my school knowledge with the lady 
waa at the beat a nodding acquaintance. But, if you can 
only preserve them ! " and the old geutlemau folded hia hands 
thoughtfully. 

" Oh, I have no fear of that. I am certain, dear father — I 
feel BO sure of it — they will arrive with ua all safe and well. 
Ajid then " — 

"And then, my love," — said the old man — "you will not 
have lived in vain. No, my child, you will have done your 
share in the great human work — have obeyed the behest that 
lays it as a solenm tusk ou all to share with all the good that, for 
some wise end, waa only meted to a few. Only land the bees 
safe ; let the swarm be bat well upon the wing ; let them once 
set to work, making honey— the new manna in the wildemeafl — 
where honey was never made before,— why do this, Besay, and 
yon are greater than any of the men Queens that ever lived 
— greater than any of the topping masculine ladies out of 
place in petticoats. Catherine and Christina and such folks — 
hm ! very great no doubt, — but their memory is not eiacily 
kept in honey. And Queen Elizabeth — yea, an extraordi- 
nary virgui — but what a small stinging insect in a stomacher 
— bow useless to the world is Queeu Elizabeth against Queen 
Bee I" 

" I am sure they will live," repeated Besay ; " and 'twill he 
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3ncli nice employment, during the voyage, to take care of tham. 
And then, in a little time when they awarm and awarm " — 

■'Wliy then, my dear — yes, I see it all" — and the old man, 
with a thoaghCful amile, and aa though dallying with a fancy, 
continued — " I see it all, and can prophesy. lu some hundred 
years or ao, when men thiuk it the true glory to build up, not 
to destroy ; when work, not slaughter, is the noble thing ; when, 
in a word, the eagles of war ahall be seouted aa carrion fowl, 
and the bees of the garden shall be the honoured type of 
human wisdom, — why, then, Bessy, — then, my child — that is 
some hundred years to come — in the city that will then flourish, 
I predict that the people will raise a statue to the memory of 
the woman who gave to the Antipodes the hooeehold gloi; of 
the honey-bee." 

" Ob, fother I " cried Bessy. 

" If the bees prosper, why you and Basil shall in the new 
country take a bee for your crest ; by the way, not at all bad 
emigrant heraldry," laughed the old man. " Let me see ; a bee 
or on a thistle proper. And the motto, ' Boneyfrom iitfering ! ' 
A good Christiau legend," said Carraways. "And then, in a 
hundred years, as I predict, a statue " — 
- " A statue ! " and Bessy laughed, 

"Well," Bitid the father with a gentle flBriouineBB, 'Tm 
getting old, Bessy, Bat I feel 'tis good — very good — to glun 
hope for the world, even aa we gain years. It makes the 
sweeter sunset for our human day." 

And now anticipating awhile, we have only to eay that at iJie 
proper season the hive was tenderly couveyed on board the 
Halcyon, there to await the cares of its coming mistress. 

Looking in — as we are permitted to do — at the chambep- 
window of BasU, we find him assorting friends and companions 
for his fhture home. Tliough a wild sportive lad — bouncing 
through the early chapters of this veracious history, — he was 
BO deeply touched by his love of Bessy ; ao suddenly pulled up 
t« a serious contemplation of the world, by the strange events 
of his family, — that, after a brief pause, he sprang, as at a 
bound, to a nobler, higher view of human dealingB. Hence, he 
had soon gathered some glorious books. A blessed companion 
is a book ! A book that, fitly chosen, is a life-long friend. 
A book — the unfailing Damon to his loTJng Pythiaa. A book 
that — at a to uch — pours its heart into our own. 

And some of these friends, with looks that may not alt«r, 
with tones that cannot change, — Basil set apart for his com- 
panions in the wilds. As he chose them one by one — fbr 
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■ome moflt remain behind, he might not take them ail — he 
looked gravely down upon them ; with aJmoat a tenderuesa of 
toach laid them aside, — his fellow-voyagera. Some twoBoore 
irere selected ; speciul friends. There thej lay ; motionlesa and 
dumb. And yet the chamber was filled with lovely presences ; 
was aotmdiog with apiritual voices : the beantiM &ud mighty 
populace, evoked by the memory of the living friend — the 
friend in the fleah, the companion aud the acholur of the souls 
of the dead. 

And this was Basil's last employment, the day before his 
bridal. He marshalled a wngniricent array of frieada to bear 
him company in the wilfiercesa. He carried with him an 
mTisible host of bright spirits ; spirits of every kind aud 
degree ; and all friends — sound friends ; — of friendship made 
in solitude ; and without patch or lacker, lasting to the 

Five minutes, reader ; and jow company to the once decent 
lodging — now turned topsy-turvy — of Mr. and Mrs. Topps. 
They, too, are in the very fury of packing-up. Or rather, Mrs. 
Topps and two or three friends. For Itobert and his tather- 
in-law — Goodmaft White, late and future schoolmaster — remain 
pftfiHiTOly in the way ; beth of them diaausBiug the apparent 
merits of some score of young rooks ; that Bob, on his own 
account, and as a special offering to his old master Carraways, 
had with some difficulty and danger, kidnapped from the high- 
top elma that surround Jogtrot HalL Bob, iu bis snatch of 
reading, had learned that rooks were at the Antipodes precious 
as birds of paradise. He had therefore obtained some twenty 
nestlings, " very sarcy upon their legs, indeed." They would be 
worth their weight in gold, be declared to his (ather-in-law, to 
pick up the worms and the grabs, 

"It's a capita! thiug for a bird or a brnte," said Bob, "to be 
bom to be of some use. Eh I " The schoolmaster assented. 
" Now, I shouldn't have liked to be bom a magpie — or a weasel ; 
it's like being bom a thief" — 

" I doubt, aye, I more than doubt whether anybody's born 
a thief," said White. 

" I'm not a scholar, — that is, compared to yon '; I can't say. 
But a rook is a serviceable crelur ; he earns hia living ; and 
nobody can't grudge it him. They are precioua hearty, am't 
they I " and Bob, with an eye of pride surveyed the nestling 
" There's only one thing that I'm aorry about: but it's impos- 
sible — and this it is ; I am only sorry we couldn't take the trees 
from the Hall, too." 
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" Ha I We shall And trees enou)rh there," said White, intent 
upon the birds. " Well, tbey ore strong ! " 

"No fear of they're making capital sailors. And they'll ba 
quite company, won't they, to feed 'em, and watch theii ways ? 
And what's mora, when we get reg'larly settled, why their noise 
will always reraiod us of England. How they will caw and 
caw, eh 1 Bather have 'em with us " — and Bob shipt his leg 
to emphasise the preference, — "rather have 'em than a band 
ofmasic." 

And the sun set and roee and shone out the bridal miiiniing. 
As the good folks of Primrose Place had determined that ths 
ceremony should be performed with the best quiet and simplicity, 
we are left but little to do as chroniclers of the marriage. We 
may merely observe that Bessy flushed into a positive beauty ; 
and her mother, as Carraways said, had somehow flung cleaq 
away twelve or fourteen years from her face, determined on that 
occasion only to look the bride's elder sister. Miss Barnes, the 
bridesmwd — for Carraways would have none other — was, despite 
of herself, sad. The event seemed to bring into her face, a past 
history. Of Basil we have nothing to say ; the bridegroom is so 
rarely interesting. 

Toppa claimed the privilege of driving the bride to oliureh, 
^Tbe dim Mrs. Topps, with riband and bows, had burst out in 
white like a cherry-tree in brilliant blossom). Topps, however, 
to the passing — very passing disquiet — of Carraways, who 
wished everything to be so simple, drove to the door with a 
white lavour in his hat, oB big as a ventilator ; a favour in hii 
coat i and four favours to match on the heads of the horses. 

" A stupid fellow ! " said Carraways. 

" Well, after all, my dear," said his wiffe, " I don't know ii 
Hobert isn't right. There's no harm in a bit of riband ; and 
why should we steal to church as if we were ashamed of what 
we're domg ) What do you think. Miss Barnes 1 " 

"It's quite right," said Carraways; for he well knew what 
Miss Barnes would think. " Drive on, Robert." 

In a short time the bridal party reached St. Asphodel's church, 
A short time and Basil and Bessy stand hand in hand at the altar. 
The minutes pass ; and the lover's destinies — as before their 
hearts — grow into one. The priest is silent ; and "amen" tike 
ooosecrating balm, hallows the mystery. 

And then father and mother, aod humble friends, gather cloee 
to the wedded ; press them and bless them. And the spirits 
tliat await on human trustfulness, and human hope, when 
plighted to each other to make the beat and lightest of the 
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world's journey, be it through a garden or over a desert ; 
arrayed with roBes, or strown with flint — the spirita that sanctify 
and strengthen aimple faith and all imrwoldij love, — hovtr 
about bride and bridegroom, and as they take their way from 
the uhurch, bless them on their pilgrimage. 

Another hour, and Bobert Topps is again in attendance at 
Primrose Place. Trunka are brought to the door, and packed 
on the carriage ; and in a few minutes Basil hands his wife to 
her seat. There haa been a shower of tears within at tha 
sepanttion ; though mother and daoghter are to meet again in 
go short a time, i'or be it known that Basil and bis bride ore 
westward bound, to pass the first three or four days of t^a 
honeymoon on the coast ; to be duly taken tlience by the good 
ship Halcyon calling there on the voyage out. 

It may have been at the very minute that Basil and his bride 
quitted Primrose Plaae, that a letter was delivered at Jericho 
House. The letter was for Miss Pennihackor, written in tha 
pangs of disappointment, in the agony of a broken heart, by the 
Hon. Cesar Candituft. We sum np the meaning of the epistle, 
gladly avoiding the fulness <^ Us contents — gladly, too, avoiding 
any attempted description of the profound astonishment, disgust, 
and horror, of poor Monica. It may be remembered that tha 
lovef, banlked of the dowry by the loathsome avarice of 
Mr. Jericho, was fain to trust to the successful issue of some 
vague law-suit for the means of married life in it? required 
magnificence. Well, the uncertainty of the law, is a grim joke 
that generations of men have suffered and Lied under. And — 
to be brief — Candituft after his late visit to Jericho House, 
discovered that, with the best of cauees he had the worst of 
lack, and so — and ao — with a bleeding heart he released from 
all her vows the betrayed Monica. He was about to leave 
London, to seek consolation in the society of hia brother-in-iaw 
and hia sweet sister. 

" ITie villain ! " cried Monica, " and after I had been 
brought to promise him my hand ! To leave mo, and perhaja 
for another ! " 

" The cruel creature ! " and Agatha spoke of Hodmadod — 
"ftftcr I bad cnred hia hand, to go before my (ace, and give it 
to that — that little ecorpliai I " 
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Thoiioh Mrs. Jericho had failed in her hopes of Eympnthetic 
assistance from the frienda aha had Bummoned about her, she 
would uot quit the field. She would dispute the ground inch 
by inch. On her final interview with Basil — she would rather 
not see Bessy, she wished to be spared the trial — she declared 
that, albeit Mr. Jericho was strangely wayward, it was but a 
passing whim. HoweYer, be that as it might, it was her duty 
as a wife and mother to remain where she was. And Basil, 
having taken his measares that, at the worst, liia mother and 
giatera might he protected, bade them a, gay farewell ; for be 
felt that the separation would be only for a short time. "My 
dear mother," he said, "in a while, and you'll be making 
pumpkin pie in a log-hut ; as rosy as the ruddiest milkmaid." 
Mrs. Jericho smiled very wanly at the picture. "And yon, 
girla, why, what hands you'll be at rearing chicks, and fattening 
pigs ! " The young ladies shuddered at the thought. And 
when Basil piilplieaied for them a brace of stalwart farmers 
for husbands, why, in their own words, " their blood ran cold 
at the bare idea." 

Meanwhile our Man of Money hugged himself in hia triumph. 
He bad despoiled hia wife and her daujihters of the costly gifts 
that in bis hours of ignorant weakness had been beguiled &om 
him. And when he looked at the jewela — when he knew that 
they were his own ^ain, — the victory was saddened by the 
despairing thought that, he could by no Iniown me^na, i-eposaeBa 
himself of all the money — all he had wasted upon them. "No ; 
no. It ia a ourae to think it, but (Aey cannot to the crncible. 
They cannot jield op an ounce — nay not a grain — of the 
glorions money cast away upon their pampered flesh — tboir 
mincing appetites — their brainsick whims. No ; tliat money ia 
gone ; buried in the graves of vanity, and gluttony, and ahow. 
Gone! Gone 1 In another landlmighthavesold those milk-feced 
witches for Bometbing to reimburse me. But there ia no help for 
it here — none." These savage and fantastic thoughts fermented 
in the brain of Jericho ; and, etill defeated in his moody musioga, 
he would still return to the idea of his loss, to the hope to 
cover it, " To think that they — the sleek white cats ! — to think 
that they should be the tombs wherein I have buried so much 1 
To thmk that they should have so devoured me I That they 
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should have worn my heart! Should have been arrayed with 
my life ! Should have worn it in their ears, about their tiny 
wrists I Nay, should have trod upon it, in their damned ghjss 
Blippera ! And not a penny — not a penny can I melt from, 
them ! " And then, us some consolation, the miaer would loot 
at the jewels — the plunder he had secured. Any way, that was 
something snatched from the wreck. Tet it was hard to gain 
nothing more. Hard to know that the cost of past days, the 
bj-gone pomp and luxury, — waa irrevocahle aa the departed 

The Man of Money sat crouched in the acnllion's garret Hi* 
sordid serving-man — with his eyes fiercely bait upon hia master ; 
his mouth curved with a sharp grin, aa though he read odd, 
strange, diabolic matter in the brain laid bare to hia looks — hia 
servant Flutus stood apart. The morning was come, and in a 
while, the buyera would crowd to purchase ; to buy the contents 
of the mansion hit by bit, so that — as Jericho rejoiced — ha 
might carry them in his pocket 

"There's some of them," said JerichOj turning up his cheek 
as the knocker struck through the house. The Man of Money, 
followed by his servant, descended the stairs with tripping paoe. 
"Bring them to me — here," said Jericho, passing into a room; 
whilst the menial proeeedsd to the door. " Not ^ne, yet— not 
yet ! " eielaimed the Man of Money to his weeping wife as, pale 
and trembling, ahe approached him. 

" My dear Solomon," — 

"Weil!" answered Jericho, with hyena laogh, "well, my 
very dear wife 1 " 

"For the last time, let me supplicate you," said the woman. 

" I am coutentj for the last time. Weil, go on ; supplicate," 
answered the Man of Money. 

"You will destroy us," erclaimed the poor wife — "utterly, 
utterly destroy us." 

"Well) I know it — I know it," answered Jericho. "And 
niay I not destroy what I have made ) You were all beggars 
when I took ye, and to beggars ye shall return. The raga, with 
my blood, were changed into gold^;loth. Now, I'll have my 
blood again — I will — and you shall have your ra^." 

" Dear Jericho I This ia madness," cried the wife. 

" No, it isn't," answered Jericho, with a strange calmness, 
"It isn't madness, my dear, dear spouse, as the wise Doctor 
Mizxlemist has signified. Oh, it was a rare meeting J How 
happy yon might have been ! What rare junketings, here ! 
What a world of fashion, making this house a heaven, — and the 
poor devil, the madman owner, the maniac bone of your bone — 
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the lunatic flesh of your fleah — faat bonnd, feat barred ! Wlat 
ransic you would have had — and he, the Bedlamite, howling 
to the moon. Go ! " yelled the Man of Money, stamping his 
thin Doiaelesa foot upon the floor ; but the woman, drawing 
herself np, reBolved to stand her ground. " What ! you thought 
becanae you had not yet eaten the fruit, yon would never taste 
its bitterness J " 

" What &uit 1 What bittenieaa ? " cried Mrs, Jericho, rising 

Jericho gave no direct reply. Hugging liia arms about him, 
be swayed to and fro. " Some lies," he cried, " like some troths, 
are of long growth ere they bear ; but they do bear at laat. 
Now, the lie you sowed " — 

"1!" eiolftimed the indignant wife. 

"The lie you sowed," — repeated Jericho doggedly — "fell 
upon hard ground, 'tis true. The altar stone, no leas. Still, 
the lie has sprouted, has struck root ; has shot up, and its fruit — 
like the fruit of every lie, I know that much now — is bittemera. 
The wine it makes is misery, to the dregs of life — and you shall 
drink your fill of it. No ; I am not mad ; even, saying this, I 
am not mad ; " cried Jericho, for he marked the eloquent mean- 
ing of the woman's looks — "not mad, hut enlightened. This 
ia not frenzy, madam ; but wiedom— withering wisdom," sighed 
Jericho, and there was such a sound of human suffering in the 
words that, with a smile in her face, the wife looked up at her 
persecutor. 

" My dear, you are not well — this is " — 

"WTiy stay you here J " cried the Man of Money, with the 
old ferocity. "Why will you not be warned 1 Well, well, take 
your own way— you know best ; you know best. But in a few 
hours, and there's not a bed left for your fine, costly bones to 
lie upon. Now, will you depart 1 " cried Jerioho. 

"No," exclaimed the wife. "I know my course. I am 
advised. ' Jericho laughed. " Oh, do not doubt that," repeated 
the angry woman. "I will not quit the hoase while a tattfir 
remains. It shall be your work to leave me destitute, and 

" Aye, destitute ; as I t«ok you. The rich widow — the Indian 
queen — the sultana"— 

" The man of wealth — the shipowner — the holder of stocks — 
the golden merchant " — 

"Well, and has it turned out otherwise!" asked Jericho, 
sullenly and proudly. " Has my wealth been wanting ) Did I 
cheat you ? Have you not shared and shared J Have yon not 
eaised met You married m.e for jour money-drudge — your 
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golden slave. Aod still, with jour speech you goaded me ; BtiU 
with that whip of asp — a, shrew's tongue— yon acourged me. 
Money — money ! And despairingly I wished even of the fiend 
fbr money. I have my wish" — and Jericho slowly fixed hia 
BjBB upon his wife, -whose sympathy returned with the man's 
gnffering — fiied his eyes, whilst his face hecame ghastly pale, 
though with the paleness came back something of the calmer 
look of former days-—"! have my wish," groaned Jericho, 
spreading hia lifuid upon hia breast — "and — I feel it — I am 
damned for it." 

" Hnahand 1 " cried the wile, and her arm sought to embrace 
him. "Heavens !" she screamed in terri>r; and with her arm 
— some time divorced — around her hoahand, her blood stood 
frozen at the change. Hia body seemed as a wand — a willow 
wand. The wife trembled, and did not dare to look at what she 
deemed monatrous — devilish. With her heart beating thick, 
her brow bedewed, her arm fell as dead to her side. 

" The brain bums brightest, I have heard," said Jericho, with 
mournful, meaning voice— with features pale and tranquil, and 
with a gleam of their old expression — " brightest a while before 
'tis clay — if it be so, in the running of some minutes, I was, 
MyGod! Wliatdolaee)" and Jerichostared withejessuddenly 
lustrous, "Whit do I gee?" he groaned. "The skeletona oi 
things I Outside beauty has departed, and here — here I stand 
— iu a bouse of dust. I know that was some fine thing upon 
you^ — some silken rag of pride — and now it is a web of dust — of 
woven dust ! I look upon your face — that fine, large, glowmg, 
breathing lie that was, and it is a lie no longer. No ; it is 
resolved into the one truth — the universal dust, the caput 
mortwum of the last day." 

" My love," said the wife, with a voice of terror ; but the man 
possessed would not hear. 

" Why could I not see this before ? Why, I know that thing 
about your neck was gold ; is gold still to the blind ignorance of 
the world. It is a piece of yellow dust ; so light, a breath must 
scatter it. All dust. Your fine, proud, sweeping body i Why, 
now I see it aa it is. I could crumble it with my hands. And 
your heart, I see that too ! And what is called the blood passing 
through it. Blood] why, it is a gaah of sand. And your brain) 
— as busy aa an ant-hill ; as busy and as earthy." 

" My dear," said the wife, struck with the change, yet fikin to 
play the comforter, "you are better now )" 

" Much better ; for I can see through all things. Why had 
I not one glance of this before 1 Are we only to know what 
dirt ifl pride and pomp, only to know it ■w\ifia ttxe tan^'i'WifiiJi* 
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to taate the clay 1 But it is no matter," and the wild look 
again dawned in the sick man's face. Again, the fierce, wUd, 
violent spirit, grew Strang witliin liim. " It is no matter. AU'a 
wetL Very welt ! As I eaid — as I said. I am rich, aad I am 
damned for it. I have earned hell — well earned it" — 

" For the love of heaven," cried the woman in despaii', for the 
moment feeling a partner in the horror. 

"None of Uittt I No cowardice! No craven — tweltlh-hour 
puling. Be honest when yon can't help it. 'Twaa a bargain ; a 
&ir bargain with hell. So let the devil have his own. And 
mark you ! Woman of Bin — thing of amilea and fraud ! you 
and your young hags take n witch's flight, and be gone. Ton 
had beat — much best. Wait another day, and there'U not be a 
broomatick to fly with." ' 

And here, introduced by Plntua — how Mrs. Jericho diuddered 
at the creature's presence ! — came certain tradesmen ; wreckera 
never absent when a fortune founders. Israel, Labau, and 
lasachar stood before Che Mna of Money, who, on the instant, 
returned to his hungry, ravenous self. Yes ; at sight of the 
dealers, the face of Jericho put on ita former wickedness ; and 
philosophy and remorse were dnmb and dead, aod cunning and 
avarice again active and voluble. With a contemptucina chuck 
of the head, Jericho acknowledged the presence of the chapmen, 
and then turned fiercely upon his wife. " Are yoo advised now ? 
A few hoars, and if yon will stay here, you shall rule the mistress 
of naked walla. Go I " And the poor woman, with terror in 
her looks, fied from the spot. How — in that moment — she 
accused the lingering, guilty pride, that had withhold her from 
communing with Basil ! How willingly would she have followed 
him ! With what alacrity have flung aside, like tarnished finery, 
her present life, and drawn the breath of simplicity and peace ! 
And with this thought she sought her daughters. This thought 
she uttered with fervent utterance ; and found no according 
sympathy. But youth is apt to be disdainful. And ao it was 
vtth Monica, so even with the less courageous Agatha. Both 
of them bade their mother — she herself had taught the lesson, and 
her pupils bade her not forget it — have a nobler spirit. 
They were prepared to defy the tyrant to the last I Indeed, in 
a wild, passionate moment, burning with revenge, Monica laugh- 
ing and clapping her handa, declared it would be noble sport to 
set fire to the honae, and all perish in the flames. Poor girl 1 
We verily beheve she had no auch wicked intention. She only 
apoke from a desperate waywardnasa of spirit } for It must not 
be tbi^tten that the treasonous letter of the dastard Canditufl 
^ha married, ten years after, a tyrannous old maid, with enor- 
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mous expectations that ripened iuto nothing better than eryri' 
pelaa) — the coward letter, like a live coal, waa eating up Monica's 
heart. However, the mother waa re-osaured by the spirit of her 
children ; and having gathered together all the property — body 
goods, no other — allowed them by the tyrant Man of Money, 
waa reaolved to stay to the last. Neither would she take the 
jadgwent of the jury of friends as final. She must believe — 
moreover Monica, upon the strength of her grey experience was 
oonvineed — that the law waa too kind, too juat and benevolent 
towards feeble woman, not to dethrone and eonSiie for life, her 
maniac despot. 

In the meaatime, the dealera, accompanied by Jericho, 
prowled from room to room. Furniture, plate, pieturea — all 
that had made the glory of Jericho — were duly considered and 
dnly debased by the men who wished to make them their own. 
For a while, Jericho endured the chaffering of the tribe. At 
length, he suddenly drew up. " Look ye, here," said the Man 
of Money, prepared at once to make clean work of it; for his 
impatience subdued his avarice, — "Look ye, here, I treat 
with men of hononr ; with scmpuloua merchants whose only 
wiah is a fair profit. I know thia, gentlemen. The tone of 
yonr voioea, the clear look of your eyes, the sterling worth 
of yoQf words, an we have passed ftim room to room, con- 
sidering the goods, — all convince me that I am safe in jour 
hands." 

Israel, Laban, and Issachar, staring somewhat, bowed. 

"Safe in your hands," repeated Jericho. "Well, then, why 
should we waste time ) I want to be quit of this. I want, at 
a thought, to melt all yon aee and have seen, into ready money. 
I know I must be a mighty loser. Oh yea 1 For money never 
was so scarce — trade never so very dead. This I knew before ; 
BO not a word about it now. Well then, worthy gentiemen, 
princely dealers, take counsel with yourselves, and to save a 
public hubbub — for I would pass from this fiery furnace of a 
house, this mansion burning with gold, to the peaceful comer 
I have provided me. You understand I "— 

Again Israel, Laban, and lasaohar, bowed. They underatood 
perfectly. 

"Take counsel, I say, and make me an offer, a lumping offer 
for the whole. Eh 1 " 

Israel, Laban, and lasachar were impressed with the com- 
prehensive largeness of the thought. It would aave time, and 
trouble, and the liberal, the right royal Jericho would be a 
gainer — there could be no doubt of it — a great gainer in the end. 

"Fellow," and Jericho turned to his serf, "conduct the 
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merchauta into every corner. And gentlemen, let mo have jour 
offer — be it ever bo rough a gueaa, atiU something like it — yaar 
offer to-night. No later ; to-night." 

lerael, Laban, and IsBBcbar, with their hearts glowing in their 
eyes, and smiling at tlieir mouths, rubbed their bauds, and pro- 
mised. Tlie magDifieent Jericho should have their offer in the 
evening. They, the merabant friends — old aaaocuitea, time-tried 
fellows— with one another would soon decide ; and — there should 
be no inisa in the matter — a pluin, distinct offer should be made 
in the evening. 

Whereupon, the Man of Money ascended to his garret, and 
the dealers pursued their occupation. There was only one 
apartment shut against them. And here, Mrs. Jericho and her 
daughters defied a siege. Every other place was searched, and 
every article scanned by the denlers, who at length with a grave 
joy departed &om the house, big with the belief in a glorious 
pennyworth. 

The Man of Money sat alone in his garret. Evening closed in, 
and the moon rose, and looked reproaelifully at the miser. The 
same moon that looked so tenderly upon millions ; the same 
moon that shone upon the silvery sails of the Halci/an, flying 
like a sea-bird to its home, 

Tlie Mau of Muuej atarted m hia chair. " What's that I" 
The garret door opened, " You, — is't not J " 

" I," answered the slave Plutua. 

"WeUJ Has it come?" cried the master. 

" Here it is," answered the servant ; and he laid ft letter upon 
the table. 

■' Well, now for their conscience ! " ciclftiroed the Wan of 
Money. "Go, while 1 read it," and the servant departed. 
" Stav, dog. A light — I cannot read else. Do you hear ) A 
light?' 

The fellow came not in ; but his voice was heard without 
" There is a candle on the table ; and paper prepared to 
light it." 

Most precious paper J The heart's flesh and blood of the Man 
of Money. For the devilish serving-man had folded a note — 
(how obtained, can it matter 1)— :-anote peeled from the breast of 
his master ; a piece of money, a part of the damned Jericho, 
sympathising with him. 

The Man of Money took the paper, (the devil with hia ear 
upturned crept closer to the door) then thrust it amidst the 
dying coals. A moment, and the garret la rent as with a 
lightning flash. 

Yelling, and all on fi.re the Man of Money falls prostrate, 
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with hel] in his face. Then his lips move, but not a sound ia 
heard. And the fire communicated by the sympathy of the 
living note— the flesh of hia flesh — Uke a enafce of flame, glides 
np his limbs, devouring them. And bo he Is consumed. A 
minute ; and the Man of Money is a thin, black paper ash. 
Now, the night wind atira it ; and now, a sudden breeze carries 
the eineroTis corpse away, fluttering it to dust impalpable. 

And at the moment, the possesaions of Jericho — all he had 
bought with his flesh, and blood, and soul — all was blasted to 
tinder, otmaumed to ashes. The pictures dropt in dust from the 
walls ; the walls crumbled ; the very gold the wretch had hoarded 
became as nought. 

Candituft looked at his diamond ring — the gift of Jericho — 
and it was a epeek of charcoal. Bones and Thruab, drawing 
forth their golden snuff-boxes, found in their hands two lumps 
of soot. 

Mrs. Jericho and her daughtera were alike disenchanted. Tlin 
very moment Jericho paaaed away in flume, they found themselves 
in garments of tinder. 

And thus were all things of the Man madi of Money — things 
of dust and ashes. 



The night has passed, and day — lovely summer time — smiles 
a benison upon the world. The Haloyon, with her sea-pilgrima 
aboard, hea-to off the western ahore. There are two voyagers 
yet to come. And there — a thing no bigger than a nautilus — a 
boat comes shooting out ; tussling and bounding with the breeze 
and sea, and now fairly leaping from wave to wave towards the 
ship, as with the instinct of some creature towards its parent 
breast "There they are!" shouts Carraways, and his wifa 
cries and laughs- — and Jenny Topps Jumps about — and Bobert 
daps hia hands — and Old White blesaes himself — and Doctor 
Dodo smiles, and Mrs. Dodo is so happy — and the nine children 
Dodos — baby at the breast counting for nothing — give a scream 
and a shout of delight t 

Another minute, and the boat js alongside. And there are 
bride and bridegroom, — there is Bessy with such happiness 
fillin g her good face, with Basil's arm around her — and Basil 
looking proud of hia treasure ! Another minute, and Eesay is 
upon the deck in her mother's arms ; and Basil grasps the hand 
of iitther Carraways. 

Captain Goodhody's eye — he sees all bat says little— glistens 
at the meeting. The boat's cast off— all's right. 

4 3 
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" "Bout ship ! " cnes the Captam. The yarda Hwlug round; 
tbe ouiTaB fills sa wilh the breath of good apirite. May HDcb 
await the trusting and courageous bearta our vessel carriea — 
await on them and all who, Bsekiug a new home, tail the mighty 
d»spl 
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CHRONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK; 



• Stmit nf %Al<fMt. 



Wb have yet no truthful map of England. No offence to the 
publishera ; hut the verity must be ottered. We have pored and 
pondered, and goiie to our sheets with weak, winking eyes, having 
viunly searched, we cannot trust ouraelvoa to say how many 
hnndred maps of our beloved land, for the eract whereabout o( 
Clovemook. We cannot find it. More : wa doubt — so imperfect 
are all the mapa — if any man can drop hb finger on the spot, can 
point to the hlesaed locality of that most blissful village. He 
could aa eaaily show to us the hnndred of Utopia ; the glittering 
weathercocks of the Now Atlantis. 

And shall we he more communicative than the publishers 1 
No ; the secret shall be buried with ua ; wa will hug it under our 
shroud. We have heard of shrewd, short-apeeched men who were 
the living caskets of some healing jewel ; some restorative recipe 
to draw the burning fangs from gout ; some anodyne to toneh 
away sciatica into the lithesomeness of a, kid ; and these men 
have died, and have, to their own satisfaction at least, carried 0i9 
BBoret into their coffins, as though the mystery would comfort 
them as thay rotted. There have been such men ; and the 
black, begrimed father of all tineharitableness sita cross-legged 
upon their tombstones, and sniggers over them. 

Nevertheless, we will not tell to the careless and irreverent 
world — a world noisy with the ringing of shillings — the where- 
about of Clovemook. We might, would we condescend, give an 
all-sufficient reason for our closeness ; we will Ao Ti^i «a^ ■Cittat- 
No ; the viUag-e is our own — conBecra.tei)L to <rai Q'wii- \^tuawa» 
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leisure, when time ninH bj like a. summer brook, dimpling and 
sweetly murmuring as it niua. We have the moat potent right 
of freehold in the soil ; cay, it a our lordahip. We have there 
dreiU du seigneur ; and in the very despotism of onr ownerahip 
might, if we would, turn oafca into gibbcta. Let this knowledge 
suffice to the reader ; for we will not vouchsafe to him another 
pippin's-worth. 

Thus much, however, we will say of the history of Clovemook, 
There is about it a very proper mist and haziness ; it twinkles 
far, far away through the darkness of time, like a taper through 
a midnight casament. The spirit of fable that dalliet with the 
veied heart of man, and incamates hisdr«ams in living presences 
— for mightiest of the mighty is oft the musale of fiction — fiihle 
says that Clovemook was the work of some sprite of Fancy, that 
in an idle and estravagant mood, made it a choice country seat ; 
a green and flowery place, peopled with happy fiices. And it was 
created, says fable, after (his fashion. 

The sprite took certain pieces of old, fine linen, which were 
torn and torn, and reduced to a very pulp, and then made into A 
substance, thin and Bpotless. And then the sprite flew away to 
distant woods, and gathered certain things, from which was 
expressed a liquid of darkest dye. And then, after the old, time- 
hononred uray, &. living thing was sacriHced ; a bird much praiflfld 
by men at Michaelmas, fell with bleeding throat ; and the sprite, 
plucking a feather &om the poor dead thing, waved and waved 
it, and the village of Clovemook grew and grew ; and cottages, 
silently as trees, rose Irom the earth ; and men and women came 
there by twos and fours ; and in good time smoke rose iroiD. 
chimneys, and cradles were rocked. And this, so saith iahle, was 
the beginning of Clovemook. 

Although we will not let the rabble of the world know the 
whereabout of our village — and by the rabble, be it understood, 
we do not mean lie wretches who are guilty of daily hunger, and 
are condemned in the court of poverty of the high misdemeanour 
of patches and rags, — but we mean the mere money-changers, the 
folks who carry their sullen souls in the corners of their pockets, 
and think the site of Eden is covered with the Mint ; although 
we will not have Clovemook startled from its sweet, dreamy 
serenity — and we have sometimes known the very weasels in 
mid-day to doze there, given up to the delicious influence of the 
place — by the ehariot-wheels of that stony-hearted old dowager, 
Lady Mammon, with her &lBe locks and ruddled cheeks, — we 
invita all others to onr little village ; where they may loll in the 
sun or shaiie ius suits them ; lie along on the green tufty sword, 
and kick tbeir JieeJa at fortune ; ■where ftie^ tqkj si%»a evening 



THE CHRONICLES OP CLOVEBNOOK. 233 

dunce in the meadows, and nfter retire to the inn — the one inn 
of Cloyemook — glorified under tlie sign of " Gratis ! " 

Match 113 that eign if you cau. What are ;our Georges awl 
Dr^oua, your Kings' Heads, and Queens' Arms ; your LiouB, 
Red, White, and Black ; your Mermaids and your Dolphina, to 
that large, embracing benerolence — Oralis 1 Doth not the word 
Beem to throw its amu about you with a hugging welcome I 
Gratis I It is the voice of Nature, speaking from the fulness of 
her large heart. The word ia written ail over the blue heaven. 
The health-giving air whispers it about us. It rides the 
aunbeam — (save when statesmen put a pane 'twiit us and it). 
The lark trills it high up iu its skyey dome ; the little wayside 
flower breathes gratis from ita pinky mouth ; the bright brook 
murmurs it ; it is written in the harvest moon. Look and move 
where we will, delights — all " gratis," all breathing and beaming 
beauty — are about us ; and yet liow rarely do we seize the 
happiness, because, forsooth, it w a joy gratis i 

But let us baek to Cloveniook. We offer it as a country 
tanying-place for all who will accept its hospitality. We will 
show every green lane about it ; every clnmp of trees ; every bit 
of wowilaud, mead and dell. The villagers, too, may be found, 
ilp<m acquaintance, not altogether boors. There are some strange 
folk among them. Men who have wrestled in the world, and 
have had their victories and their trippings-np ; and now they 
have nothing to do but keep their little bits of garden-ground 
pranked with the earliest flowers ; their only enemies, weeda, 
slugs, and snails. Odd people, we say it, are amongst them. 
Men, whose minds have been strangely carved and fashioned by 
the world; cut like odd fancies in walnut-tree; but though 
curious and grotesque, the minds are sound, with not a worm- 
hole iu them. And these men meet in summer under the broad 
mulberry-tree before the " Gratis," and tell Iheir stories — thoughts, 
hnmonrs ; yea, their dreams. They have nothing to do but to 
consider that carious hit of clock-work, the mind, within them ; 
&nd droll it sometimes is, to mark how they will try to take 
it to pieces, and then again to adjust its little wheels. Its levers, 
and springs. 

Some of these worthy folk may, in good time, be made known 
to our readers. Eut our first business is to introduce to them a 
most wise, and withal jocund sage, dwelling about a mile and 
three quarters from Cloveniook, and known to the villagers as 
the Hermit of Eellyfulle. It was a happy chance that brought 
the anchorite and ourselvea together. Thus it happened. 

An autumn day had died gloriously in the west ; darkoe™. 
oame rapidly upon us, and to be liriet vdtk ooi TmaW^,'fl'a^ia^ 
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loet our way. "We had travelled irom , a, market-town, 

and aa our aaddle-bags — for we were upon our choice gelding — 
were, etraDgely enoiigii, stuffed with the lawful goldea coin of 
the realm, our feara rose with our eenae of property. Again and 
again we thought of our gold, and thinking, sweated. To our 
apprehension, the gelding's legs hecame as eight ; for though ws 
saw no horse following us, yet could we certainly distinguish the 
sound of eight hoofs. We kept up a sharp trot, and oddly enough, 
the gelding that lialf-an^hour before showed signs of weariness 
and distress, trotted, trotted on aa though fresh from a night's 
rest, com and beans. Aa we went on, everything seemed strangely 
changing ahout us. The sky that had been black as coal, broke 
into a mild, clear grey ; star by star came ttvmkling out ; the 
cold, autumn wind blew soft and warm ; our spirits became 
suddenly hghtened, when our gelding — it is a most sagacious 
beast — made a dead halt. 

The creature stood fast, and wo looked vainly about us. We 
saw nothing — heard nothing. The animal still stood as upon a 
pedestal. And now, it pricked its ears— and now, snuffed, snuffed 
the adr. Then the truth, in truth's best sweetness, came upon 
tiB. We were close to a human dwelling-place ; we were in the 
neighbourhood of some of the units of the large family of man. 
Sope could not have deceived us : no, tlie truth was plain ; for 
we smelt a smell of eggs and bacon. 

Now, the gelding had merely paused to awaken our attention 
to the odorous fact. This opinion we carry, fast as a clenched 
nail, within us. For we merely took a deep inspiration, jerked 
our right knee against the saddle, and Bottom — for such is the 
beast's name — immediately imderstood that we had taken his 
roeaning, and with mended step, went ambling on, as though bia 
soul danced to the music of the frying-pan. A moat rational 
beast is Bottom. 

Still, we trotted on,down close, winding, mossy lanes — with odd, 
large, gnarled trees, throwing their arms acroad" the narrow road, 
and sometimes meeting and hugging one another, like Titan 
wrestlers. There was something strange in the trees ; something, 
as we thought, half-human : now and then they looked like 
giants ; and now, we thought we saw the red goat-like noses of 
satyrs among the branches, with a quick jerk ing of their homed 
beada. Once or twice, thinking of our aaddle-bags, we sbonld 
have fiunted from sheer cowardice ; but as Bottom ambled 
onward, there was on increasing, a sustaining smell of bacon 
and eggs. 

At length, Bottom stopt in a sort of triangular nook. There 
■was no outlet. Wc looked ; was it a glowworm glunmaring 



THE CHH0NICLE3 OF CLOVERNOOK. 23S 

through that maaa of green? No: it was ttillow, delicious, 
honsehold tallow ; or if not, oil from leviathan. We diamounted, 
and groping our way, nt length, through a wilJemeaa of woodhine 
and ivy, found the door. We knocked. 

"Come in," cried a voice, loud as a trumpet. 

Melodious BjUablea I Sweet accents of sweet hospitality '. 
Harmonious to the traveller on the outside, glorifying to the man 
at the hearth ! He has escaped somewhat of the smitings of this 
single-Btick world, who, when he hears knuckles at his postern, 
con throw himself back in hia chair like a king upon his throne, 
and without a qualm of the heart, cry — "Come in!" 

In darkness, we clawed about the door ; at length we found the , 
latch. In a moment we were at the hearthstone of the greatest 
animal in the scale of creation — an animal that cooks. 

"And who are you 1 " cried the raaster of the mansion. 

What a pert, every-day asking is this ! What a queiy to 
answer I Eeader, did you ever, for one moment, say to yonr own 
soul, — " Who are you ! " You know that yon are a something, 
hut tchai thing ? You know that there is some living power, 
soma knack withia you, that helps you through life ; that enables 
you to make a bargain with an eje to a good pennyworth ; that 
even urges you to pick a wife from a few millions ; that walks 
»ith you in your business walks, that broods with you at home 
over your ledger — but what is it ? Did you ever try to bring it 
(ace to face with yourself! Did you ever manfully endeavour to 
pluck, for a moment, this mystery from your blood, and look at 
it eye to eye — this Yon 1 It may be a terrible meeting ; but sit 
in the magic circle of yonr own thoughts, and conjure the thing. 
It may he devE — it may be angeL No. Yon will take the 
chance ; you are not curious r you are content to jog on ; you 
know that you are you ; but for the akat you, whether perfect as 
the angels, or scabbed like Laaarus, why should you seek to 
' know ! Bather, dwell in the hopeful sweetness of your no- 
knowing. 

"And who are you ? " again asked the man we had elected for 
our host, ere we had time or thought to answer. 

" We are travelling, and have lost our way," said we. 

" Sit down and eat," said the master of the mansion. " And 
then, if the world has left you a light conscience, you can, if yoii 
will, sleep." 

" We'll first see to Bottom, and then have with you," said we : 
for there was a ring of truth and good-fellowship in the man's 
Toice, that, as we felt, made us old acquaintance. We crossed 
Hie threshold, and taking saddle and bridle from Bottom, sent 
him to his supper of sweet grass. We then returned to our host 
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" And wliat brought you here 1 " he aakecl, offering the dish. 

"Bacon and egga," sajd wa, helping oiiwelvea to the glorioua 
condimenla bearing those names. 

Tlie man paasei), looked down upon ub, scratclied t^e oape of 
his neck, and walked to a corner of liia habitation. He then 
retamed with a blushing gammon, whicli he sliced with the 
potent band of a master. Smiling upon our appetite, he cmcked 
a dozen or two more eggs, and fiung them singing into tho 

We would give a hundred guineas from the aforcaajd Baddla- 
biigB, we thought, if wb could carrj away with us a livelj portrait 
of our host. Wb shall never forget him ; ha will to our juind 
always be a stirring preeeuce ; hut how — how shall we ever fti 
him upon paper J 

" Yoa don't eat," said our host, seeing our knife and fork for a 
moment idle, as we mused upon the diSicuIty. "£at, eat, if jou'd 
be welcome to the Hermit of Bell jfulle." 

" Are you a hermit I " we asked, with a wondering look. 

" Have I not said it ! The Hermit of BellyfuUe, and this my 
Hermitage ; this the Cell of tbe Corkscrow," cried the aneborite ; 
and he then lurned to the pan, his eye meltiug on tlie 
frying eggs. 

The Ilermit appeared between fifty nnd sixty— nsarer sixty. 
He would huve looked tall, but for his breadth of Bhoulder and 
bow of belly. His arms were short, thick, and sinewy; -with a 
fist that might have throttled a wild boar or a keen attorney. 
Altogether he was a massive lump of a man, hard and active. 
His face was big and round, with a rich, larder look about iL His 
wide, red cheeks were here and there jewelled with good living. 
As gems are said by some to be no more than a congelation of 
the rarest essences attracted and dietilled from mother earth, io 
were the living rubies bui'ning in the cheeks of the Hermit, the 
hardened, inoamited juices of the deer of the forest — the volatile 
spirits of the vice. Tbe Hermit liad no nose ; none, ladies, none. 
^ere was a little nob of flesh, like a small mushroom, dipt in 
wine, which made its unobtrusive way between the good man's 
cheeks, and through which he has been known to sneeze : but 
impudence iteelf could not call that piece of flesh auoaa. The 
Hermit's mouth had all the capacity of large benevolence; large 
and wide, like an old pocket. There seemed a heavy unctuouaaess 
about the lower lip ; a weight and drooping from very mellowness 
— like a ripe peach, cracking in the sun. His teeth — but that he 
had lost one, as we afterwards learned, in active service on u 
Sti«Bburg bam — were regular as a line of iufantry, and no leas 
dangerous. His forehead waa large ; his black hair waning into 
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grey, save tliat one lock which grew like the furelock of old Time, 
WHS raven still. His eyes were sniall, and bo deep in hie head, 
no man ever aaw the whites of them : there they were, like black 
beads sunk in scarlet flesh. Such ia the poor weak picture of the 
glorious living face : and theu bvery bit of it shone, as though it 
had been smeared with sacrifidal tat. The Hermit's voice was 
deep and clear ; and he had a sweet, heart-warming chuckle, 
which came like wine gargling from a flask. The very pope erf 
herraite was the Hermit of Bellyfulle. 

This worthy anchorite wore no weed of grey — not he. He had 
a eapaeions gown of faded scarlet damask, worn — much worn : 
yet there were traces in it of past heanty ; goodly bunches of 
grapGH, antique fiagons, and Cupids flaying a buck. Tiiis robe 
was girdled about the waist with a thick silken rope ; a relic, as 
he toid us, picked up in s pilgrimage. It bad been a bell-rope in 
the best hostelry of Palestine. The nether anatomy of the recluse 
showed, OS we thought, that all the vanity of the world had not 
died within him, for he wore black velvet breeches : and, more- 
over, sesmed to throw an approving glance at his leg, caaed ia 
Tinwrinkled silken hose of ebon black. His feet were easily 
lodged in large slippers of cramoisy velvet, with here and there 
a glimmering of old gold lace. 

A henoit would be no liermit without a akull. The anchorite 
of Bellyiiille was fitly provided with such tangible aid to solemn 
reflection : for he had the sknll of a heathen Paladin, in the 
whidi — for the top had been ourioualy aawn off, and hinged, and 
a iilver box contrived in the cavity — in the which the Hermit of 
Bellyfuile kept his best tobacco. He moreover showed his horror 
and contempt for heathenism by sinking thebasanetof a Saracen 
knight into a spittoon. 

liie Cell of the Corkscrew revealed the magnanimity of its 
hsrmit indweller. Its walls were tapestried with sides of baeon, 
with hams smoked over fires of cedar and sandol-wood. Festoons 
of sausages hung from the roof, dazzling the eyes and melting the 
heart of the beholder. Frequent peering forth, with death-grim 
snout, a boar's head would show itself, to the ear of fancy grunting 
for the knife. And now, the eye would wander to a squab of 
flesh — a buffalo's hump — delicious to rest apou. And then there 
were tongues, as many as at Babel, hanging on all sides ; tongues 
of deer, of antelope, of Indian ox, smoked and cured by Indian 
cooks. Glowing and beautiful were a hundred vitreous jars of 
pnngent pickle, disposed about the cell with the finest considera- 
tion of colour and eflect. There, too, was the delicious olive, 
in its mild, immortal green, for Bacchus in his after-dinner hour 
to dally with. 
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It nas not until the next momiiig th&t the Hermit discovered 
to us all tlie riches, the storea, the convvnieDces of the Cell of tha 
Corkscrew, and its adjoining messuages. But as we have opened 
the matter, we will not put it off to a future page, but at once 
make an end of it We found that the room wherein we supped 
waa made sacred to knife and fork. E; the waj, let us inform 
the reader, that those insti'uments, of huge dimensions, surmounted 
the mantel-piece. The Hermit, raising his small jet eyea towards 
them, mildly said, with a slight chuckle, " My lares — the guardian 
angels of my fire-Bide." 

An adjoining room was fitted round with ahelves, on which 
were pots and packages of preserves and spices, and baskets of 
candied fruits, and here and there a case of heart-conaoling 
Curagoa — soft and subtle noyeau — biting abainthe ; nay, all the 
cordials refined by the inquiring spirit of man from nature'e raw 
materials. " What a deUoious smell ! " we cried. " I call it my 
phoenia' neat" said the Hermit, and he said no more. He then 
took us down into his cellar. We descended some fifty steps 
into a place of vast extent. " Cut by some good-natured people 
of the olden time," said the Hermit ; "cut out of the hving rock. 
And now, air, the sun shines on no sort of grape that is not 
bottled here ;" and the Hennit spoke with a voice of triumph, 
and gently wared the lamp in hia bnnd (o and fro, its beams 
ialling upon a thousand and a thousand bottles, that to our excited 
fancy Heanied to laugh like negroes in the sun. 

" Simple, thoughtless man woiUd not thmk it, but there is mueli 
knowledge to be taken &om this cellar," said the Hermit. 

" With the help of a corkscrew," eaid we. 

*Eight ; with the blessing of a corkscrew," cried the Hermit, 
"But for a time treading on the carnal man, there is other, 
higher knowledge. You will observe, sir, that I have laid out 
my bottles geographically ; from the cyder of Devonshire to tha 
rice spirit of China, In tUia way, I manage to go entirely round 
the world once a year." 

" Is it possible ? " we asked, and we fear it, in a voice of 
incredulity ; for tha Hermit drew himself up, and spoke very 
solemnly. 

" Man," said he, "a lie in any place is a poor sneaking thing j 
still, a lie may be better or worse by its locality. Now the man," 
and here the anchorite trembled with emotion, "the man who 
would tell a lie in a wine-ceUar, ia a wretch unutterable. His 
heart's-blood, at the beat, is bad vinegar." 

" It is — it ia," said we, feeling the rebuke. " And this is a map 
of the world, done by Bacchus I " 

The Hermit of Beilyfulle, smiling benevolently, gently nodded 
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bis head. "Tou will perceive it Here, sb I said, is the cyder, 
the ale of Englaud. There, Champagne, Buigundj, Bordeaux. 
There, the Johannisberg, At the present time, I am. in Hungary, 
drinkiug Tokay." 

"It is deUgbtful," we said, "to meet yon in bo &voured 

Leaving the cellar, the Hermit took ua to hia farmyard. 
Instantaneously we wereBurrouudod by all aorta of poultry. We 
were particularly pleased with a breed of fowls, of enormous size, 
and of the whitest and most dazzling plumage. 

"Tou like them 1 " said the Hermit, observing our look of 
admiration. " So do I. Were it not that I am almost dead to 
fleshly affections, I should say thay were my passion. They are 
capons, sir. It is a strange weakness, but I love them dearly ; 
especially with pork, judiciously pickled. I call them, sir," and 
the Hermit faintly smiled, " I call them my monks." 

We next visited the fish-ponds. " Here, sir," said the Hermit, 
"are my trout." 

"How very large ! " we exclaimed, as some huge fish darted 
from under the weeds. 

"Now, sir, though you will not venture to doubt my word, 
others might. I have a great moral experiment going on among 
theae fiah. They are eutirejy fed upoa artificial flies." 
" Is it possible ! " we aaked. "For what purpose I" 
"To show the sufficiency of the imagtnatiua to the satisfaction 
of the belly," replied the Hermit. 

" It will be a groat political discovery," said we. " Have you 
tried the system on yourself ) " 

Either the Hermit did not hear us, or hearing,' disdained an 
answer ; for he walked on, we following. " My orchard," said he, 
pointing to a very forest of trees, loaded with the fruits of 
autumn. 

"Areyou notfrequently robbed ? " we asked. "Have you no 
spring-guns, man-ti-aps " — 

" Look," said the Hermit, and he pointed to a written board 
6atened to one of the trees — there were twenty such about the 
orchard — which board contained a notice, inviting in the prettiest 
and moat paternal words all little boya who might pass that way, 
to come into the orchard, and eat their fill. They were warned 
upon no account to take the smallest fruit, but to carefully pick 
the largest, the ripest, and the best. There were likewise ladders 
provided that the boysmigbtnot injure the boughs, or rend their 
breeches by climbing. Or if they should chance to tear their 
garments, there was an oilskin bag hanging from a large walnut 
tree in the middle of the orchard, in which bag were needles and 
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thread, to repair for the nonce any gaah that might else aean- 
dalise the out-door world. 

" But do not the birds plunder yon 1 " we asked. 

"My chSrriea, for two or three yeara, suffered grievonsly from 
the rooks," said the Hermit ; "but they are sensible birds, sir ; 
very sensible. I bought the caat-off coat of a Jew money-lender, 
and stuffing it with straw, I hnng it upon the highest tree. The 
rooks are clever birds, sir — they never perched again." 

Having shown to the reader tbe cell and grounds — we h&ve 
purposely omitted all noticea of bed-rooms, pantry, and out- 
houses, of the Hermit of BellyfuUe — we must bring the said 
reader back to the 5rst hour of our introduction to the 
anchorite. Be it remembered, that we are stUI tired and joint- 
sore with our journey, and that we have only eaten three raahers, 
and swallowed half-a-dozen eggs. 

To say nothing of the external dignity of the Hermit, it was 
evident to us, from one single cireumstance, that he was a man 
of superior mind. He never nttered a syllable until we both had 
supped. In an afterchange of thought, the Hermit confesaed 
that he admired bis guest upon the same high prininple, 

" A man, sir," observed the sage, " who gabbles at hia dinner, 
may be said to swallow, not to eat. Eating, sir, is aa much a 
meatal, nay, more so, tboa a. physical task. There is, bit, a 
wonderful sympathy between the brain and the palate. Talk 
(iegtroya the eiqaisite harmony between them. All the nobler 
functions of the soul should be present during every mouthftd [ 
and so subHmating it, the wise man eats with his brain, the fool 
with his mouth." 

" Tou have studied these things curionaly," aaid we. 

" It waa my prime object in quitting tbe world. I resolved, 
npon the death of my fourth wife, to shut myself up from the 
T.Tiiitiea of life, and write a cookery book — an encyolopoedia of 
the kitchen." 

" It is to be hoped," said we, " you have not repented of your 
tuugnanimity ) " 

" No, sir ; no. I have been hard at work — but it is the laboor 
of a life. I have toUed ten years, and only got to ducks." 

" Ducks ! " 

"Duoka, air. Ten years, and only finished four letters : but 
hups ia strong : I have no doubt 1 shall live to aee Z. By that 
time the ignorant world will begin to feel ita mouth water for a 
sirloin of Ziibra ; and I am the only man who can tell the worid 
how to cook it" 

"A sirloin of zebra 1 Was there ever auch a joint put upon a 
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" I hava jmrtakeii, wr, of hundreds ; but tlioie feasts were in 
the blesaed rtgiwi of Aa-jou-Iike." 

" As-jott-lJcB I Where may that region be 1 " we asked. 

The Hermit'3 eyes filled witli teaiu, and he answered, with a 
Iffoken voice, " I tannot tell — I canuot tell ; tiiough I have lived 
there — have children there — 1 know not where it ia, know not 
how to seek it." 

" How," we asked, " did you first find it out I " 

"That, air, ia the strangest story of my life; though I have 
many, many stories in tliat bos," and the Hermit pointed to a 
large cedar chest in the comer, " that may some day puzzle the 
printer. However, air, all I know, you shall know. Brandy or 
Hollands ) " asked the Hermit, pushing the bottles. " Both 
smuggled, upon my honoor," eajd the sage, laying hia hand upon 
his breast. "Do you take lemon ) Here, sir, is a squeezer made 
of true eremite maple. Sugar ; water, hot and cold. And now, 
sir, you shall have my story. I call it — 

" STfjc JFIging Kottlr. 

" I have heea a traveller, sir—a great traveller. It waa my 
fortune, when about five-and-twenty, to sail to the Indian Seaa. 
We dropped anchor ulose to one of the islands to be found in 
those bllsBful waters. I went ashore, and everything about me 
seemed new and strange, but beautiful, very beautiful. I had 
wandered from my party, and was alone in a field overgrown 
with hyacinths, when a bottle suddenly sprang up beneath my 
foot ; and as I walked, the bottle — a black wine-bottle, no more 
— hopped, hopped hke a bird, before me. I ran after it ; but 
the faster I ran, the quicker it hopped. At length, mustering all 
my strength, I ran Tintil I fairly ran the bottle down. Then, 
smelling at its mouth, for there was no cork in it, I smelt a moat 
delicious odour ; I raised the bottle to my lips, aud drank. 
Instantly my hands seemed riveted aronnd the vessel, and two 
wings sprang from the sides of the bottle. In a moment, I was 
raised from the earth. I tried to let go the bottle, but my 
hands were as a part of it ; and still the bottle flew and flew like 
an eagle to the sun ; and I swooned, and knew no more ontil I 
awoke in a region which the inhabitants told me was th& 
kingdom of As-you-like. 

" I looked about me, and I could have sworn that I was in 
some street in London ; for in my boyhood, I had once visited 
that wonderful and wicked city, taken thither by my grand- 
father. The houses were familiar to rae ; the character of the 
people, their clothes, nay, their language, all seeoied V.Mis'«\i'^<i 
me ; but ivhen I said as much, the wortUj Io\V.b jAiomS. icvft stsSift 



m 



m-i THE CHRONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK. 

at my delusioQ ; and further, when I told them the story of the 
bottle, the; shook their heads, aod s^d they doubted cot I 
should EOOD discover my mistake. And very hood I did so. 
IThat I should know the language of the people of As-yon-like as 
perfectly as themselves waa only a, part of the mystery of the 
bottle. I had drunk it from its mouth. 

"It was plain that 1 waa considered a curiosity by the folks, 
who, indeed, looked upon me with that sort of pity and forbear- 
ance which I have iaowu displayed by soft-hearted people 
towards a Hottentot It was plain they felt that I had much in 
common with them all, but was nevertheless of a much lower 
degree of sensibility and intelligence. It is right, however, tha.t 
I should confess that this opiuion arose itoxa my owd coarse 
habits — from my education, and my maimers contracted in my 
previous life. To me, they seemed the simplest, the most foolish 
of created things ; whilst, as 1 afterwards discovered, they at 
times looked upon me with so much aversion, that, hod they not 
been the tenderest, the gentlest people in the world, they wotdd 
have cast me forth, to perish in the streets. But I am forgetting 
myself" said the Hermit — " I am falling into the common talk 
of the world about us : it was impossible that even a dog should 
perish in the streets of As-yoQ-Uke. 

" Before I descend to my own particular adventures in that 
glorious region, I will endeavour to give you some idea of ita 
goveiimient, its religion, ita laws, and the social habits of its 
people. Pardon me, sir," said the Hermit, wiping his eyes and 
emptying his glass, " but I cannot touch upon this theme withont 
feeling my heart melt like butter in my body. Wlilat I talk of 
Aa-you-like, my spirits sink ; I am heavy, to very dumpishnesa." 

Pausing a moment, and cleajing his throat, lie Hermit pro- 
ceeded. 

" And first, sir, for the order of government. Ae-you-like is a 
monarchy ; a limited monarehy. At the time I dwelt there, the 
crown waa worn by King Abdomen, almost the greatest maa. 
that ever walked. His natural accomplishments were many : 
he was held to make a more melodious sneeze than any man in 
the universe. He invented buttons, the people of As-you-tike 
before his time tying their clothes about them with strings. Ho 
also invented quart goblets. He waa the son of King Stubborn, 
known as the King of the Shortwoola. 

" After the king came the nobility ; that is, the men who bad 
shown themselves better than other men, and whose virtues were 
worked into their titles. 

" Thna there waa the Duke of Lovingkbidness i the Marnnis 
ofSenaibility; the Efirl of TenderVeait ■, \.\ie ■Sb.tou ul ttoa^i- 
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tality, and so forih. Touching, too, was the heraldry of As-yoii- 
like. Tlifl royal arms were, charity healing a hmised lamb, with 
the legend, Dim, etpaix. And then for the coach-panela of the 
aristocracy, I have stood by the hour, at holiday timea, watching 
them ; and tears have crept into my eyea, and my heart has 
softened under their deUcioua influence. There were no linns, 
griffins, panthers, lyniea — no swords or daggers — no abort 
Terbal incitements to raan-quelling. Oh, no ! One nobleman 
would have for his bearings b. large wheaten loa^ with the 
legend — Aat and have. Another would fiaTB a hand bearing a 
parse, with the question — Wkolactsf Another would have a 
truckle-bed painted on bis panels, with the words — To the tired 
andfoottore. Another would display some comely garment, with 
— ffew clothti for ragt. Oh I I could go through a thousand of 
Buch hearings, all with the prettiest quaintness abowing the soft, 
fleshly heart of the nobleman, and inviting, with all the brief 
simplicity of true teudemesa, the hungry, the poor, the weary, 
and the sick, to come, feed, and be comforted. And these men 
were of the nobility of Aa-you-like ; nor was there even a dog to 
ahow his democratic teeth at them. 

" The church was held in deepest reverence. Happy was the 
man who, in his noon-day walk, ahould meet a bishop ; for it 
was held by him aa an omen of every manner of good fortune. 
This beautiful superstition arose, doubtlesa from the love and 
veneration paid by the people to the ministers of religion, who, 
from their tenderness, their piety, their affection towards their 
flocka, were looked upon as the very porters to heaven. The 
love of the people placed in the bands of theii' bishops heaps and 
heaps of money ; but as quickly as it was heaped, waa it scat- 
tered again by the ministers of the faith, who were thus per- 
petually preaching goodness and charity at the hearths of the 
poor, and the poor were every hour lifting up their hands and 
blessing them. It waa not enough that the bishops were thus 
toilsome in their out-door work of good ; but in the making of 
new laws and amending of old ones, they showed the sweetness, 
and, in the truest sense, the greatness, of the human spirit. 
During my stay in As-you-like, what we should call the House 
of Lorda, but what in that country was called the House of 
Virtues, debated on what some of their lordships deemed a very 
pretty case to go to war upon ; and, sooth to say, for a time the 
House of Virtues seemed to forget the active benevolence tliot 
had heretofore been ita moving principle. Whereupon the 
bishops one by one arose, and from their lips there flowed such 
heavenly music, in their eyes there sparkled aacV a.^osAiA'; Xaajra, 
that all the membera of the House of Virtaea toae, koA -w\Oi ooa 
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accord fetl to BHilirftcing one ikB'>tlier, ttnd cnlled all the ivorki 
their brotbtra, and vowad thej would talk away the misuuder- 
Btanding betweeu theteaelvea and nriglibours ; they woulii iwt 
abed blood, they would not go to war, 

"And thia was ever alter ealled the ]ieace of the bishopa. 

"The second deliberatiTe assembly vas cuUed the House of 
'Worhera, No man could be (Hie of these, who had not made 
known to the world hie wisdom — bis Justice — his worship of 
truth for truth'a sjike. No worker was returned upon the mere 
ohanee of his fitneBs. He must be known as an out-door worker 
for the good of his fellow men, before he could b« aent^ an 
honoured member, to the House. Tlia duty of the assembly waa 
to make lawn ; and as these were to be made for all meu, it was 
the prime etuleavour and striving of the workers to write them 
in tlie plainest words, in the briefest meaning. They would 
debate aiid work for a whole day— they always assembled witb 
clear heaiU and fresh ^irita every morning at nine — to eushrine 
their wisdom in the fewest syUablea. And whereas, here with 
us wa give our children (Joody Two Shoes and Jack and tha 
Bean Stalk, as the easiest and siiuplesC lessons for their tender 
minds to fssten on, in As-yoa-like the little creatures read the 
Abridgment of the Statutes for their first book ; so deat:, SQ 
Wid, 80 direct was it in it« meaolng and its purpose, 

" Nevertheless, as there were some dull and giddy folk, who, 
after all the Labour of the House of Workers, could or would not 
know the laws, there were certain meek and loving-kind pro- 
fessors called goodmeo guides, answering to our attorneys, whose 
delight it was, ius the very smallest imaginable sum, tu interpret 
and make known the power and beauty of the statutes. And 
wh*reaa, among us, physicians ancl surgeons — may the spirits ot 
charity and peace consecrate their tire-sidea ! — set apart a portion 
of the day to feel the pulse of stricken poverty, to oomfort and 
solace the maimed and vaetiug poor— so in Aa-you-liko, did 
these goodmen guidefi give a part of their time to the passionate 
and ignorant, tuivisiug them to abstain irom the feverish turmoil 
ef law ', showing tbem how suspense would bitke their blood and 
eat their hearts, and wear and weigh down man's noble spirit. 
And thus, these goodmen guides would, I may lay, with a silken 
string, lead men badi: to content and neighbourly adjustment. 
When, men could pay for such counsel, they paid a moderate cost; 
when they were poor, they were advised, aa by the free benevo- 
lence of the mediator, 

"The people of As-you-like had, a thousand years or so before, 
waged war with otlier nations. There could be no doubt of it^ 
for the cannon still remaineii. I saw what at one time had been 
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the arsenal. There wnre aeweral pieces of artillery ; the swallows 
had Linilt their nesU ninipr their very mouths. Aa I will not 
disfpilae anything, 1 own there were a few persona who, when a 
war was talked of, the war ao happily prer^uted by the bishops, 
Strutted am! looked big, and with swollen cheeka cabbled about 
glory. Bnt they were «niile<J at for their simplicity ; advised, 
corrected by the dominant reason of the country, and, after a 
time, confesBed themaelves to be very mucli ashamed of their 
past folly. 

" Perhaps the manner in Which the As-yon-likealis tranaacted 
bushieEs wtis atrange ; it may appear incredible. I was never 
more surprised than when I first overheard two men dealing for 
ft horse. One was a seller of horses, the other seemed a cow 
fortabte yeoman. 'That fa a pretty nag of yonra,' aaid the 
yeoman. 'Pretty enough outside,' aaid the horae-dealer, 'I 
will givR you ten luinps for it,' said the farmer (the Inmp sigai-' 
Tying our pound). ' No, you shall nut,' answered the horse- 
dealer; ' for the nag shya, and stumbles, and fa touched a littl* 
in the wind. Nevertheless, the thing is worth four lumps.'-— 
'Yon have said itl' cried the yeoman. 'I have said it,' 
answered the horse-dealer. Understand, that thfa is the only 
form of oath — if 1 nifty so call it — in Aa-you-like, 'You have 
said it ) ' 'I have said it' Such is the most solCmn protesta- 
tion RmoBg all people, from the king to the herdsman. 

"The shops in As-you-like are very beautiful All the gOoda 
bSE labelled at a certain price. You want, let us say, a pair of 
stockings. Tou enter the shop. The common salutation ia 
'Peace under this roof '—^and the shopkeeper answers — 'Peace 
(kt your home.' You look at the stockings, and laying down the 
money, take the goods and depart. The tradesman never bends 
fais back in thankfulnesa until his nose touches the counter ; he 
is in no spasm of politeness ; not he ; you would think him the 
buyer a^id not the aeller. I remember being particularly 
astonished at what I thought the ill manners of a Iradeaman, W 
Vhom I told my aatonishment. ' What, friend,' he said, ' should 
-I do ? My neighbour wants a fire-shovel — I sell a fire-shovel. 
If I Ought to fling BO many tliaiika at him for buying the fire- 
ehovel, should he not first thank me for being here with fire- 
Bhorels to sell 1 Politeness, friend — as you call it — may he very 
well ; but I should somehow suspect the wholesale dealer in it. 
Where I should carTy away so much politeness, I should fear I 
had short weight.' A strange people, you must own, these 
As-you-likeans. 

" Taxation was light, for there was no man idle in Aa-you-!ike. 
Indeed, there was but one tax : it was called the ti'uth-tai, and 
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for tliia reason. Everyman gave in an accaimt of hia wealth aiul 
gooda, and pwd in proportion to hia aubBtanoa. Tliere hiA been 
other tasea, but all tlieae were merged into thia one tax, bj a 
solemn determina,tion of the House of Tirtaea. ' Since Provi- 
dence baa given to ua the greatest meaaure of its gifta, it has 
thereby made na the chancellora to poorer men.' Upon tliia 
avowed principlp, the one tai was made. ' Would it not be the 
trick of roguery to do otherwiae 1 ' they said. ' Should we not 
blush to aee the ploughman aweating at his taak, knowing that, 
aquared by his means, he paid more than we! Should we not feel 
the robbers of the man — not the Virtues banded together to 
protect him 1 ' And tlius, there was but one tax. In former ages 
there had been many ; for I waa shown in the national museum 
of Aa-you-like, aeveral mummies, dry and coloured like aaddle- 
leather, that in paat centuries had been living cuatow-houaa 
o&txn and excisemen. 

" There were priaons in Aa-you-like, in which the idle and the 
vicious were made to work, and tanght the wiekedneaa, the very 
foUy of guilt. As the state, however, with paternal love, 
watched, I may aay it, at the very cradles of the poor, — teaching 
the paoper, as he grew, a self-responsibility ; showing to him 
right and wrong, not permitting him to grow up with, at beal^ 
m odd, vagae notion, b, mere guesa &t black and white, — there 
were few criminals. The state did not expose its babiea — for the 
poor are if a children — to hang them when men. 

"So dear were the wants of the poor to the rulers of As-you- 
like, that, on one occasion, in a year of scarcity, the monarch 
sold all hia horsea — the beautiful cattle went at 70,000 lamps — 
and laid out the money in building school-rooms and finding 
teachers for pauper babies. 

" And the state, believing man to be something more than h 
thing of digestion, waa always aurrounding the people with 
objects of loveliness, so that a sense of the beautiful might bo 
with them even as the colour of their blood, and thus might 
SD^en and elevate the spirit of man, and teach him tme gentla- 
ness out of his very admiration of the works of Ida fellow. 
Hence, the museums and picture-gallerias, and abbeys and 
churches, were all thrown open to the people, who always 
seemed refined, subdued by the emanations of loveliness around 

"There were very many rich people in As-you-like, but I 
never knew them to bo thought a bit the better off for their 
money. They were thought fortunate — no more. They were 
looked upon as men, who harihg put into a lottery, had had the 
Jack to draw a, prize, Ab for the poor,ttt3 were always treated 



THE CHBONIOLES OP CL07ERN00K. 24T 

with u aoftnesa of manner that HurprLaed me. The poor "m n in 
Aa yoii like seemed privileged by his poverty. He seemed to 
h tronger claim to lbs aympatliies of tho^ in worldly 

b t over him. Had a rich man talked brutally, or domi- 

d er, or ill-uaed a pauper in As-you-lika, he would have 
b 1 ked upon aa we look upon a man who beats s, woman. 
Th w 9 thoaght to be a moral cowardice in the act that made 
t d despicable. Hence, it was as common in Aa-you-lika to 
see th ch man firat touch hia hat to the poor, aa with ua for 
the pauper to make preliminary homage to wealth. Then, in 
Aa-yoa-like, no man cared to disguise the smaUnesa of hia means. 
To call a man a pauper was no more than with ua to say liia eyes 
are grey or hozeL And though there were poor loen, there was 
no famishing creature, no God'a image, sitting with hia bony, 
idle hands before him, like a maniao in a cage — brutaJiaed, 
maddened, by the world's selfishness. 

" For ten years I lived in As-you-like. Ten happy yeara, I 
married, become a Gither, and " — 

"And what," — we asked of the Hermit, — "what made you 
leave so bleased a spot 1 " 

"I was one day in my garden, atroUing about, whilst they 
were laying dinner, I paused to look at my melon-bed, when out 
hopped the black bottle. "Without s, thought I ran after it — woa 
is me that I did ao I — and caught it in my grasp. I felt the 
bottle mount ; I became instantly dizzy, and I know not what 
passed, bnt when I came to myself, I was lying on a truss oi 
Btraw in an English larm-yard." 

"A moat eitraordinary adventure," said we. 

"Yea, I've seen a few things in my time," said the Hermit j 
"bnt they must remain for future talk between us." 

Worn with our laat night's journey, and beguiled into the 
Bweet ain of late hours by the curious liquor and alike curious 
discourse of the Hermit of Bellyfnlle, it was not nntU the clock 
struck nine that wa became conscious of our new resting-place. 
A bright day ahone upon, us reproachfully through the ease- 
ment ; flowers ahook their heada impatiently at the panes ; 
cocks without crowed, aa we thought, in angry note, at their 
master's guest, and the clock — ^a pretty piece of Tenice work 
upon the mantel-piece — ticked remonstrance. With a jump, we 
leapt from goose feathers to the floor, 

"We flung open the casement, and the aweet, fresh, nimble air 
came, like God's blessing, into the chamber. Sinking in an easy 
chair, with a stocking in our right hand, we made stem ques- 
tioning of our memory. It was all true — \.in.6 oa aiama-iA. "^ 



248 THE CHRONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK. 

wers the guest of the bounteona Hermit of Bellyfulle ; we sat, 
at that time baiie&cb the roof-ti'eti of the Cell of the Corkscrew. 

How, indaed, wiuld we qutatiou ilie sweet reaiitj 1 All 
things abont as revealed the taste, ihe luellow heart, of the 
uichorite houHehoMer. The chamber was amall — the bed a 
primitJTe truckle ; but there was an IndiaD carpet, Bott la 
Ismb's-wool, on the fioor ; there wt^re booka, sut many, on a 
shelf; and the black oak wainscot was carved with fruit and 
knots of Sowers, with here a flask and there a fl^on. Above 
the mantel-piece was thin sentence, in letters of ruddy gold: — 
Hatn Is iQi pan aU nii nil all ) Is ticciins. 

In a compartment of the wainscot, over the head of the bed, 
was also written : — 

JIUtc [EUC trD IS I (OlEit, 

onD jouc coEn BUI b( as a tiV. 

As wa pondered on the philosophy of these lines, we looked 
dreamily about us, aod for the flrat time saw in a comer of the 
chamber a little door. Above it was cwved a small delicate 
hand and arm in the aj^ion of beckoning, with what seemed to 
us a string of pearla aboat the wrist. Throwing down our 
eUjcking, we opened the door, and heard dietinctly the sound of 
FunDtng watef. We descended two or tlirea low steps, sad 
following our ear, went tbroiigh a narrow, winding, sloping, 
passage, cut, aa it seemed, out of rock, the floor covered with 
msheH and moss. In half a minut« we stood beeide a lirilliaut 
fountain, tumbling and glittering in a lat^ natural basia — a 
hollow of the njok. The sky was sapphire blue, and flowers, 
carefullj tended, grew around the edge of the spring ; and there, 
too, was short greensward, tender to the feet. Towels, dried on 
beds of thyme, were spread on a sort of ganien-aeat, with slip- 
pers, dressing-gown, and other covering. We at once appre- 
hended the meaning of the beckoning hand, and with shuit 
preparation plunged into the spring. 

In due season we returned to our chamber. Touching was the 
care of our host '. A small tankard of hot sipiced wine stood upon 
the table, fillin g the room with aromatic sweetness. Was not 
this the very heart of hospitality 1 As we hastily prepared 
ouraelves to meet the eremite, we heard voices ; and, as we 
thought, the sweet, low voice of woman. Could it ba the 
Hermit's wife 1 He had said notiiing of so hliseful an appendage 
to Corkscrew Cell ; nevertheless, it might be. We quickened 
our speed ; for, thought we. Madam the Hermitess may be 
waiting breakfast. 

We hastened to what we will cajl the refectory. The Hermit 



THE CHRONICLeS OF CLOVERNOOK. 



240 



was seated in his chair ; the breAkfaat— it would have put & 
Htoiuiu.'h into a mummy — wba iitid out, widely aad boimteoaalf. 
As w« euter^d, the Uuraut rtiUed hie fiice, scarlet with eating, 
from a platter ; aud bis little black eyea twinkling welcome, ha 
nodded, and gasped from Ida full mouth — *' Silve 1 Sit and aaC" 

Oue hour at least had run t<> tlie [iiiBt, ere aDother word waa 
spoken. " That brawn, sir, was ciii'eil in Paradise," were the 
next woi-ds uttered, as tlie Hermit pushed away his pintter, and 
feU like & pillow in his chair. " Tim hog, air, ia » wonderful 
philoBopher." 

"Philosopher !" we cried, for the momeaC inattentive to tha 
trutti delivered. 

" Philoaopher ! We call him filthy, ugly names ; brand him 
as a ibul and doltish thing. It is like the hurried ignorance of 
men. I hiok upon the pig, sir, aa the philo»iipber of brutea — jea, 
tbeSiogenesof four-legged creatures. Consider, sir. Contemplate 
the doings of a hog. See him, sir, with his frank stupidity ; or 
what, to skin-deep thinkers, seeneth stupidity. Mark him 
wallowing in gutter-mud ; see him in the haunts of men, even 
where fever cornea, sometimes, alas I aa kLudest handmuid to 
poverty. See him, with hie broitd, quivering eoout snuffing at 
the thresholds of vei*y beggars. With what gust will he munch 
a cflfabage^talk ! "With what a grant of gratitude will he take 
unto bimaelf the leavings of the veriest poor ! There ia nought 
that tooth can pierce, that goodoian hog will turn aside from. 
Hb will get fat and flavour from a dunghill ; nay, in hopeful 
discovery, shove his snout into a cinder heap. These are bad 
habits ; nasty, foul, degrading prautices. And yet, air, what 
cornea of them 1 Why, this, air — this ;" and the Hermit struck 
the flat of his knife on a huge wedge of brawn. " Your pbilo- 
■ojAep considers, and tflkes esperience of man ; and only aa he 
is corioue in all the doings, from noblest to basest of the animal, 
is he, the said philosopher, worthy of his gown. He elaborates 
and refines his experience, gathered from highway and alley, 
and hovel, and cellar ; and then out of the very juices of this 
digested wiadom, he leaves an oral aystem, or a written scrolL 
Now, air, what the brawn ia to the hog, is Plato's book to Plato ; 
a Hweet and unctuous lump, drawn and rarefied, and elaborated, 
from even the foulest doings of the world for the world's bettel' 
wisdom. When my lady sees Master Pig munching and wallowing 
in a ditch, she curls her nose and lifts her shoulders at his 
nastinesa. And lo \ when the same pig's leg, fragrant with aage 
and patriarchal onion, smokes upon the board, — the same lady 
aendetb her plhte three times. It ia even so with philosophers, 
tauX the true men of the world. Tliiij ^ui.Ne 1i,")tti biA S«i. 
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despised in sllsys ; and afterwards are fed npon in tapestried 
chambers. I never look upoa a !iog, even in his fouleat plight, 
bat I consider him tenderly, affectiouately, as the living, pauper 
laboi'atorj from which in good season men may carve most 
melting sweets. It is in this spirit, I — as I take it — judiciously 
class philosopher and pig-" 

"True," said WB ; "there may he affinity." Then resolving to 
know if it was the voice of woman we had heard, we retamed to 
the swine-flesh and the iady glanced at by our host. " Your 
fignre of the lady and the pig'a leg," said we, " reminds us of a 
qnestion we hod to ask. Faivlou as, if we- are bold ; but heard 
we not, ere we entered, the small, musical pipe of the other 

"My lanndress, sir," answered the Hermit; "she lives in. 
Clovemook. In the wicked, noisy, topsj-tiu'vy world you oome 
from, she was a lady in her own right, with broad aci«s and 
lacks of gold." 

" And now a lanndreai," cried we, " How came suofe change 
about ) What cruelty of forttme ! " 

" A touch of conscience — a sweet touch, sir. The CouDteaa, it 
■waa her belief, had killed two millinerB." 

" Killed them ! " we cried, 

"Not a Btatutable, Tybum-killing,'' aiiBweffid the Hermit; 
''not what would be called killing fey twelve msn bolted in a 
boi ; but what, sir, a jury of angels may look very grave at, and 
more, return a most uncomfortable verdict upon," 

" Pray, sir, explain tie case," we said. 

"Phoo I the storj'a aa short as ahort-cake," said the Hermit, 
" Her ladyship would take no answer : it was a birth-day, or a 
court-day, or a gad-about of some sort ; and her ladyship, at a 
short notice, was to be very fine indeed. There were three girlf^ 
milliners, all sick and wasted at the time, with fading eyes, hectic 
feces, and deep coughs — death, sir, croalting and wheeeing in 
their tiiroats. The last work two of the girls did was for Lady 
Swandown. She went to the show, whatever it was, with almost 
the last sigh of the girls in her fine dress. The two girls died, 
and her ladyship — she is yet a fine woman, sir, iu the rich 
fulness of some forty-five — forswore the drawing-room world, 
and coming here to Clovemook, brought the sarviving sister 
with her." 

" Is it possible V we asked; 

"Tou shall see the Countess Swandown i though in Clover- 
nook she is simply called Dame Diaper. Ha ! it is a pretty sight 
to see her tending Mabel, as we call her here, the last of the 
eSater millineTS ; to see the Counleaa getting and nursing her, 
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and walking with lier down the green lanes ; ftud when the poor 
thing is too weak to iratk, it in indeed pleasant to see the 
Count«Ba drawing the sick milliner in a, Uttle, light, eaay sort of 
a coach." 

" A sight indeed ! " we cried. 

"Yes," Haid the Hermit, with a, grure look ; "when we think 
of the poor things already killed, and the creature yet suffering, 
it ia a sight, I tiiink, to please the very cheruba. Tou shall see 
them both, sir ; both Dama Diaper and MabeL" 

" But you said the Countess — that is, the Dama — was laundreBa 
Iiere 1" 

" I should saj, a sort of lady-laimdresB ; a clear-starcher. She 
Las taken the work by way of penance ; and bringing all her 
geaiuH to hear upon it, haa elevated, a mere knack into fine art, 
sir. My cravats and ruffles are very pictures. You heard ua 
taUcing ) Ay, sir, the old story — the old grievance, sir, twixt 
man and woman," said the Hermit. 

" And what ia that, sir 1 " we asked. 

The Hermit, shaking his hea4 and groaning, cried — 
"Buttons." 

" Buttons ! " said we. 

The Hermit drew himself cloaer to the table, and spreading 
his anna apon it, leiined forwutd with the Bertous iiir of a man 
prepared to diaousa ^ grave thing, "Buttons," he repeated. 
Then clearing his throat, he began : " In the oourae of your long, 
and, as I hepe, well-spent life, has it never come with thunder- 
bolt conviction upon you, that all washerwomen, clear-starchers, 
gettera-up of fine linen, or under whatever name Eve's daughters, 
— for as Eve brought upon ua the stem necessity of a shiit, it is 
but just that her girla ahould wash it, — under whatever name 
tliey cleanae and beautify flax and cotton, that they are all under 
some compact, implied or solemnly entered upon amongst theni< 
selves and their non-washing, non-etarching, non-getting-up 
sisterhood, that by means subtle, and almoat mortajly certain, 
they ahall worry, coax, or drive all bachelors and widowers 
soever into the pound of irredeemable wedlock } Haa this 
tremendous truth, sir, never struck you 1 " 

" How — by what means 1 " we asked. 

" Simply, by buttons," answered the Hempt, bringing down 
his clenched fist upon the table. 

We knew it — we looked incredulous. 

" See here, sir," said the Hermit, leaning atill further across 
the table. " I will take a man, who, on his outstart in life, set 
his hat acock at matrimony — a man who defies Hymen and all 
his wicked wilea. Nevertheleas, air, tbe roan. m.iia^ ■flftvvt iiSai^-, 
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the man munt hnVB a wosherwomfln. Ttiitik ynn, ttiat that aWrt, 
returning from the tub, nerer wants one— two — three buttons ! 
Always, sir— always. 3ir, though 1 am now an anchorite, I 
have lived in your buBtiing worlil, and seen, ny, quite as muoJi 
as any one of its manifold wiekeilnesa. Well, the man — the 
buttonlesB man — at first calmly rCTnonstratea with his iMLDdreas. 
He pa.thetically wrings his wrists at her, and shows his coQditioa. 
The woman turns upon him her wainscot face, and promises 
amendment. The thiTig shall never happen again. TTie week 
revolves. Think you, the next shirt has its just and lawful 
number of buttons ) Devil a bit ! " 

Starting at the word, we looked, we fear, reproachfully in the 
Hermit's face. 

"Pardon nie ; let it be as it had never been said," cried the 
anchoTTte — a deeper tint liawning in his hue, ami his eye looki)^ 
end denly moist. "Pardon me, but the heart has strange chords; 
even buttons may sometimes shatter them." 

We bowed, and beggstl *te Hermit to proceed. 

" Well, air," said our host, after au efibrt, " week after week 
the poor man wrangles with hia waaherwoman ; from the very 
gentleness of even maidenly complaint, the remonstraiiee risea to 
a hnrrteat)« of abase ; and still the washerwaman, as it would 
aaeni bound by lier oath to her unmarried sisterhood, brings 
home no shirt complete in all its buttons. Man — the fiercest of 
his kind — cannot always rage. He becomes tired — ashamed of 
clamour. He siglis, and bears his buttonless fate. His thoughte 
take a new torn. In his melanclioly, hia heart opens ; he is 
softened— subdued ; andin this, his hour of weakness, a voice-* 
a demon voice— -whispers to h iin, ' Fond, foolish man 1 why tnrat 
thy buttons to an alien ? Why helplessly depend upon the needle 
and thread of one who loves not thee, but thy shilling 1 Take a 
wife ; have a woman of thine own, wlio shall care for thy 
buttons I ' The t«mpter is strong. The man Btniles distmatfally, 
but still he smiles. That very night— it so happens— he goes to 
a house-warm Lag. He is partner at cards with Miss Kitty. Sbe 
never did look ao toothsome. And then her voice — 'twould ooftX 
a nail out of he»rt of onk. The man thinks of his' buttons ; aad 
before he leaves the hoase, Kitty baa been brought to confess 
that she doesn't know what she may do — she may mari'y, or she 
may not." 

" Is it possible 1" we cried, with a laugh. 

"Sir," said the Hi^rmit, "'tis not a thing to idly laugh at 
l^ke fifty matches, and be assured of it, if you sift 'em well, out 
of forty, at leasts you'll find buttons in some sliajie at the bott4»)l 
of 'nia." 



e led by 



THE THRONICLRS OF CLOVERNOOK, 

"It may be," wb said. 

"It is," cried tha Hermit with emotion. "Asaes 
their noa*B ; men by their buttona." 

There wb» a dead pause. The Hermit had us in a clinch. We 
felt oitraelves beaten, and therefore fluiig oiir discourse once 
more upon Bwine'a fleeh. " It ia delicioua brawn," we cried, 
" BlcHsingR hitva talleo upon the nuin who reared it." 

"Perhaps," Hftid the Hermit, with a faint amile, "the fellow 
Iroew well hnw to f^ed hoga. Understand tne ; I am no unbe- 
liever in the efficacy of bleBsinRS : potent are they, aweatly potent 
where they &II. Yet, air, like all goodneas, th^y are sometimes 
terribly lilielled in the world. I have known men by the very 
litheioiiieiiesa of their bat:ka, and bronze of their facea, get fiit 
and golden. Well, air, to what have they »wom tbey owed all 
their greaae and prosperous yellowness; foreQoth,to the bleasinga 
that fell upon them — blessings rewardful of their piety. Thesa 
men, air, I kitow it, have in a business WRiy picked pocketa, yet 
have they declared they owed their substance to the untiriiiff 
fingers of their saints." 

" Very like," said we. 

"Sir, it u," said the Hermit; "aod the brawn before na 
Icings to my memory a little atorj that may shadow forth this 
trath. I have noted down the tale, and 'tis there — In that cedar 
oheet, aa I have said, with a hnndred others. l>o not atii ; I 
think I oan remember the little hiatory, without rummaging tb» 
papers. I call it — 

a SfiDtt Stocj of B Cniu anB a Bah. 

"You were never at Naples, air?— No! Well, I wiU aot 
nommiaerate you i I will not triumph ; I will spare your 
feelings. Naples ! If, sir, there be a place where a wan may 
forget taxes and all the tribulation of what with great gravity we 
call civiliaed life, it ia — always eioepting my own Clovei-noofc — 
it ia Naples. 

" Saint Anthony m a great fellow at Naplce : a eaiiit, sir, oi 
the &Bt water. Perhaps, I am wrong in, the epithet ; water 
being rarely a teat of sainta ; monks, who are to saints what 
porwig|,'les are to frogs, for the most part abominating that 
pauper £uid. No matter. Saint Anthony ia a, great gun at 
Naples, whatever he may be elaewhora : for saints, like fox- 
hunting lords of the manor, though they may moke a terrible 
clatter in their own neighbourhood, are sometimes held dirt cheap 
in other places. Well, sir, Saltit Anthony in his mortal days had 
a kindly yearning, a love, a gentleness, a pity towarda everything 
that lived; beaatsi birds, fiahea, reptilee. "^Wt kWico* ■«■»&■>*» 
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Cicero, Saint Anthony's pig was to Saint Aatbony. Great was 
hie powor over aniniftlB ; most melodiona, most convinoing his 
speech ; as was proved hj his sermon to the liBhee, which 
touched them all alike, the bard roes and the soft. Saint 
Anthony died — but to this day Saint Anthony lives in Naples. 
Once a year, with reverent care, people bring to him their 
various four-footed chattels ; yea, the two-legged birds, to boot, 
that they may be soused with, water blessed at the shrine of 
Saint Anthony ; the said water being fatal to measles, mang^ 
glanders, pip, and every other malady that walks or flies. Do 
you langh, sir 1 I am sorry for it. Call it superstition if you 
will; superstition hath uglier blotches than this. There is, to 
my mind, a fine spirit of humanity in this custom ; nay, a 
beautiful piece of natural religion. Men, who acknowledge ita 
sanctity, thereby acknowledge in the very hog that grunts about 
them, a something cared for by the Divine Schemer of things : it 
is a creature, part and parcel of the wondrous whole ; a thing to 
be used tenderly by men, seeing it is not despised by a saint. 
The water of Saint Anthony, thus sprinkled and ialling upon 
brutes, muat cool the pride of human^kind, showing, that 
although it is the highest piece of heaven's work on this earth, 
it is not the sole piece. And thus, the peasant taught by the 
love and benevolence of Saint Anthony towards his horse, is 
taught a tenderness for the creature which otherwise he had not 
known. He, Pietro, has his saint to guard and bless him, but — 
to Pietro's mind — so have Pietro'a cows and sheep : and so, the 
SMntly care about all brings all into a narrower circle. 

"Therefore, at Naplss, great is Saint Anthony. Fine ladies 
Bend their lap-dogs to be sprinkled, and they yelp back with 
blessings about them. Parrots are soused, and lo ! tbey scream 
defiance at the pip ; and if limited before in their vocabulary, 
have full soon in their throats a very dictionary. 

" Gano was a, Neapolit;iii farmer ; a heavy, stupid, yet withal, 
a most religious man. Not an animal that called him master, 
that was not sprinkled, once a year, with the water of Saint 
AntJiony : and thereupon, the ewes yeaned twins, the hens never 
fidled of eggs, and multiplication was ever triumphant in his 
dove-cote ! Though Gano could not drive all Ms stock to the 
shrine of Saint Anthony, he never foiled once a year to purchase 
of the priest a sufficiency of water, wherewith to sprinkle his 
property at home : and ail things throve with him accordingly, 

"Gano had bought a young sow; a spare thing, — but, with the 
blessing of Saint Anthony and plenty to eat, the sow, it waa the 
belief of Gano, would plump and fatten. Gano failed not to 
dnve the saw to Saint Antbonj'awatev,w\ie'ce,a.t Gano's speeial 



THE CHRONICLES OP CLOVERNOOK. 



■256 



in, it waa doubly aluiceil. Gano drove the sow home i 
and thoughts of ham and baoon, and Bavoury BBuaago, Bang 
sweetly in hia brain as be meditated upon the blessings of Saint 
Anthony. Weeks paaaed away, and neverthaless the sow did not 
fatten ; no, it somewhat pined and shrunk. There was some devil 
in the pig I So, at leest, thought Gano. 

"A short while after, Gano bought a cow. Had slie been 
sprinkled by Saint Anthony ? No. It was abnost no matter ; 
she was so Gni! a cow, without aspersion. Her bbvck skin waa 
like Genoa velvet ; and then so sweet, ao gracious a look about 
the bead ! More than all, every day she gave a £ood of milk. 
Leagues about there waa talk of Giuio's cow. 

" Aa it sometiraea happens with men, so did it happen with 
Gano's cow. Juat aa her fame had spread around, and brought 
many folks to see her, her merits became less ; she began to 
ahiink ; and for milk, less and leaa waa drawn from her night 
and morning. It was well for the faith of Gano that it was so : 
for looking, as in his infidel momenta he bad looked, upon the 
sleek cBj^aaae of the cow, the animal unblessed, unBprinkled by 
Sidnt Anthony, and comparing it with the spare condition of the 
aow that had been washed almost from anout to tail by the 
efficacious water, Gano — the saints forgive him ! — began to 
consider witliin bimaelf, whether, after all, Saint Anthony waa 
so indispensable to the health of a farm-yard. Weak, wicked 

"Still the cow dwindled, and as it dwindled, still — it was 
strange, or rather it was by no means strange — atiU tlie sow 
increased. The cause was plain. The blessinga of Saint Anthony 
wereworkingin the marrow of the swine; the saint waa covering 
its bones with fleab ; and in a abort time, the wonder and admi- 
ration before bestowed upon the cow — were offered to the pig. 
It was prophesied by some that the cow would die ; but it was 
no matter ; the added value of the bow would more than make 
good the loss ; it was so wonderful in iia fat — so beautiful, yet 
mighty in its proportiooa. Still the sow fattened, and still the 
cow gave no milk. 

" ' See you not,' said old, pioua neighbours to Gano — ' see yon 
not the blessings of good Saint Anthony ) How have Oiey 
descended upon the ewine J whilst for that unblessed, misbe- 
gotten cow — cut her throat, burn, consume her ; otherwise she 
will bring a curse upon your cattle, and blight upon your crops.' 
Gano felt the rebuke ; acknowledged the evil dwelling in the 
cow, the goodness fattening in the swine. If the cow should die, 
it would be a just punishment on her prasumptuoua owner. 

"Matters went on, and even the tame ot Saiii\ Kn.'OtiJic^ 
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mcreaaed with the fat of the how, Newr had the snint's water 
been so higljly prized. At Imigth, the true cause of th« aotr'a 
&tneB8 wn« discovered ; aud thus it was. 

"Very early one moLiiing, Giino rose, snd gftng to where tke 
cow was st&Ued, saw the son lying oa its lat beUy beneath tha 
caw, with the teat in its month, milking, milking with all its 
might, and granting eouiplaceutly at the larceny ! 

" GaDO, tbongh aatoiuuied, and on the instant auspiciooB of 
the truth, said nothing to his neighbours. It might have been 
the first time that the sow bad so behaved itself. He would 
wait and watch. He did so : and mx moi-nings, at the same 
hour, he saw the sow i» the aame place, milking, milking, and 
grunting the while I Almost every ounce of swine's lat woi due 
to the cow. The neighbours had awom that the sow bad 
prospered by the peculiar blessings of Saint Anthony. Aiao 1 
the BOW bad flourished upon stolen milk. 

" Now, sir," said the Hermit, " is there no lesaon in tliia little 
story ? Teaches it nothing V 

"We think we apprehend its drift," was our answer. 

" Sir, in your world — for in CloTemook we know bo anch 
animals — many are the iat swine, and only &t at tba expense of 
poor, defrauded cattle." 

" It may be," we replied. 

" May be, sir J Ha ! I know it is," said the Hermit j " and of 
all sorts of fatness, that is the vilest, the coarsest, which oweB its 
grossness to hypocrisy. Yon shall see a man rich in packet and 
poor in soul. He goes to hia chnrch, and owns himself, to bie 
jMSsing condescension by the way, a miserable sinner ; he 
returns homeward, and proves himself to be so, albeit the proof 
never strihes him, by spuming the Sabbath-beggar at his 
threshold. This man was never known to do a large goodness. 
Neither was any positive, l^al wickeclness proved against him. 
No; he never grumbles at the church rates, for once a week he 
is decorously placed in his comfortable pew. He pays his way, 
and can show stamped receipts as vouchers for the good-will he 
bears towards all men. He is a Christian ; for one of his god- 
fathers now alive can testify to his baptism ; nay, he has the 
register among other precious family docnmenla. Hence, if he be 
wealthy, why, riches have descended npoD him as the bouafy 
rewarding his virtues, Hia own goodness has been turned into a 
henison. And he has oppressed no one ! He has wronged bi> 
one 1 He hna not armed himself with an unjust, though an 
allowed usage to add to his hnarda — to increafie his wealth ? 
Al/is, sir, alas !" cried the Hermit, "against how many such men 
maj' the accusing spirit some day Oumdet !iQY\.\i,'SU)\ei\milk!'" 
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We were about to venture some rejoinder when the door wfts 
gently openeil, and a negro child, as he appeared, about tea years 
old, glided in, and made up to the Hermit, preaenting to bim a 
velvet cap, and a ataif of the whitest irory. 

"My little boy, sir," said the Hermit ; and the child gently 
Dodded to na, as pleased with the words of hia master. " This is 
my hour for a walk ; wLll you use your legs 7 Or, if it please 
yon better, will you stay and read ) Bezoar will show yon my 
book-room," We at once preferred to accompany our host. 
" Farewell, child ; and let me hear good words of you," said the 
Hermit, tenderly laying hia hand upon the little woolly head. 
Saying thk, the Hermit donned his cap, grasped hia ivory sta^ 
and courteously showed na from the cell. Our curiosity was 
immediately aroused by the little negro. Our host observed this 
in our looks, and aaid — "Yes; a fine little boy, and from a 
carious place too. You shall hear something of him as we walk. 
This way, by your leave : it is ft solitary by-road, and winds to 
the top of yonder hill ; whence you may look down upon 
Clovemook, lying lamb-like and quiet at the bottom." Saying 
this, the Hermit tamed to the lelt from his orchard, a large 
sheep-dog bounding after him, and leaping about him, and 
barking loudest gladness. " Gently, Colin, gently," said the 
Hermit ; and the dog thrust his nose into his master's hand, and 
taking a deep sunff, was on the instant quiet, and falling behind, 
walked gravely as a court follower. 

" And the little black boy's name is Bezoar 1 " said we, urging 
the promised story. 

" Beioar," answered the Hermit ; who, alter a pause, continued. 
" He is older than his looks ; and his brain is still the oldest part 
about him. He eoraes from a curious place, unknown I believe 
to any traveller, but myself. Do you know much of geography 
aitV 

We answered, and, we fear, without a blush, " Nothing." 

"Your ignorance will spare me some description. Let it 
suffice to you, that the birthplace of Bezoar is an unknown tract 
— unknown to all but myself — aomewhere in Japan. At one 
time of my life, I drove a large trade in Dutch dolls. I travelled 
to Japan with my merchandise, and making my way to the 
Emperor's court, became an especial favourite by means of my 
ware. The poor people had never before beheld a doll ; and aa 
my dolls were the first sort fashioned to open and shut their 
eyes, and emit certmn sounds from the mouth — the invention has, 
I have heard, been shamelessly copied in France — they were con- 
sidered in that strange, uncivilised country, aa things of a.lmoat 
greater worth than mere men and wtimen. ■, teTvie'i.avOa,'>^iK^ -wVn 
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would prosper in the sight of the Emperor, became as nearly as 
was allowed to them, like unto dolls. The greater the doll, the 
finer the courtier. 1 soon disposed of all ray goods, which being 
limited in supply, carried any price. I really believe, bo great 
was the passion, that aome wives wonld have parted with their 
husbands for dolls ; and am almost convinct^d that husbands 
might have been found who would have changed their living, 
ogling, talking spouses, for mere machines of painted wood that 
only opened their eyes, and sounded a few sounds, when the 
wires were pnlleil for such purpose. I become a great javourita 
with the Emperor ; and protected and anthorised by his letter — 
it was embroidered in letters of gold on violet-coloured satin — ■ 
roamed everywhere." 

"But what we want" — 

The Hermit stoppeddead at the unseemly interruption. With 
a sweet smile on his face, he shook his head, and leaning on his 
staff, looked in our eyea. " Once upon a time, do you. know what 
Patience wanted } " asked he of Bellyfulle. 

We confessed our ignorance. 

" She wanted a nightingale. Well, sir, Patience waited, and 
the egg sang." 

We bowed to the soft rebuke, and promised to hold oar peace. 
The Hennit continued. 

" As I said, I roamed where I would. In my wanderings, I 
fell among a strangesort of people ; strange in this way. Though 
the people were divided into an equal number of white and black, 
there was no pride of coloor in the fair, no hamiliatioa in the 
sooty. All were alike." 

"And how was this compassed ?" we asked, unable to snppreu 
the question. 

" There ran a legend in the country that it had not alwaya 
been so, but that the blessing — for so the people called it — bad 
been brought about by one of their demi-goda as I conld 
understand, a sort of Japanese Promethens. The blacks — people 
will tell yon there are no blacks in Japan ; you have my fall 
authority to contradict them — hud been hardly osed : stripped, 
mutilated, sold, made merchandise of, as in other places black 
fieah has been, and is. The land was cursed with the wicked- 
ness ; on one side there was stony-hearted arrogance ; on 
the other, agony, debasement. Well, the Japanese God 
changed this ] and how ! One morning — a time answering to 
our Ist of May — ^all who had gone to bed as negroes, rose aa 
white men ; and the white got up blacks. For a whole 
twelvemonth, sir," said the Hermit of Bellyfulle, "I waa 
myself a black man." 
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"Impossible!" we cried; hut a glance from the Hermit 
subdued ua iuto a look of belief. 

"A black man," repeated the anchorite, gently striking hia 
iTory staff upon tlie ground ; " and, the year past, I became of 
mj firet colour. And this, air, ia the case witli alt the dwellera 
in that country. Each party takes the oolonr of each for oue 
twalvemonth. One year black, one white." 

" When the change was first ordered," said we, " it must have 
astounded the better people." 

" It was a fine lesson, sir ; a fine practical teaching of humility. 
And after all, what ie it at this moment going on in that very 
remote prorince of Japan, what ia it more than you figure to 
yourselves in the world you come from 1 The Japanese divinity 
did but anticipate the work of the future. Men, I mean Ckris- 
tian men, do not imagine to themselTes angels of different 
coloured skins : they do not concei re the notion of black cherubim. 
Grave-dust, that truest fuUera'-earth, surely takes out the negro 
itain. I take it, sir," — and the Hermit paused in his walk, and 
closing his hands, let his staff fall in his arms, — " I take it, sir, 
we all rise alike 1 " 

We said nothing ; and for a few minutes the Hermit, resuming 
his pace, was silent. He then observed, and we thought in a 
Bomewhat peuaive tooe, " The pretty boy at the cell— yes, sir, I 
call him pretty — wa« a native of the stmnge land I have spoken 
of I have seen that jetty boy white as the whitest English 
maiden. He waa an orphan when I brought him away 1 " 

" And at that time in his year of black 7 " we ventured to ask. 

" Yes, air," answered the Hermit ; not observing, or not con- 
descending to observe, a tone of levity that, struggle aa we would, 
broke from us : for sooth to say, we thought the Hermit — as 
doubtless the reader wiU think — either pleasantly jesting or 
pleasantly mad. "Yes, air," said the sage of BallyfuUe, "he was 
then black. He has never changed since." 

" We can well believe it," waa our avowat 

" It was my hope — otherwise I had never brought the dear 
child imm his deUghtful land — the paradise of the world, sir ! 
every single grape there is big as a walnut : it was my hope, had 
the change from black to white gone on, that the world might 
hfcvB been instructed, Aa it ia, sir, were I simply to publish 
the truth, 'twould be taken as a traveller's story." 

" Jnat so," said we. " For there are some distant truths that, 
however beautiful, will not bear a voyage. You may carry ice 
to the Indies, if you carefully stow it ; but travellers, sir, some- 
tim«e find their best of truths melt by the way." 

Aa we cantB to a. turning of the path, we met one of the 
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Tillagere of Clovemook i tm I afterwards foand, an old mau, who, 
in the oataide world, bad been a, planter, and the owser of a 
thoDsand slayes. He had left Dearlj" nil his wealth behind him, 
and bj the greatest luck had escaped to the village ; there, in 
its sweet serenity, to peep into the holes and comers of hia soul, 
and blow the worldly dnst out of them, as the housewife blowa 
and dusts her best chioit. And, indeed, such care had been most 
necessary. He waa, as the Hermit afterwRrda told me, a sharp- 
fiiced, wan, edgy kind of man when he set out for Clovemook, 
with a restless anxiety of eye, and quick, whistling kind of 
speech. When we saw him, there was a look of gentleness, in 
his old face, and bis eye shoue deeply, yet tranquilly, and he 
spoke with a sweet cheerful gravity— the natural tone of good 
old age. 

"A good day and many," said the Hermit to the old mtm. 
"You will find your scholar at the Cell, Master Simon." And 
the old man, smUing, and gently bowing, without a word, 
passed on. 

" What scholar do you speak of, may we ask t " said we. 

"Eezoar, the black boy," answered the Hermit. "Master 
8imon teaches him chess." 

" Chess ! a planter, and an owner of a thouBand negroes, teach 
a black boy chess ! " we cried. 

'"Tis a pretty game," said the Hermit, not attending to the 
contrast we had ventured, — " a pretty game ; and serves to 
remind UB, here in Clovemook, that there are such things as kings 
and queens, and blazoned braying state. That there are — or 
have been knights, sworn to do manly service, and alack ! too 
often forgetting the vow. That there are — yes, still ar 
atrongholda of wrong — prison fastnesses for feeble 
That there still exist — we know them not in Clovemook — 
worthy, pious bishops, pulpy and rich as pine-apples. Kings, 
queens, kniglita, bishops, and caatlea ! " cried the Hermit. "How 
few the ayllables ! Tet in this world what an uproar have ttey 
made ! How much wickedueas and sufTering, and violence, and 
stone-blind bigotry — if we read the history of this dear old 
mother earth — Gracious Heavens !" cried the Hermit lifting hia 
hand, " what daily Neroes are we to her! What multiplied, and 
Etill multiplying evils may all be written down in five small 
words ! Kings, queens, knights, bishops, castles ! What a sig- 
nificant short-hand is here, my master," said tiie Hertuit^ and he 
ebook his head, and stalked freshly onward. 

We followed him in silence along the path that, with gentle 
acclivity, wound around the hill. Eeautifiil was the way ! 
Afyrtlea, gei-aniaiaB,s.nA a tboasaixdodoiifevausahrubs blossomed 
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and breathed about us. No dead leaf wfia seen ; uo withered 
twig deformed the place ; no slug, no snail, crawled in tlie path. 
Barefooted Venua might liave trod the graaa, it was so soft, BO 
clean, so delicate. Seats, and banks, and moasy green alcovM 
were formed at various distancea, along the way ; places of rest 
and shelter from the sun and shower. " Here," said the Hermit, 
pausing — " here is the Grotto of the Cup and Cake ;" he then 
tnrued aside, and entering what seemed to ns the mouth of a 
cavern, bade us follow. We obeyed, and in a few moments stood 
in a. circular grotto, into which the light through vurious crannies, 
onnningly fashioned, found its way ; falling npon a myriad of 
shells of rainbow tints, that flashed and glowed about us, burning 
in the air. We heard the creeping of a spring, and gnided by 
the sonnd, saw it falling in a thousand diver threads from a 
oomer of the roof. An old man, clothed in white linen, I'eceived 
ns. "We shall never forget the benignity of hia aspect, Ha was 
above the middle height ; his face was pale as moonshine ; bis 
eyes of a bright grey, and bis hair and beard were white as 
thistle-down. "Here is a man," thought we, "whose life has 
been a long task of holiness." Ha approached uB, with a large 
shell-goblet in one hand, and a small basket of cakes in the other. 
" Drink," said the Hermit, handing us the vesaeL 

" Is it water 1 " cried we. 

" Almost ; mere noontide tipple," answered the Sage of Belly- 
fiilla. "I call itthe Etcetera Oonliai. HaiTnlessas muuae'amilk, 
nr. A nun might see the bottom of the cap, yet see no worse 
for't. We are now at half-way distance from the summit of the 
hilL Here every villager halts, and takes the cup and cake. 
Then, with strengthened hams, plods onward. Some cakes ? " 
and the Hermit presented the basket, " They are made by a 
French Duchess; a dweller in the village below. She bought 
the secret at, I cannot say what price, from a cardinal, her 

" Have the cakes any name ) " we asked. 

With a alight movement of the left eyelid, the Hermit answeifld 
— " Maids'-lipa." 

We drank and ate, then followed the Hermit from the Grotto 
of the Cup. " And who may be our host I " we asked. " Some 
man of lifelong piety and worth, no doubt I " | 

" In the outside world," said the Hermit ; " for 'tis Urns we ever i 
speak of the cannibal country you r^me from i he kept a gin- 
shop, in close propinquity to the Old Bailey. In bis time be 
has bepn thrice fined by the escise for having, accidentally | 
no doubt, ceilain compounds in his house, to ©Ne, ■»» *»!*. 
wiciedneas of mankind imputed, aa \iu\a'wi\i\. VviaE-iX.-^ viVia 
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liquors, That man baa seen much of the world, aud from an 
eminence not enjoyed hy all men." 

"What eminence 1 " we asked. 

" The pillory," nnawered the Hermit. "For one hour did be 
twirl before the faces of a mocking, egg-flinging generation ; and 
at length descended &om his altitude a changed man." 

"No doubt," eaid we. 

" He was set np a blse-swearing publican, and cnme down a 
philosopher. In one hour did he aee the vanity, the folly, the 
wicked violence of the world. In the midst of men he was apwt 
from them : his moral feelings drew themselves inward like the 
iLoma of snails. Whilst twirling round like a, pig at the spit, 
with abominable odours at his nostrils, and the hubbub of vulgar 
malice in his ears, the poor man's soul retreated into itself and 
shutting his eyes upon the mob about him — he had good reasou 
for that, sir — he saw with the better vision of penitent hope, an. 
abiding-place like this of Clovernook ; a sanctuary from his 
world of adulteration and short measure. Eeleased by M>. John 
Ketch — ha, sir I we have a hangman in Clovernook " — 

" Is it possible ! " we cried in great astonishment. 

" One who was a hangman. Here, his duty is to prune trees, 
and Trill pigs. Released, the publican turned his heels upon the 
world, and — his lucky star guiding him hither — he became the 
host of the Cup and Cake. His office is to supply the villi^rs 
of Clovemook with bite aud sup, when it pleases them to i-est at 
the Grotto, Employed in this duty, he never speaks ( but at the 
'Gratis,' sir, he is a talking fellow, and will chirrup a song like a 
cricket." 

"How beautiful I " we excLiiraed ; for the Hermit's talk had 
carried us to the top of the hill. High bushes had, for some 
distance, shut out the view of the village beneath, so that making 
a sudden turn, the scene hurst in sM its unfolded loveliness upon 
us. At the summit was a wide, long marble seat canopied with 
trees of willow and acacia. We sat down, and revelled in our 
very heart, as we gazed about, below us. 

" You are now," said the iiermit, " on the top of Goaaip Hill ; 
and there at our feet, sparkling like an emerald in the sun, lies 
Clovemook. Now, sir," cried the Hermit, and his face fell into 
shadow, " T have seen nearly all the granite and marble triumphs 
of the world : all the structures set up by the vanity of man to 
dare time to do its worst. And I have never looked at those 
mighty conquests of stone — thoae altars where men may venerate 
the might and grandeur of human labour — that I have not been 
saddened by the thought, the idle fancy, that the very blood and 
ranrrow of men, victims of lawless rule, cemented the blocks 
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before me. I have looked at the Pyramids, and Been ten thousand 
thousand ghostly faces staring an me : yea the whole mnas has 
seemed t« me the petrified booea of a tlionaand, thousand alavea. 
Antiquity cannot take out the blood-mark : philosophy, or what 
has qnioker vision, sympathy, may stdl behold the stain ; the 
winds of centmiea cannot bleach it. I have galloped over the 
Appian Way, and my horse's hoo6 have epurned what to my 
eyes was once the flesh of outraged man." 

"Kindred thoughts," said we, "might give expression, anima- 
tion, to every bri.ek of every city." 

" Certainly," said the Hermit, " if men would so consider it. 
What is Saint Paul's J A mass of stone, no more, to the tens of 
thonaanda that crawl, or lonnge, or jerk, or hurry by it. Such it 
seems : but what is it, looking with thoughtful eyes ! Why, a 
multitude of building activities. We look again: labour haa 
ceased ; the fabric is done ; and the harmony of the work steals 
into our brain like the voice of a sweet singer." 

"Even so," said we. "And thus the quietude of the scene 
about us takes possession of the soul, and soothes it down to 
gentleness and peace." 

" Sir," cried the Hermit, " Corinth, Babylon, Palmyra, what 
city you will, was ueverso fair a sight as that village at our foot. 
A handfiil of its Ihateh is mora thfji worth the hrazen giitea of 
Thebes. Its very chimney smoke riaes to my nostrils, like the 
sweet odour of a sacrifice. And wherefore is it thus 1 What 
should make that little span of earth, with its few cottages, 
simple as awallows'-nesta — what should give to that village worth 
and maj esty not found in cities 1 Why, sir, the human goodness 
that sanctifies it. There the hearth-gods are gentleness and 
truth. There, man is not a lie to man ; a daily shuffler, an 
allowed hypocrite, who, ostrich-like, hides his head in a bush of 
expediency, and thinks the angels see not his plumes of vanity 
fluttering about him. There, a creed is not a beat coat, to be 
only worn upon certain days, leat it should be worn out ; no sir, 
it ia the every-day working-garment ; and odd enough to say — 
a strange thing not credible in your outside world — the more the 
said coatia worn, the better and the brighter it becomes ; and so," 
said the Hermit with a grave voice and an upward look, " and so 
to the end, until it is so bright, so beautiful, it seems to catch a 
lustre irom approaching heaven." 

The Hermit paused, and for some momenta we both sat in 
silence contemplating the scone around and beneath us. At 
length we observed, gazing down iijion the village, — " Its beauty 
seems to grow upon us." 

" Tes," said the Hermit ; " for the two devils, Hypocrisy and 
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" Indeed they travel," said we. 

" Why, witli you," cried the Hermit, "they are as the nniveraal 
Pau. Take me — in fancy, only, mark me — into your world, and 
tell me a sound that is not mixed with their voices, even though 
it may be a bishop'a whisper ; show me a thing they will not 
aput, even though it be a bishop's lawn. Why, they are the twin 
deities, or devilries of your earth ; they shout from the house- 
tops ; they ereak in carriage-wheels [ they ring in the change of 
the shopkeeper : and with placid faces, 1 much fear it, they lay 
their hands above their fungus hearts, and cry 'content' and 
'non-content,' and 'ay' and 'no,' in Lords and Commons." 

" Indeed, air," aaid we, " this is bittemesa." 

"Ha! hal" and the Hermit laughed; "that's an old com" 
plaint." Then turning fiill upon us, the Sage of Bellyfulle, with 
a, twinkling of the eye common to him when hit by some quaint 
thougiit, asked — " When the world was very young, do you know 
where Truth lived 1 Doubtless. In a well ; that is a story, old 
almost as the stars. And there she dwelt, and the water of the 
well was in such high repute, men would use no drop of any other. 
Aud so they dra:ik it, they washed their faces with it, cooked 
and acoured with it. There waano water like that from the well 
of Truth. Time plodded on, and the knaves, and the kuaTes' 
puppets, fools, vowed that the water became worse and worse, 
unfit for nuta or heaat. It was brackish, foul, filthy, sulphurous ; 
indeed, what was it not ? Men. refiased even to wash their hands 
with it. No housewife would boil her lentils in it. Men, tem- 
perate men, qualified their wine with it ; aud ailer, awore it was 
the water that ^ave them the headache. Shepherds watered 
their flocks at the well, and, as the aheplierda declared, the sheep 
fell into the rot. No man coiild say a good word for the water 
of the well of Truth : it was eo bitter uo man could stomach it. 
Whereupon the people took counsel, and determined to expel 
Truth from the well, some old varlets declaring that tliey knew 
the time when the well was most sweet and medicinal ; but then 
it was before Truth had been permitted to take up her abode in 
it. It waa Truth, and Truth only that had made the stream so 
shockingly bitter. And so, with one accord, they hauled Truth 
by the hair of her beautiful and immortal head from the well, 
and turned her naked upon the earth, to find shelter where she 
might. Of course, ia her nude condition, she could not appear 
in dtiee. Neverthel^s, though she herself was abused and 
driven to rocks and desert pkces, her welt has maintained her 
name ; aud so for tliouaanda of -^tasi msu have druuk at what 



THE CHRONICLES OF CLOTBRNOOK. 286 

ttey called Truth's Well, odIj Truth was oat. Certain it is, now 
and then she cornea and takes up her old abiding-place ; and then 
do good people, who have unwarily taken a raoutlifiil of the 
water, apit it out ngain, and with wry facea, and shuddering ana- 
tomies, cry, — ' How very bitter !' Sometimoa, too, Truth, to get 
the poor devil a bad name, will wander like a stray gnat into hia 
ink-bottle ! Miserable acribbler I Branded, tattooed worse than 
any New Zealander with hia own. goose-quill. Tirtuoua, honest, 
benevoleut people who love their species, that is, the Adam and 
Eve of the printing-ofBee, the race of men and women in good 
bold type, for they care not ao much about the living vulgaritioa ; 
they scream like a lady at a loaded pialol, or rather like athumb- 
Buckiug baby at aloea, at the man of bitter ink ; it is so very 

" Truly, air," said we, " 'tis not a profitable liquid to him who 

" Sir," cried the Hermit, " I have much to aay upon ink ; but 
for the present, I will give you some brief advice. I know not 
your condition, nor do I aeek to know it : jou may be in the ful- 
ness of wealth aud felicity. Nevertheless, sir, fortune, to try yon, 
may compel you to be an author. You may, sir, live by self-coH- 
aumption." 

"How, sir!" we asked. 

"Did you ever see a crowd of monkeys in & cage 1 Answer ; 
and I will tell yon what I mean, by Helf-consumption. You have 
seen the animals ) " 

" Often," we replied. 

"There ia, I believe, a disease among monkeys: a horrid, 
morbid appetite which pricks the creature to nibble, and bjte 
away his own tail." 

"We have observed it," was our answer. 

" Sir," cried the anchorite, " I've aeen monkeya that have had 
the fit so very strong upon them, that their talk have been bitten 
short to the buttock — left with scarcely a stump for pity to weep 
over. What, think you, among the tribe of monkeys, were these 
sniicals with aelf-eateu tails ) " 

We could not tell. 

"Alaa! air," cried the Henuit of BellyfuUe, "they were 
authors. And now, sir, let me for a moment speak of ink. I 
will, for an instant, do you the injury to imagine you an author. 
Now, sir, if you would keep a fair reputation, and not have dirty 
water thrown upon you, in the name of virtue, by moraliBta from 
attics — not be squirted ut in the cause of benevolence by sensitive 
folks, who can scarcely spell the ajUables that stand foe tki 
virtue avoid bitter ink aa you would atun tto BUMa--^Tu "Ssi 



r 



r66 THE CHRONICLES OF CLOVBRNOOK. 

Bir ; dip your pea in a mild, aweet fluid ; and if you will attend 
to my instructiDUB, in thia manner you will make it." 

The Hermit cleaned hia throat, and fieiziug our right hand 
h«tween bis palms, aud lookiug intently at us, apoke nitli an 
earnestness that played along our heart-atringa. He hegan : — 

" A way to make profitable ink ; — Seek a ahe-asB, witli a week- 
old foal, that has been foaled at the fall of the moon, for the moon 
is much to be considered in thb matter. Go out at midnight, 
mid milk the aas into a skillet that hath never b«en tainted with 
aught bat oatmeal porridge. Whilst you milk, softly carol, 
'Siug a aong of siipence,' 'Iiittle Jack Horner," or any other 
innocuous ballad. Put the miik by, and in the morning stir it 
with a pigeon's feather. Add to the mOk the yolk of three 
phtBnix' e^a. Boil it over a fire of cinnamon sticks, and then 
put to it an ounce of virgin honey, made by bees that never had 
a sting. Be particular in this, or the ink will be spoiled. When 
thia 'ia done, put by the mixture until the first of April It 
mattera not how long it may be till then, for the phceniz' egga, 
when you have obtained them, will keep the milk aweet for ever. 
Well, on the first of April, before breaking your fast, take the 
milk and atrain it carefully through the nightcap of your grand- 
mother. If you have not a grandmother of your own, borrow a 
neighbour's. In three days the ink will be aa good as ever it will 
be for nse." 

" And thia," said we, " is the way to make a profitable 




You perceive," said the Hermit, " there is notliing bitter in 
the ingredients. Some of your critics might drink of the in k, as 
though it waa their own mother'a milk. Profitable, did you aak 1 
Why there is aweeteat aorcery in the ink. Yon have only to dip 
your pen into it, and whatever you write will be all that ia mild 
and beautifuL There will be no wrong, no wickedness in this 
world — at least, by the grace of the ink, there will be none in 
your picture of it,— but it will be a world of unmixed virtuBa. 
Tour ink wiU never then be led into the unprofitable knaek of 
calling selfiahneas and villany by their proper aam.es, but you 
■will wink and let them ' trot by.' Every man will appear to you 
— at least your ink will make you sweat he does — like Momua'a 
man, with a pane of glass in his breast, and behind tlie glass, a 
ruddy aagel ! All the injustice of life — the wickedness that man 
in his sorry ignorance ioflicts upon his neighbour, will be 
instinctively avoided by you ; the while the injustice grows, And 
the wickedness triumphs, and you, with your aweet andprofitaUs 
lielpcd to cast no shaJiie upon the abomination ! And 
you will pat all the world in to'^daj aUXte -, ^ft \«5,'^i-i£irl will 
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be dressed in aarsnet and tiffaa^, and ploughmen themselvee 
■wear amoek-froeka of whit« Batin. And bo doiug, yon will win 
the good word of those who never think for themaelvea — a largo 
class, sir ; ami of thoae — almoat as large — who think falsely for 
other people. YoQ will be amiable, good, kind, far-Beeing, deep- 
aeeing, and you will not be bitter ! " 

" Truly, air, the ink that will do this," said we, " is a golden 

gift." 

" It hns been found so," said the Hermit. "And now, sir, let 
me show you Cloveniook and ita population. Place these npon 
your nose, and look about you," With this, the Hermit gave us 
a pEur of spettacles. The glasses were in a frame of heavy brasa- 
work, curiously overwrought with strange, odd marks. Looking 
ai them, we asked, " What may these denote 1 " 

" I cannot tell," answered the Hermit. " They were the work 
of a Portuguese philosopher. The Inquisition found a gallantee- 
show in his house, and burnt him for a wizard. I bought the 
spectaclea of his widow : ahe waa blind, or, I take it, bad never 
sold them. Tou will find them carious glasses." 

MarvelloiiH, in truth ! Putting them on, the whole of the 
village waa brought in wonderful diaiiuctneaa to us. Thongh 
Goasip Hill woa of eioeeding height, and at least two miles 
distant from Clovemook, yet bo strong was the power of the 
spectacles, that we could distinguish the white throats of the 
young martens thrust from the nests buUt beneath the cottage 
eaves ; could see the tints of the houaeleek on the cottage roofe, 
the coloora and small threada of lichen on the chnreh tower. 
" Wonderful — wonderful ! " we cried. 

" They are good glaaaea," said the Hermit — " very good. 
I have sat here, and looked through them so often, that I know 
every flaw and weather-stain on every roof and walL Yet, some 
eyes they will not suit. Can yon see the hour by the church 
clock 1 " 

" The hour ! " we cried. " Nay, we can see a fly upon the 
minute-hand." 

" What is tlie fly about ) " asked the Hermit, mueingly, 

" Nothing," we answered. " It is motionless," 

" And the hand moves towards the hour 1 Is the fly alill 
there 1 " asked the sage. 

" Still tliere," aaid we. 

" And atill idle ! Ha, my son," and the Hermit sighed, " how 
many of us are no other tlian lazy flies npon the hand of time ! 
What other thing do you see 1 " 

" A pair of daws. One of them haa just flown ny with utolca. 
goods in ita beak," 



r 



268 THE CHRONICLES OF CLOVBRNOOK, 

"The wicked one!" said the Hermit with a laugh. "Bobs 
poor villagers, and yet lives la a chun^h. The; are old Biaaers, 
sir, those daws ; I know them. They'd take tithe of wool from 
a day-old lamb, and the one chickau fiTOU a widow's one hen. 
Yet there they hauat and roost in their grare black, and bring 
scandal upon our dear old church by the rapacity of their ways." 
And then the Hermit smiled, and was silent. After a pause he 
asked, " What think you of our church of Clovemook 1 " 

" Very beautiful," said we, " in its sweet aimplicity ; " for the 
doors were open, and we could see the wliole interior of the 
building. " It looks the abode of peace and truth." 

" Ay, it does, sir, Tet there is an old legend that in former 
times there waa fierce strife in that little church. The quarrel 
is known as the schism of the Blue and Black. It was thua, 
sir : — The parson died ; and when another parson waa to be 
chosen, many of the congregatian declared tliey would give ear 
to no preacher whose eyes were not blue. No grace could flow 
from a pastor with black eyes. Other of the people were as 
resolute on the contrary. They held blue eyes to be heretical, 
imbelieving, and typical of burning sulphur : hence, they would 
have black eyes in the parson, and none other." 

" And how," we asked, " was the dispute accommodated 1 " 

" In this wise : as neither party would give way, two persona 
were chosen. When Bine Eyes preached in the morning. Black 
Byes held forth in the afternoon. Thua both congivgationa were 
equally satisfied, and, let us hope it, equally blessed." 

" Do you believe this foolish tale 1 " we asked. 

"There are people who call it fabulous — the gossip of fiction, 
I cannot say what happened in Clovemook, but I wOI tell yon 
what I once saw iu the land of the Mogul. There, sir, there 
were certain bonzes or priests, who, like the twirling dervises 
you may have heard of, were wont to show their devotion by 
spinning, bke tops, in white gowns. Suddenly there cams other 
dervises, who spun in black gowns ; then others came, who spun 
in yellow raiment ; others in scarlet ; others in purple. And 
every colour had its ohampiona and apostles ; and there were 
many foul words, and a little foul play, exchanged among them. 
The tumult convulsed the land — every party vowing to fight to 
the death for the one colour. When I left the country, it was 
torn to pieces by the separate factions of the separate coloured 
gowns. After some years I returned, acd found the whole land 
in peace ; and how, sir, think you, was amity restored 1 A great 
man — a man of genius and benevolence — arose, and ha com- 
bined all the opposite colours into one stedfast, admiring body of 
himself; for he, looking upon auj ccteur sa ol iiq nuAtQir, if the 
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twirling were good — if the Bpinnicg were Binoere — he, the meek 
and easy mao, apim in something very like a harleqnin'a 

"A pagan philosopher," said we, 

" There was some thought, some snggestive wisdom, in this 
harlequin humour. The light that blesses us, ie ponred upon us 
in one white etreiun from the everlasting fount i and jet it is a 
light of many colours. Alas, mj son 1 " cried the sage, " what a, 
place would this be, if the many-coloured creeds of this world 
did not, by Almighty goodness, miike the white light of the 

The Hermit paused, and we continued to survey the interior 
of the ehnrch. "Beautifully simple," said we; "no stained 
glass : no gold-fringed, gold-tasseled pnlpit cushion ; and no 

"Why, no," said the Hermit, "no pews. In your world, 
I have puzzled myself to think what kiud of place your stickling 
pew-holders must paint to themselves when they imagine 
heaven ) A place with pewa 1 With a better sort of velvet — 
softer seats — more harmonious hinges to the doora — whitej 
cloud-like hassocks T' 

" They can have no such thoughts," cried we. 

"WlynOtl" asked the Hermit briskly. "Nay, they must 
What i'«, or should be, a uhnroh to the mind of the worshipper, 
but as the porch to eternity ; wherein he stands, pondering the 
terrible mystery within him ; a place set apart from the sordid 
cares and crimes of the world, where, shaking the dust from his 
soul, he hopes, fears, dreads, prays for an angelic change ? — He 
is at the outer door of the dread Future ; and shall he there 
whine like a canting beggarman at the threshold 1 Tell lies of 
sores and wretchedness 1 shall he call himself a worm, yet, in 
the pride of his mt^got heart, enshrine himself in a cabinet, 
shrinking from the neighbourhood of brother crawlers 1 Think 
you," said the Hermit, "that men will rise in pews! I fear 

Again the Hermit paused. " What think you of our church- 
yard 1" he asked. "Yon see, there are no cypresses; no 
weeping willows ; no undertaker yews ; but sweet, odorous 
shrubs and orange trees, with bud, blossom, and the ripe fruit : 
^es of those wlio lie below." 

" And no epitaphs ? " said we. 

" Nor naked skalls, nor croaa-bonea carved in atone ; nor 
oharub cheeks, with marble tears ; nor auglit of the gimerackery 
of woe that libels death, making the deliverer horrible. 
Beneficent death ! In the churcbyatda <jI -joai oM\a\.i<i "«t«'^^ 
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be Bite lite a blood-Bmcared Indian, counting his scalps. And 
then, yonr tombatonea ! What a multitude of contrary counsel 
— of creed-denying misery is there ! I have walked among 
them ; and fancy has giren to them features, eipresaion ; the 
embodied voice and feeling of the written thing. Why one 
bowla, 'worms and darkness,' in the deaolation of despair ; one 
with wailing, shivBring voice, cries — 'the cold, cold grave;' 
another gnashes its teeth at the ' tyrant death.' And are these 
the looks, the voices, the words of hope — the words of the faith 
the men professed to die in J It would ba more than eurionB," 
said the Hermit, in a solemn tone, " if the spirits of the dead 
might write their own epitaphs." 

The deep earnestness of the Hermit's manner made ua gaze at 
him- It WHS strange ; but he appeared to ua almost a double 
man. His face seemed to lose its fleshly, full-fed, laughing loofc, 
when he talked in this wise — and was refined and animated ; 
wholly redeemed from ite vinous aspect by the Beriousness of his 
discourse. At his cell, he seemed to us the champion and the 
genins of ereature-comforia — the true and doughty Hermit of 
Bellyfulle ; and now diaeoursing of death, hia wrongs, and the 
fopperies cast upon him, the Hermit appeared as one who had 
castigated his B])irit in the wilderness. 

" Is it not strange " asked tbe Hermit, " that men shouJd seek 
for akulla and bones, and turned-down torches, to make them 
feel tbe true solemnity of death ! These tilings are to the 
imagination what strong liquors are to the blood. They confuse 
the sense of truth. Can there be a more beautiful or more 
hopeful memento of the dead, than the mere heap of eariih that 
covers them ) Lovely, pregnant earth ! Teeming with life ! 
Holding in ite dusty bed the colour and the sweetness of the 
future amaranth ! And yet in your world, you jJace a skull and 
croaa-bonea over dead men's clay, and write up desolate 
sentences of worms and darkness ; of terror and the" fell 
destroyer ; as though the wailing spirit of the dead cried from, 
beneath. Verily, sir," said the Hermit, "the tombstones of a 
Chriatian churchyard do at times jangle with the sweet spirit of 
Christianity. I have looked at them with pity ; may I be 
pardoned the emotion ! sometimes with slight resentment." 

"The graves beneath us are covered with herbs and flowers. 
None osier-bound," said we, 

" Look at the wall, there, to the right," said the Hermit 

We looked, and saw a long row of bee-hivea. " Bees hived in 
a churchyard ! " we cried, astonished. 

" Every grave," said the Hermit, " ia planted with thyme and 
other berhs ; with flowers, that the bees most love. The whole 
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village is supplied with honey, sucked, elaborated from tha 
chiirchyard. There, my bones will lie. And there the heea will 
work, and working, sing above them. To my heathea mind a 
sweeter, a more hopeful muaic, than dolorous words of worms 
and darkness, chipped by stone-cutter." 

"Beea hived in a place of graves 1" we repeated. "Tis a 
strange fancy." 

" Call it what you will," said the Hermit, " we leave it to your 
Dutaide world to seek for sighs and groans, and tribulation, in 
your burying places. The villagers of Clovemook — great 
happiness is it that it is eo— seek nought but honey from the 
churchyard." 

"Who is that — the sexton!" we asked, seeing an old hale 
man, with mattock and axe, enter at the gate. 

" Our sexton," said the Hermit. " In your world, he was a 
man of pills ; a most potent, money-seeking qnack. His penance, 
here, ia to dig graves. With you, it may be said, he employed 
jonmeymen." 

" He was known as the sexton's friend. But," said we, " you 
have several times spoken of penance. Are all the dwellers of 
Clovemook vowed to penance for the follies or the worse guilt 
of their former lives ) " 

" Aararedly," Kud the Hermit " Save the few children bom 
here, nearly all the men and women of Clovemook take some 
self-imposed task, to cleanse themselves of past foulness, past 
folly. I had forgotten," said the Hermit, rising, " I ought first 
to have shown you The Valley of Nafs." 

" The Valley of Naps ! " we cried ; " wl;at place is that 1 " 

" It lies on the other side of the Hill, between this and the 
village. By that valley all who come Jrom your world to end 
their lives in Ciovernook, are made to enter. Here," said the 
Hermit, turning his back upon the village, and following a 
narrow, winding path — "here you may see something of it. 
Look," said the Hermit, and he pointed downwards to a dark 
speck of wood. "Your spectacles will serve yoix Utile here. 
That black blot of trees— that is the entrance to the Valley of 
Napa. When the traveller arrives there, he puts up at The 
Warming-Pan — the only hostelry in the Valley. The landlord 
ia said to have been a Lord Chancellor in his day ; and his 
servants customs and excise officers. The traveller is shown to 
bed, and after a nap of some six months, he rises, puts on new 
clothes, and having left his old face at the Shrine of the Looking- 
Glass, sets forward to Clovemook." 

" Dear sir," we cried, " explain all this. What do you mean 1 
How can a man leave his lace ? " 
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"Why, sir," oaked the eremite, "ttink you tliat Clovemijok 
would be the Paradise it is, if its villagers had brought their 
worldly visagea with thera J Oh, moat beautiftil and moat foul 
is the humau countenance ! A page, writ with sunny charactera 
— a greasy, dirty, dog's-eared leaf! Are there not faces, with 
every trace of divinity thought cut of them J Facea, with quick, 
hungry, subtle eyes ; and cheeks and brows, lined and cut as 
with the sharp edges of sixpences 1 Have you walked the 
Etreets of cities and not beheld such faces 1 If so, believe it, yon 
haye dull eyes. Well, the people bound for Clovemook leave 
the raiment of the outer worM at the Warming-Pan ; and with 
it their naturea as deformed and warped in the world they have 
quitted. Then thej call at the Shrine of the Looking-Glass, and 
lake a last peep of their worldly faces. They look into the 
mirror, and looking, leave all the black lines, the wrinkles of 
calculation, the pallor and sallowness of sorrow in the glaaa, and 
step forward with faces happy, bright, an'l beaming aa from a 
talk with angels." 

" And, of course, never again visit the Valley of Napa I " 

"Yes, indeed," said the Hermit, "and have solemn sport, 
there. I have told you, that every traveller leavea at the 
Warming-pan hia coarse and sordid worldly nature with his old 
clothes. Well, efery New Tear's Eve, these past natures, these 
phantasma of the world without, appear in the cast raiment, and 
are invited by the purified villagers of Clovemook, their past 
owners. There is, I have said, much sport there ; and it 
happens after this fashion. Although everybody beside knowa 
the shadow, the ghost of the past, to be the past property of the 
man upon whom the spectre fixes itself ; yet does the amended 
man himself deny the phantom ; endeavouring by all means to 
put it off upon any other of hia fellows. It is strange sport to 
see how ghosts are bandied about ; like unacknowledged paupers 
in the world you come from." 

" But the villagers of Clovemook," said we, " do not forget 
their former doings 1 " 

" On the contrary," rephed tie Hermit, " they have a quick, 
most curious knowledge of their past lives, save on the solenmily 
of New Year's Eve j and then, for the time, do they forget all 
things. You see our aeiton there " — for by this time we had 
returned to our seat, looking down upon Clovemook, — " there 
was rare sport with him at Shadow Fair." 

" Shadow Fair ! " we echoed. " la that the name of the 
festival he]d in the Valley of Napa 1 " 
"It is ; and the seston. went, ■wi'Ois. oWets, \ivs*. Ilew Year's 
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Eve. Hb was imnii>d lately owned by hia ghost, the phantasm, 
the Bloiigh of hia moml self left at the Warmiiig-Pan. The ghost 
WB8 a long, thiu-facod ghost, witli a bit of mangy hair on the 
npper Up. The ghost made up to the sexton, who immediately 
took to his heels, the ghost following him, and petting him with 
the spectres of his own pills, as folks pelt one another with 
sngar-plnms at a carnival. Therij was great sport, I can tell 
you. The pills — the ghost aeemed to have myriads of them in 
his coat-poekeffl, — fell in showere about the sexton, the ghost 
straining its thin voice, and callijig out that the sextan could not 
take too many of them. Where the pills fell, poisonous fungus, 
small toadstools, with bolus heads, came up, killing everything 
around." 

" And will the poor seston eaS-n the same pelting next New 
Tear's Eve 1 " we asked. 

" Assuredly," said the Hermit. 

" May he not have better wisdom than to visit Shadow Fair !" 

" He cannot choose," replied the Hermit, "It is the inevitable 
fiite of every villager of Clovemook, to go every New Year's Eve 
to the Valley of Naps." 

" What ] is death in the village J " we aaked, seeing the sexton 
doff his GABt, and begin delving. 

" Yea. A viUager died three days ago. He was ninety-three, 
and this day week — yes, this day week — he played at cricket." 

" And who is that old man," wi! asked, " with long white hair, 
at the bottom of the hill, peeping and prying into the hedge 1 " 

" He, 8ir, was a sharp attonmy ; a very keen tool, indeed, in 
your world," said the Hermit ; " bat here he spends his days 
picking cotton blight and canker from the trees, and treeing flies 
from cobwebs." 

" And here comes a gay, thin-faced old man, with a wooden 

" He was a great general — a very mighty general ; ho has 
killed his thousands, and knocked down cities by the dozen. 
And now, what thinic you, does he in Clovemook ? Why, every 
evening he waits in the skittle-ground of the ' Gratia ' to set up 
the ninepins. The rest of hia time he employs snaring jays, 
daws, and magpies ; and when lie has taught them to cry 'Peace, 
ptaee, peace f he lets them fly, as he says, to instruct their 
ignorant brethren." 

" And now the general meets a tall, lusty man." 

" I know him. He was a prime minister for years. Here he 
turns hnmrning-tops and other nick-nacks for i^ildren." 

" Aiid who is this, — ) " 
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" Patience,'' said the Hermit, with a smile, as he rose from hia 
aeat, "you will know all the villagers in good time — shall meet 
them all, and Lear Uieir slorieH, too, at our ouly inn, the 

With growing reverence for the Sage, we attended the Hermit 
Bellj-fulle back to his cell. "In. half un hour," Huid he, 
graciously amiling, "it will be dinner time. Half an hour," he 
repeated with musical emphasis, as he passed into hia chamber 
Having profitably employed the time with cold water, we then, 
refreshed, yet hungry, sought our host. The Hermit awaited us. 
He had put amde hU cloak of the morning, and was agiuu 
wrapped in his old damaak gown. He perceived that we 
observed the change, " My custom, sir," he said ; " I never yet 
could dine in tiill dress. The digestive organs, air, abominate 
close buttoning j and do their work sulkily, grumblingly. No, 
sir ; a man in full dress may cbew and swallow, but he never 
dines. The stomach cannot honestly perform its functions in 
state." We smiled : whereupon the Hermit with a, grave, aly 
look, asked — " Will you answer me this question ? " We bowed. 
" Do you think it in the power of mortal man to give a fiur, 
wise, learned judgment upon any dish or sauce soever, the stud 
man being, at the time of tasting, in tight boots 1 Sir, it is 
impoaeible. The judicial organ ia too delicate, too exquisitely 
nerved, to vindicate ils sweet prerogative, nnlsss the whole man, 
morally and bodily, be in a state of deep repose. And, therefore, 
can there be a greater wrong committed upon the cook, tlnm the 
common injury of dining to music I It is abominable. Once — 
I well remember it — I chewed to the clangor, and crash, and 
thunder of a military band. Well, sir, the dinner was excellent 
— admirable as a dinner ; but I have no more judgment than a 
beast, if I had any other taste in my mouth save the brass of the 
trumpets, and the tough parchment of the drum-heads. Silence, 
profound and solemn, is due to the first hour of dining. One 
minute before that time the finest jest is but a, presomptuoca 
impertinence. In my eneyelopcedia of the kitchen 1 have 
treated of these things — philosophically and at large. For the 
present " 

Here the Hermit upraised hia forefinger, aud at the same time 
the door was opened, aud a man, drest in snowy white, followed 
by Bezoar, brought in the first dish. Placing it upon the table, 
the man disappeared, Bezoar taking his place behind the Hortuit'a 
chaii-. And then the Hermit rose, and baring his head, said 
grace. " Thanks be rendered for this : and may no man dine 
worse ! " With this short ceremony the Hermit entered upon 
his serious task. He dined as though he wns fulfilling a devout 
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e of his life. Not a, word escaped him, ae dish after dish 
was levied upon, Iheu taken awaj. We coiifeaa our iguorance of 
tbe many delicious things aet before the Hermit, thej had been 
80 diBguiaed, bo elevated by the art of the cook. As, in aiienoe, 
we watched the daiuga of the Sage — for aoon we aat with idle 
knife and fork, whilst etill our host cut away — we marvelled 
that a mau bo capable of aolenm thoughts — a man who could 
discourse, as he had done, upon a churchyard — and the pride, 
the guilt, the empty foolishness of life — should he so curious, so 
eager in his food. With hia strange quickness of mind, he 
jumped at our thoughts, and said — "I doubt not I can guebs 
your meditation. I, myself^ with the win^ of my soul, have 
tried to escape from this mound of flesh," and he glanced at hie 
stomach ; " but the soul is, at best, as a trained hawk ; let it Qj 
as high as it will, there is ita master for the time, with his ieet 
upon the earth ; and straightway it drops from the clouds at hia 
call." Saying this, the Hermit pushed away hia final plate. He 
had dined — for he had spoken. 
" Thia vine is miraculous," said we, filling a glass of tokay, 
" Yea ( I shall remain, some time ia Hungary," answered the 
Hermit, sipping the liquor with educated lips. " This," said the 
Sage, holding the wine between bim and the Ught, "thia is the 
true blood of our dear mother earth. I have often wondewd at 
the sneaking ingratitude of astronomical men. tn the name of 
grapes, why should not Bacchus have a star to himself ) We 
have only to reflect upon the charactera of the Pagan deities 
siderally honoured, to feel the indignity done to Bacchus. There 
ia Saturn, a tyrant and a child-eater, — he must be set in a ring, 
and nominally hung in the sky. Mars, a bully, and nine times 
out of ten no whit better than a highwayman or burglar, — he, 
too, must twinkle insultingly upon men, made fools and rogues, 
tyrants and victima, by his abominable influence ; yea, he, the 
recruitijig sergeant of the heavens— must stare with his red face 
upon us ; — and Mercury, tidef and orator to boot, may wink 
through the long night, all having their admirers and worahippera ; 
whilst for Bacchus, he, with all his great bounty, is starless 
and unhonoured. 'Twould be a pleasant, yea a proper thing," 
said the Hermit with a laugh, " to And a fire-new planet for 

" Indeed," we answered, " in these days, it is not likely that 
Bacchus will meet with so bountiful an astronomer. In the out- 
side world — to use your own words of Clovemook — his godship 
is in sad disgrace. His bottles are broken ; his pottle pota shivered: 
bis n&me anathematised. Soya and girls, acarcely forgetful of 
taste of mother's milk, renounce him and hia waya 
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by tho potent eloquence of childhooil, compel father and mother 
to forawear the worship of the finntic gnd. DruukenneM itself 
baa lost its blotched and scarlet taae, ami, like the hart, pants 
oniy for pure water." 

" Can it be ] " aaked the Hermit. " I never knew a drunkard 
so reformed, unless, indeed, lie had been to the Land of Tnr- 
Teytop." 

"The Jjind of Turreytop ! " wo cried; "whore may that 
be } what people inhabit it, and what wonders muy be done 
there 1 " 

"As for its latitude," said the Hermit, "why, I will not 
puizle your geography with it. The people are of gigantic 
ataturie, at least forty feet high ; yet mild and benevolent — the 
nursee &nd pastors of the ordinary race of mortala." 

" And is the land far distant ! " we asked. 

" Some hundred lenguea, no more, from CIcveraook. I vae 
brought up there : understand me — brought up, after the fashion 
of the Turveytopians. The truth is, when I had arrived at man's 
estate, I found myself in posseaaion of a bit of nearly every vice tt^at 
blackens the sons of Adam. I will not run over the hat, but to 
save your time and my breatli will merely desire you to think 
me at that time knowing in all the rascally accomplishments 
generally shared among a crowd of siimers. And yet, though 
wild and lawless, and hotly purening all sorts of mad delights, 1 
never felt a touch of happiness. My pleasure was at best 
delirium that left me spent and heavy-hearted. It was in one of 
thoee moods, when the whole world about me was, to my moral 
vision, coloured like so much brown paper, that walking at the 
base of a high mountain, it suddenly opened before me. Sir," 
said the Hermit, with a grave look that rebuked out gaze of 
incredulity, " I say the mountain opened. A narrow passage, 
adown which the sun shone with intense brightness, and whenoe 
I heard delicious sounds, as of distant muaic, was befoi's me- 
Without a thought I entered it ; when having run a few 
paces, I turned round, and — the marrow froze in my bones — I 
saw the mouulAiu had closed again behind me. I was trapped ; 
swallowed ; a miserable lump of breathing mortality iuthe bowela 
ofthe earth. Great was the anguish of my heart ; yet, stiangely 
enough, light, like auulight, streamed down the long passage 
before me, and the sounds of the mnsic became louder and 
louder. By degrees they carried pasee and fortitude into my 
soul, and I began to walk rapidly forward. As I walked, the 
passage became wider, and at length ended in on open country ; 
whej'B, save that the grass, the flowers, the trees, and all things 
about me, were of gigantic proportions, aJJ in form was the 
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Sfune OS tliethrngs of the world I had left. I walked until I saw, 
what at firat appeared to me, huge rocka. CoDtiuuitig to 
approach them, I discovered them tu be houses. My heart 
dropped within me, for I feared that I was iu a land of giants. 
Aa the thought fell upon me, I turned round and almost 
Hwooned to the earth with fear. A giantess of uiue-aQd-thirty 
feet three inches high — aa I afterwatda discovered — stood 
before me. Instantly I believed I was destined to be eaten 
aJive. Though constitutioually gallant towards the Bex, I was 
jet BO wayward, that I would rather have fallen into the jaws of 
a, tigress ut anj other female heast, than have formed the meal 
of the gianteaa hefore me. She saw my tarror, and a smile broke 
npou her broad, good-humoured iice, like a sunbeam on a rose- 
garden. A few Htiides brought her to me. I fell upon my knees, 
and lifted up my hands imploringly to her. Never did man drop at 
the foot of woman in more earuestnesa of soul. Never could he 
pray more fervently to be taken in maiTiage, than did I suppli- 
cate not to be chewed alive. The giantess, with a laugh that 
almost stuuned me, bent over me ; chucked me under the chin ; 
playfully nipped the end of my nose ; indented the tlpof her fore- 
finger in both my cheeks, and shrilly ciyiug UukHukhluk, — 
whioh answers to our homely Baichy, catokt/, — took me in her arms 
like a raw, red-faced, hour-old baby." 

" A strange place this Turveytop, and a strange people," cried 
we. " Aud amongst these folks you say you were brought up 1 
Brought up I Why, you were of man's estate when the mountain 
opened and received you." 

"True ; but it is Ihe benevolence of the Turveytopians to take 
in men and women to nurse : to bring them np anew ; and to 
this philanthropic end, every new-comer is treated as a new-bom 
babe. Bless you \ 1 have seen a philosopher, who had made a 
great noise among his brother pigmies on the outaide of the 
mountain, I have seen him sent back to uurBe's milk and pap. 
The one great principle of the Turveytopians is this, to take no 
knowledge for granted on the part of those they nurse. May this 
tokay, sir," — ciied the Hermit, about to quaff — "may it turn to 
train oU in my gullet, if I have not seen a Chancellor made, 
whether or no, to suck his thumb, because the little varlet wouU^ 
aSect precocity and quarrel with his nurse, as if to suck his thumb 
was an act below Lis consequence. I have seen, too, a Lord 
Chamberlain taught again t« walk : yea, aeeu him toddling after 
a sugar-atick held temptingly, encouragingly, 'twixt his nurae'a 
fingers." 

"And for what purpose," we nBked,''thia teaching over again? 
Was it not a waste of time and pains 1 " 
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" ABauradly not," answered the Hermit gravel;; and then 
fixing hia eje npoQ ua, he asted, " Have you not knowu. folks in 
the outside world, who — atanding it may be withiu a few jean 
of their grave — seemed, noTertheless, aa if they had lenmed all 
their worldly knowledge the wrong way ) As if, to he aught 
good, wiae, and morally dignified, they ahould learn the lesson of 
life again ; yea, beginning in the nursery, ahould aprawl and roar 
in the nurse's lap? Ton cannot think this ? It matters not: 
the honest Turveytopians Lave thia belief, and therefore take 
weak and wicked men and women, of every age, as younglings, 
from the womb : they are called the babes of the mountain — 
children of earth ; and for the many vices and faults which they 
bring with them into Turveytop, why, they are considered as 
spots and flaws inseparable from their former condition. " Oh | 
the men I have seen there," cried the Hermit, with a langh — 
"the kings, lords, bishops, lawmakers I have seen, all put 
into second swaddling-clothes, and brought up again as gentle, 
wise, charitable, sagacious folk, doing good credit to the 
beautiful earth, which, in their former daya, they so grievously 
scandalised." 

" But aurely," said we, " it was to take the training a little too 
far hack I We cannot, we repeat, but think it loss of time and 
trouble." 

"Certwnly not," cried the Hermit. "Consider, sir, how 
delightful it maet be, by a strong effort of the soul, to lose 
and forget all that we have mialeamed of life, and ao begin 
the lesson again — with clear heads and ruddy hearts. To 
compass this with the reprobates of the world is the purpose 
of the Turveytopians — wise, gracious, wonderful giants that they 
are ! mighty only in their goodness, superhuman m their sweet 
charities." 

" Pray," we cried, " tell ns your history whilst in Tnr- 
veytop." 

" You shall hear it, air," said the Hermit, " and the brief 
histories of many others." 

We drew close to the table, and waited the story with 
impatience. 

^ "Though trembling violently in the arms of the gianteaa, I 
Decame gradually self-assured by the sweet good-humour of my 
nurae. She gazed and nodded smilingly at me, like a ^1 with 
a new doll ; and although I felt distressed and humiliated, 
I nevertheless smiled — though I fear a wan, sickly amile — in 
acknowledgment of her tendemeas. Then she threw me up in the 
air, and caught me again in her arms. Never before had I be«n 
ao far from earth. My head swam, and my stomach — I had tJiat 
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day dined off eel-pie ftnd gooae — threateued treftcbery, when 1 
heard a loud voice exclaim in the very purest English, — for the 
Turyeytopians know all tlie Imiguagea of the earth, — ' Slut ! 
baggage I Ih th&t t^e way to toaa and jolt a new-horn babe ] ' 
Holding me in her otiub, my nursa tnmed round, and I beheld 
in the apeaker a matronly giantess, with a kind, motherly ooun- 
tenanoe. ' A pretty skittish thing you are to trust babies to ', 
she cried. 'Poor poppet,' — and the benevolent gentlewomim 
wiped iny noae, — ' it doean't look half an hour old ; and yet here 
you are, throwing it up and churning its little bowels like 
butter.' ' La, grandmother ! ' cried the girl, ' it doean't mind it. 
See, if it doesn't laugh 1' I certainly did grin. 'Laugh ! ' said 
the old dame ; ' you know-nothing hoyden ! laugh I Poor little 
heart, it's wind.' At thia, I couldn't help it, I chuckled vigor- 
ously. ' There ! if the dear lamb isn't choking,' cried the woman j 
'away with it to the nursery, or youll have its precious life upon 
your souL' Instantly the girl hugged me to her bosom, cast her 
apron over me, and ran — I thought she flew — with all her legs. 
I aaw nothing until the girl carried me into a apacioua lofty 
room, which in a moment I knew must be the nursery. There 
were about twenty other infanta, from a day to a week old ; 
infanta I must call them, though all of them were older than 
myaelf. Some were Bcreaniing, Bhoutiug, aweflring in the 
most shocking manner that they were not babies, that they 
were men — wise, learned, authoritative men — and would shake 
the pillars of the heavens ere they would be treated as sucklings." 

" And what said the nurses 1 " we asked. 

" Oh, sir ! what nurses usually say at such a time. They 
bowled and shouted too. Then they called the babies 'precious 
ducks,' 'darlings,' 'apples of their eyes,' 'plagues/ and then 
'precious ducks ' ag^n. There was an old dowager from the 
outside world — bow she had ever wandered into Turveytop I 
know not — who, screaming like a catoaU, begged to ask the 
wretchea if they knew what they were about. Declared that she 
had a son lord chief justice, and then desired to know if ahe waa 
to be treated like a baby ! " 

" And what was the answer 1 " we inquired. 

" None, sir," said the Hermit — " none, save that the woman 
who waa swathing and dressing her, shrilly sang a nursery song, ' 
and tossed her about like so much pie-crust. From this, 1 found 
that no big words, no struggling of mine, would prevail, and 
tlierefore meekly resigned myself. And, sir, I had my reward ; 
for having been properly powdered and swaddled, my nurse 
declared that I was the quietest dove of a babe she bad ever 
handled — quite a lamb." 



I 
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" And, pray forgive the qaeation, did they really give you to a 
wet nuree ! " 

"Tliey did, sir." — anHwered the Hermit Bmiling, "andaTery 
comfortable woiiiao she was. It yiaa woaderful how aoon I 
accommodated niyaelf to a milk diet. In a ahort time I seemed 
to have sucked In a sereuity of aouL Eecovered somewhat 
from the amazement of the day, I took couuael with myaelf 
in bed." 

*" Delicious, peace-giving bed ! " we cried. 

The Hermit looked grave. " Happy ia the man," he anawered, 
"who can eay peace-giving bed. For oh, air ! what a rack to the 
apirit of man may be fbnud in goosedown I You do not seent to 
apprehend me 1 Consider, air, what an unavoidable self- 
confesaional is bed. Think, air, what it ia to have onr con- 
BciencB put to the qneation of gooae-feathers. You are in bed, 
peace-giving bed, you say — it is deep night ; and in that solemn 
pause, you aeeni to feel the pulse — to hear the very heart of time. 
Yon try to think of many tiiinga, but the apirit or demon of the 
bed aets up youraelf before yourself — brings all yoar doings to 
the bar of your own conacience ; and what a aet of acurvy gaol- 
birda may be among them ! They peep in at your curtains, 
crowd at the foot of your bed, and though you bum no rushlight, 
yonsee their ieering, sneaking faces. Mas '. you cannot disown 
them ; you know that some time or other you have given them 
hooae-room in your soul, and, like unclean things, they hava 
repaid the hospitality with defilement. There they are, old oo- 
matea, sworn acquaintances ; and yet the world could not believe 
that, for a moment, you kept such company. Oh, no ! abroad in 
the world yon have all sorts of graces accounted to you. Alack ! 
that night-cap and sheets should, to your own conscience, make 
yonbankrupt! They make you know yonraelf hypocritB ; stand 
before yon, even though you lie in darkness, your polished, easy, 
cordial, outMJoor self — a man without a Bubterfoge, asoulwithont 
a meanness. And yoor head upon your pillow — if eonficiona 
blood beat at your heart — you blusii, for the counterfeit yon have 
a thousand times put off upon the world, and shudder at the 
accusing naughtiness about you. Peace-gS^iug bed ! It may be 
so ; and it may be — oh, sir I " cried the Sage of BellyfuUe, " if all 
our faults, our little tricks, ourpettycozeuings, our bo-peep moods 
with truth and justice, could be sent upou ua in the blankets, all 
embodied, sir, in fleas, how many of ua of lily skins would get up 
spotted scarlet I " 

"But surely, air," said we, "you had no time for anch 
remoTBeiiil thoughts in the nnraery ) " 

"Fo — not then," answered the Hermit. "Then, as I aaid, I 
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took counsel of myself ; and resolved, since the strangenesB of my 
fcte had cast tne in Turreytop, to bear with meekoeas all that 
might befftl me. The giant-folk are wise, benevolent, I thought; 
else, wherefore ahould they seek to potge men of their wicked 
worldlinesd, taking them back to their first Hwaildliog hour, that 
they may learn the leaaon of life anew i Yes ; I will forget the 
Bourvy wisdom that puffed my heart, and made me cock my cap, 
a knowing fellow. I will let the cunning, a elf-complacent, brag- 
gart creature die here where I am, and be taken up a l>aby — yea, 
a Tery auckling," 

"liiH, air," we said, "wonld be a rare secret to teach men." 

"It was taught in Tui-yeytop — truly taught ; but I know not 
how it waj, there was something in the place, the people — that 
after a time made the m(«t atubboiii of the babes apt and 
cunning pupils. For myael^ I resolved upon docility ; and lying 
where my nurae had placed rae, I bade all my rascal thoughts 
depart ; by a strong effort of the soul kicked from my brain many 
s shrewd deceit, that, in former days, I had treasured more than 
gold and jewels." 

"And so became a babe ^ain ) " 

"What a delicious pauae was that I How sweet that clean- 
liueaa of aoul ! There I lay in thoughts of lavender ; for the 
babyhood of Turveytop is not like onr first childhood. There, 
Bian is not a midway thing, between two mysteries, the cradle 
and the coffin. No, sir ; having purged my brain of its secret 
wickedness, I was conscious of my sweet condition, I felt and 
rejoiced in my infancy of heart, and I have not forgotten its 
deliciousnesa. I was resolved to begin my life anew ; and aa a 
droll destiny had given me a nursling to the giants, I so played 
my part of babyhood, that my nurse outsounded all her gossips 
with my praises. Thus I never cried nor whimpered, but 
Buffered myself to be dressed and undressed, crowing the while, 
and walking up my nurse's knees — aud cooing and laughing in 
her lap. In this, as I have said, I found my acconnt ; in a fort^ 
night I was ahort-ooated, and in another fortnight was put upon 
my feet, for my nurse declaied that in a week I should be able to 
walk alone. Many of my companions were less docile. There 
■waa one — he had been an admiral — who roared and swore in a 
terrible vein, and vowed he would only be quieted with pig-tail 
tobacco. Another, a weazened babe — a money-lender in former 
life — was never silent but when he was allowed to wear hia 
nnrae's silver thimble on his bead, he did so love the metal. 
Most of the children, however, lost by dr:grees the errora and 
weakneseea of their former days, and in time became span-new 
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" A lui pray, air," wo aakeii, " wtiat term of probation did they 
pass, ere they were permitted to claim man's estate 1 " 

" That depended upon the progreas of the individual ; for, with 
the TurveytopiaDB, the year of diBoretion was not fixed by the 
almanac, but by the wisdom and purity of the neophyte. There 
were, certainly, a few babiea — I must atiU call them ao — who 
Lad been in Turveytop for eentnrieB. You are aware, air, that tt 
was the fashion with those sorry dc^ the Bomans, when any of 
their heroes were missing, to ewear that they had been carried 
off by Mars, charioted by a clap of thunder. A flam, air— a 
political flam — to double-gild the memory of rufEima. The truth 
is, they were taken to Turveytop, and there they atill remain j 
they ore such hopeless blockheads, they can learn nothing good 
and peaceable. There, they are vermin-liunterB to the gianta, 
waging war with the rata and mice j no child's aiort, ail', when 
jdU conaider the strength and immenaity of l?ne beasts. Poor 
King Arthur, whom the Welshmen look for — and King 
Sebastian, atill expected by all belie vingPortugneae — both of them 
are in Turveytop, and there, I think, are likely to aremain. 
Arthur, the mirror of knighthood, is a anlky,waterjieaded lout, 
continually robbing the other children of their nuta and apples — 
throwing atioks at the legs of flies, and slily sticking pins into the 
youngest babiea. The Welshmen believe in Arthur's return, 
faithfully as in leeka ; but, sir, the Turseytopians know that he 
would only spoil his reputation, ao keep him where he his. And 
for the good King Sebastian, who, nearly three hundred years 
ago, passed into Africa, to cut Moorish throats, he waa spirited 
off to Turveytop, to be taught decent dealing." 

" And how has the teaching prospered ? " we inquired. 

" Tery badly, sir," answered the Hermit. " I don't know how 
it is, but the heroes and wise folks of our world become sad 
lubbers and dunces among the giants. I have seen Eiug 
Sebastian seated with twenty other kings and legislators, all of 
them famous upon our earth for their justice and wisdom ; I have 
Been each of them, with a piece of chalk between his fingers, 
vainly trying to draw a straight line. For centuries have they 
in Turveytop been set to do such simple task, before they should 
be permitted to return to their old world agniu ; yet has no one 
of them accomplished it. No, sir ; there is not one of them who 
does not draw zig-zag. And the beat of it is, each of them swears 
that his own crookedness Is the straightest of the straight. The 
Turveytop geometrician shakes his head with a mild pity, where- 
upon the late kings and lawmakers sulk, and, in a low voice, 
swear at him. Fate alone can tell when poor Sebastian will get 
to Portugal again. A sad thing for him, sir," said the Hermit 
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— " for I doubt not tluit tliere hia worst zig-zag might pass for a 
perfect straight line. The dunces I have lieard at Hchool, 
too 1 " — and the Hermit aighed, 

" Then they sent you all to school t " we observed, 

" Asauredly," said the Hermit, " and to me sweet and pleasant 
was the academy. Not that we were packed off, to be nailed to 
a. form, aa soon as we could lisp r the Turveytopians are wiser, 
more benevolent. No ; we aprawled and kicked about in the 
Bon, and rode cocb-horse upon the backs of snails, and took 
flying leaps upon grasahoppera, and tore our frocks, and rolled 
in puddles, and dirtied oiur faces, and ran thorns into our fingera 
— and, in short, did every other trick that endears a child to its 
parents. Yes, our constitution was suffered to strengthen like 
palm-trees in the sun and air, and the alphabet was un uuthought- 
of calamity, until we were at least seven years old. The girls 
were taken in hand at five ; for women, sir, are somehow always 
in advance of us." 

"Is that your faith)" 

"Is it not indisputable) Though Eve was yonnger than 
Adam, was she not more than a match for him 1 As for girls," 
said the Hermit with a gentle chuckle, " I know not if it be not 
a great defect in their education that they should be taught to 
read and write at all." 

"It cannot be, sir," we cried, "What! rear the tender, 
blooming aoula in ignorance 1 " 

"Why not?" said the Hermit, stroking tls chin, whilst his 
eye twinkled. "Why not, air? Ignorance is the mother of 
admiration. Perhaps they'd love us all the better for it. Ha, 
my fiiend ! jou know not what mischief may be dona when you 
teach a girl to apell, and put a pen in her band. It's adding 
weapons of offence where there waa more than enough before. 
'Tia like giving another quill to a porcupine. Relentless souls, 
how many of them loill write ! Man, — let him be praised, 
though praised in a whisper for it ! — has his fits of lordly idle- 
ness, hia accidental headache in the morning, and he turns trom 
bis standish as from a nauseous draught, and his grey goose 
feather rises upon his stomach as though it was the bird's 
yesterday's flesli ; and so, taking his hat, he lounges abroad, 
hugging his laziness and dearly loving it : or he sits in his ohnir, 
the world unthought-of, humming upon its aJtis, and he, in 
sweetest iiidependeiice, twiddling his thumbs. Not so with 
woman, sir ; she has no idleness, not she ; that blot darkens not 
the crystal purity of her resolution. She, unlike frail bibulous 
man, has never one of Ms headaches ! No, sir, the world gets 
no such respite. Fatally induatriouH, and sweetly t 
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your writing woiuaD, like a cuttle-fiah, aecretea ink for eTBiy 

" 'Twill go ill with f au," said we to tha Sage, " BKonld wonum 
write your e{Mta]ih." 

*■ Nay, her gratitude wUl protect me," anawered the Hennit, 
"seeing that I slmJl theu let her bate what ia dearest to the 

" And what is that 1 " we asked. 

"The last word," — and the Hermit blandly amiled. "Never- 
theleas, air, let what I have said rest between oa. For the sex — 
blessings on their honied hearts! — will forgive wrong, outrage, 
peijury awom ten times deep — anything agaiuet their quiet, hut 
a jest. Braik a woman's heart, and she'll fit the pieces together, 
and, with a smile, assure the penitent that no mischief is done — 
indeed, and indeed, she v/aa never better. Break a joke, li^t as 
water-bubble, upon her constancy, her magnaaimity— nay, opon 
her cookery — and take good heed ; she declai-ea war — ^war to tha 
sciBsors. There was my great aunt Dorcas. Poor soul ! Her 
husband had tried the woman a hundred eruel ways, and found 
her, as her own mother declared, quite an angel. Her heart had 
been broken many, many years ; and yet so well do woman 
repair the ravages of time and accident, nobody would ever have 
thought it. Well, sir, this woman, wlio had endured wrong, 
n^lect — nay, some did whisper, the slight of infideUty, to boot 
— this woman, who, placidly as a saint in Cliina, had amiled upon 
a husband's TJlldnies, at length parted from the man upon a 
custard. Yes, sir : her tyrant of a mate — as he thought, poor 
wretch I pleasantly enough— flung a heavy joke, before company, 
too, upon his wife's pastry. The man had never been known to 
attempt a jest till then. WhereapoD, aunt Borcaa said she had 
endured enough ; there was a limit even to a wife's forbearance. 
She rose from the table, and died upon a separate maintenance." 

" Pray, air," we inquired, " has your philosophy fathomed the 
cause of all this 1" 

"'Tia in the deeper gravity of the sex," siud tha Hermit. 
" Nay, sir, I mean it. They are shallow thinkers, dr, who 
declare women to be light and frivolous. Depend upon it, they 
take life much more in earnest than we do. Uence, sir, woman 
is rarely a j oke-making animal. Far better than we does she 
know the perishable materials of which life is made, and takes 
serious care of them aocordiiiirlj. And then, sir, the delicacy oi 
the sex makes them slirink from a jest. Like pistol or Bmall 
sword, it ia a masculine weapon, and not to be intruded upon 
their gentle presence. No, sir ; a woman may be brought to 
foi^ve bigamy, but not a joke." 
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"It may be sn," aaiil we ; "hut, air, nil thia time we have 
wandered from Turveytop. You were sent to school there, yon 

" I was ; and there, indeed, the time went gnily by. Benevolent 
and gentle waa the achoolui aster, and worthy of tbe honanrs 
Javisheil by the state upon him. Ay, air, you may look ; but in 
Turveytop the achoobnaater is not a. balf-(irud;;e, half-executioner. 
No, air ; the importance, the solemnity, of his mission h conceded. 
Children are not sent to him with no mare ceremony than if they 
■were terrier-pnps, packed to the farrier to have their tails docked 
and tbeir ears rounded. In Turveytop, tbe eclioulmaater ia 
considered the maker of the futore people— tbe moral artiScer of 
BOciety. Hence, the state pays bim peculiar consideration. It 
is allowed that bis daily labours are in tbe immortal chambers 
of the mind ; the mind of childhood, new from tbe Maker's 
hand, and undeSled by the earth. Hence, there is a solemnity, 
almost a sacredneaa, in the achoolmaster's function : upon him 
and hia high and tender doings doea the state of Turveytop 
depend, tbat its prisons shall be few. It ia for him to wage a 
daily war with the gaoler. Hia work is truly glorious, for 
it is with childhood — beantiful childhood ! " cried the Hermit 
pnasionately— " holy childhood, with still the bloom of its first 
home upon it ! For, indeed, there ia a aanetity about it ; it ia 
a bright new-comer from tbe world unknown, a creature with 
nnfolded soul ! And yet, sir, are there not states where, whilst 
yet the creature draws its pauper milk — of tbe same sort, by the 
way, that nurtured Abel — we give it to those fiends of earth, 
violence and wrong, and then acotirge, imprison, hang the pupil 
for the teaching of its masters i Childhood, with its innocence 
killed in the very seed 1 Childhood, a fetid imp in rags, with 
fbi-like, thievish eyaa and lying breath, the foul vermin of a city ? 
Such, indeed, it is to the niceness of our senses, shrinking at 
the filth and whining of that world-wrinkled babe. But look at 
it aright, sir," — cried the Hermit with new animation — " trans- 
late its mutteringa into their true meaning. What do you see 1 
— what hear ) The lineaments and cryings of an accusing 
demon ; a giant thing of woe and miscbieis scowling and 
shrieking at the world tbat bath destroyed its holiness of life ; 
tbat, seizing it, yea from tbe band of its Maker, bath defaced the 
divinity of its impress, and made it devil — a devil to do a devil's 
mischief; then to be doomed and punished by a self-complacent 
world, that lays tbe demon in a felon's grave, and after, sighs 
and wrings the bands at human wickedness." 

"lu the strange land you speak of," we observed, wishing to 
divert the pasition of the Hermit, for, indeed, he seemed strangely 
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posseBsml, — "jou said that childhood had its saered claima 
allowed. There, all were taught, nil tended. The schoolmaater, 
too, had high privilogeB 1 " 

"The highest," cried the gage, his light good-humour returning. 
" Indeed, in Turvejtop the schoolmasters may be said to take 
the place of our commanding soldiers. We give rank, distinctiol), 
high praises to generals and such folk for the cunning slaughter 
of their thousands. We take the foul smell out of bloodihed, 
aud call men-quellers heroes. We give them gold lace, aud atiuk 
feathers upon them, and hang them about with Orders of S^t 
Fire, Saint Pillage, and Saint Slaughter. We strip tha akin 
from the innocent sheep to make rub-a-dub to their greatnesB, 
and blow their glory to the world from blatant brass. Now, the 
Turveytopians have no soldiers ; bat they give the same amount 
of honour to their schoohnasters. They have a belief that it is 
quite BH noble to bnild up a mind aa to hack a body ; that to 
teach meekness, content, is as high a feat as to cut a man through 
the shoulder bone ; that, in a word it is as wise and useful, and 
sorely aa seemly in the eye of watchful Heaven, to fill the human 
brain with thoughts of goodness, as to scatter It from a skall, 
cleft by the sword in twain. Hence, the schoolmaster in Turvey- 
top ia a great social authority, honoured by the state. The 
Savage counts his glories by fle^ps ; the refined man of war by 
his gazettes. The general kills five thousand men-— defeats some 
twenty thousand. He may have picked a quarrel with them, 
that he might pick his sprig of laurel, and rejoice iu lawfol 
plunder. He has done his work upon humanity ; he hna acted 
his part in the world — a world of human sympathiea — ajid he 
becomes earl, or steps up duke. It is his rightful wage, paid by 
a grateful hand. The schoolmaster of Turveytop numbers his 
scholars ; shows the heroes be has made ; the victors over self 
among his army ; the troops of wise and peaceful citizens he has 
marshalled for the field of life, and is honoured and rewarded 
accordingly." 

"And you were sent to one of these great pedagogues — these 
laurelled teachers 1 " 

" Eicellent old man!" cried the Hermit. "He was sorely 
tried by some of us. The perverseneas, tbe Bttipidity of some of 
my sehool-fellowB passes belief ; yet the master's sweetness of 
spirit was unconquerable. Some of his pupils he never conld 
teach to spell the commonest syllables. There was one boy — in 
onr world he would have passed for about sixty-five — who never 
could master the word ffood. For years, as I understood, he had 
been haggling at it. ' Now, my poor little boy,' I have heard 
the schoolmaster cry a hundred and a hundred times, a melan- 
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oholy Biuile npon bis reverend faca, 'now, my cbild, spell me 
good.' WhiMtiipon the pupil — h thin-faued, greeniali-eyeci fallow, 
and, OB I leurued, e. former dealer in foreign stocka — would 
answer 'g-o-l-d' And thua it hud been with him for years ; and 
thus, if alivu, it may he with him now. Wretched little dunce I 
He could not comprehtiid any other way of spelling qood tlan 
jf-o-l-d. He, however, waa not alona in Ma duluess. No ; there 
were twenty other scholara from the outside word who still 
Btumbled at the syllable. Will it be beliered ?— Tliere waa one 
boy, about fifty-two, with a drum-like belly and a somewhat 
purplish noae. It was whispered that, ere he was brought to 
Turveytop, he had been a rector, more than apostolically sharp 
for hia tithes. Well, air, you would have expected higher intel- 
ligence from such a scholar ; yet somehow he never could master 
the monoayllahle. ' Oood' would be the word of the teacher, 
and atiE the fat-hellied boy would spell ' p-i-g' How our dear 
achoolmaater would look perplexed ! How plainly I could see 
him striving to account for the confusion in the pupil's mind, 
that still from year to year had gone on spelling 'good' with 
the letters 'p-i-g.' The simple monosyllable was a trying task 
for many of the scholars. Iiicleed, how few of them — from the 
defect of their previous worldly education — could spell the word 
the pToper way ! The old admiral I have already spoken of, 
always insisted upon spelling it — ' g-r-o-g.' From my heart, I 
pitied the schoolmaster ; for whilst other teachers were seeing 
the young Tnrveytopiana advance in all their didly leaaozis, and 
80, doing their master honour in the land, out poor pedagogue 
waa doomed to sit almost hopelessly amid a crowd of doncea, 
whose dull or debauched faculties rendered them incapable of 
the easiest tasks. And yet no word of passion or reproach ever 
escaped the teacher. ' Poor little hoy,' he would say, with a 
sigh, having hammered for an hour and more at the word 'good' 
which some foxhunting urchin, with hia hands in his pockets, 
and a brassy confidence in hia face, would speE 'dog; ' — ' poor 
little boy,' the giant schoolmaster would exclaim, ' it ia not your 
fault, poor heart ! no, it is the dark, dreadful world you hare 
come from !' It is a aad thing to think of," said the Hermit, 
"yat are there many, many pupils, growing hoary, and still mis- 
spelling 'good,' nay, dying, and still unable to master that easy 
monosyllable. For I know not how many hundred years King 
Arthur there, in the preparatory school of Turveytop has been 
Bulking with his timmh in his mouth, still ajjelling 'b-l-o-o-d' for 
'g d' The last time I saw him he had on a dunce's paper 
cap, made out of a poem writtea in this world to his especial 
honour." 
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"And King Arthur, and King SebagWan, too, — you liave 
talked with them in Turveytop 1 " we cried. 

" Moet certunly," said the Hermit. 

" And Numa Pompilius I " — 

"And Jwiiina Southcotc," said the Sage. 

" Ib it poBsible I " we exclaimed. " Joanna Sonthcote ! llkea 
she ia not dead ? That is, she will keep her word, and come 
back torn J" 

"And open a babj-linen warehauae," said the Hermit. 

"And, sir, these Turveytnpiana ? What of their govemmant 
— their laws, and euatoma ! " 

" Of euch mattere know I notbiug," said the Hermit, " aave 
that the aehoolmastera were, ao to apeak, the nobility of the 
people. We scholars, spirited from the outaide world to be 
brought up and taught in all things anew, were confined to the 
nutBery, the school-room, and play-grounda. Indeed, save that 
the benevoleuoe of our masters woa more remarkable than in 
the teachers of danclng-doga, they seemed to look upon us as 
inferior creatiirea, that might, with time and pains, be taught 
aome tricks of humanity — that posaihly, by a aojoum in Turvey- 
top, might be made less mischievous to one another when sent 
buck to the world we were taken from. HeDce, I saw but little 
of the political and aocial condition of Turveytop. There ran 
a legend that, many hundred years ago, there arose a civil war 
in the land, which waa ended in a way it would be pleasant to 

" How, sir ? " we asked. 

"Wliy, the two parties had armed themaelvea with swords 
and speara, and battie-aies — thin^ unknown till then — and 
gUDB and cannon, and all the devilry which laurela come oL 
Thua armed, the divided people took the field. The opposing 
chiefi bad marked their ground, and every man rubbed hia 
hands — for the Turveytopiaca were, for the time, frantic with 
roalic& — at the sweet thought of chopping hia neighbour through 
the skull, whilst those birds of glory, the vultures, were already 
cock-a-whoop for human flesh. Now, at that time the Turvey- 
topiana worshipped, among other divinities, a certain Qod of 
Laughter. I know not that such was hia name ; but mirth, 
loud, reckless, rollicking mirth, was hia high attribute. This 
god had of late been much neglected. The Turveytopiana — 
having their hearts filled with rancour, and in the drunkennesa 
of their wrath yearning for nought but blood and wounds — bad 
wickedly neglected the service of their beneficent Nuniin. Oh, 
glorioua laughter I " cried the aage of Belljfulle, falling back in 
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his chair, and tumiiig his broad shining face iipwardi, whilst bia 
eyee twiuitled benignly, and his lipa aeemed trembling with t, 
jeat — " thou man-!oving aptrit, that for a, time doat take the 
burden from the weary back— that dost lay salve to the fact, 
bruised and cut by flints and sharda — that takest blood-baking 
melancholy by the nose, and makest it grin deapite itself — that 
all the sorrows of the past, the doubts of the future, confoundest 
in the joy of the present— that makeat man truly philosophic — 
conqueror of himaelf and care ! What was talked of as the 
golden chain of Jove, was nothing but a auccessiou of laugha, a 
diTomatic scale of merriment, reaching from earth to Olympus. 
It is not true that Pronibtheus stole the fire, but the laughter 
of the gods, to deify our clay, and in the abundance of oui" 
merriment, to make ua reasonable creatures. Have you ever 
considered, sir, what man would be, destitute of the ennobling 
faculty of laughter ) Why, sir, laughter £a to the face of man — 
what einovia, I think anatomists call it, is to hia joints : — it oils, 
aod lubricates, and makes the bunum countenance divine. 
Without it, our faces would have been rigid, hyssuBrlike ; the 
iniquities of our heart, with no sweet antidote to work upon 
them, would have made the face of the best among us a horrid, 
hnsky thing, with two sullen, hungry, cruel lights at the top — 
for foreheaiifl would have then gone out of fashion — and a 
cavernous hole below the noae. Think of a babe without 
laughter ; as it is, its brat intelligence ! The creature shows 
the divinity of its origin and end, by smiling upon us ; yes, 
smiles are its first talk with the world, smiles the first answers 
that it understands. And then, as worldly wiadota comes upon 
the little thuig, it crows, it chuckles, it grins, and shaking in its 
nurse's arms, or in ■waggish humour playing bo-peep with the 
breast, it reveals its high destiny — declares, to him with ears to 
hear it, the heirdom of its immortality. Let materialists 
blaajiheme as gingerly and as acutely as they will, they mnat 
find confusion in laughter. Man may take a triumphant stand 
upon his broad grins ; for he looka around the world, and his 
innermost soul, sweetly tickled with the knowJedge, tells him 
that he alone of all creatures laughs. Imaging, if jou can, a 
laughing fish. Let man then send a loud ha ! ha ! through the 
universe, and be reverently grateful for the privilege." 

"And the Turveytopiana, you aay, sir, had their God of 
Laughter J " 

" And, from what I could gather, he held a most exalted place 
in their Pantheon. Sweet, too, especially sweet, was one of their 
customs of sacrifice. It was this. A man alwaja dedicated his 
first joke, whatever it might be, to the God of Laughter. There 
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was a fine spirit of gratitude in thn practice, a sweet acknow- 
ledgment of the licmied uses of mirth IQ this oor daily draught of 
life, otherwise culd, flatulent, and bitter. This first offering wu 
nlwaya il mattei' of great solemnity. The maker of the joke, 
whether man or maid, was taken in pompous procession to the 
fihrine of the god. And there, the joke — beautifully worked in 
leftera of gold upon some rich-coloured silk or velvet— was given 
in to tlie_;Sim!Ji,who read it to the assembled people, who roared 
approving langhter. The joker was then taken back in triumph 
to Ids house, and feasting and sports for nine days marked this 
Ida first act of citizenship ; for I shonld tell you that no jokeless 
man conld claim any civil rights. Hence, when the luau began 
to joke, he was considered fit fur the gravest offices of human 
government ; and not till then." 

" What 1 no civil rights 1 Had he no vote-.^if indeed there 
were votes in Turveytop— for his representative in the Senate ! 
— for"— 

" Sir," replied the Hennit, gravely, " he had no voino in any^- 
thing ; not even iu the making of a beadle. The man withont a 
joke in Turveytop was a wrutch, an outciat ; indeed, to give you 
the strongest, the truest conipiuison, he was what your mtm in 
England is, without a guinea." 

" Miserable wrott-'h I " we cried. " And what became of these 
creatnres 1 " 

"As I learned, the jokeless did all the fonl and menial work. 
Misei-able men, indeed ! I have heard of a country in which, the 
Hoeial dignity and moral intelligence of the man were computed 
by the soap he was wont to outlay upon his anatomy. He might 
be too poor to buy the soap ; never mind that ; it was n terrible 
thing, and stung the penniless offender like a, nettle, to call him 
'the unwashed ! ' Now, in Tui-veytop, it amounted to the Bame 
degree of ignominy to call a man the jokeless. Some of these 
might be in tatters and starving ; well, they would aak charity, 
and how 1 ITiey would say nothing of rags and hunger, fent 
stopping the rich, they would despairingly slap the forehead, 
and in a hollow voice, cry 'No joke ! ' Thus, in those days of 
Turvey top, jokes gave dignity to the highest offices of the Btata, 
Senators and magistrates thought of nothing but making a joke 
of their fimctions and reputation. They had their great reward 
not only in the admiration of the people, but in the high degree 
of mental expression and physical beauty which their geniua, 
constantly eiercised, inevitably awarded tltem." 

" Have jokes such benign power upon their makers 1 " "we 

" TlnqneBtionably," answered the Ilcruut, startled at the 
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question. "Tuka a sulky fellow, Tfitt n brow ever wrinkled at 
the laughing hours, let tlieni laugh never so melotlioualy — who 
looks with a death's head at the pleaaant fruits of the enrth 
heaped upon his table— who leaves his house for business as an 
ogre leaves hia cave for food — who returns Lome joyless and 
grim to Mb silent wife and creeping children, — take such a man, 
and, if possible, teach him to joke. Why, sir, 'twotdd be like 
turning a mandril into an Apollo. A hearty jest kills au ugly 
face. The divine nature of man irradiates and ennobles vhat at 
first Bight Beems wholly animal. What a mighty joker was 
Socrates ! Yea, joker, sir ; and lightly have the sculptors 
imagined that knotty countenance, sublimed and sweetened by 
the laughing spirit within. Now, the jokelesa of Turveytop — 
BsitwMB related to me— became physically forlorn; tlie sympathy 
of mind and flesh was bo active. Hence, tliey were drudges, 
acavengers, bone-grubbers, (nskerB-up of old rags and iron, 
bearers of burdens, outoasts, miserable creatures ; the jokers all 
the while sitting high in place, their cheeks greasy with the 
marrow of the earth, their eyes twinkling with its nectar." 

" Strange, indeed ! " we cried. 

" Ay, air," said the Hermit, " for there are places in which, 
nine times out of ten, your joker is the lean drudge, and the dull 
fellow has the pot-belly, the puiple nose, and the full purae." 

"And now, sir, for tlie civil war inTurveytopJ You say it 
was pleasantly ended 1 " 

" In this fashion," said the Hermit, " if I have heard tlie 
legend tridy. The two armies, in high conceit with their 
murdeTOus weapons — for until that time there had been no man- 
kUling engines known in Turvejtop — luated for the fight. Now, 
sir, you have heard or read of the vast concern shown by the 
gods of the heathen in the battles of their fiivourite soldiers, — 
as il^ fur instance, you and I should have pet emmets in the 
bloody struggle foi" an ear of barley. Indeed, whether or no, 
man teill make his gods shoulder the knapsack with him ; he 
■will make them enter the breach, fire the town, clap a ready 
hand upon movables ; knock a wajTvard householder on the 
head, and after, take enjoyment in the cellar, the larder, and the 
chamber. Mini will, as I say, take his gods campaigning with 
Lim ; and, sir, it must be owned, scurvy treatment they oftimea 
meet with at his hands. When he has laboured profitably in 
the bloody harvest, he gives them money for their good-will and 
support ; and, alas, poor gods ! with swaggering, blaspheming 
impudence, tlianks them for hia good fortune in robbery and 
slaughter. To hear of certain thanksgivings for successful 
battle, should we not believe that the devil had made hii Adam, 
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and tliftt the alnnEhtered creatures were children of the demon 
hnndiwork, begotten by the evil principle, to be zenloualj 
attftcked and bntchered by the progeny of him who walked and 
tulked with God in Panuiise t It wotdd seem thus ; but it ta 
not so. No, we are children of one Father, and when we have 
killed some thousiDld brethren or bo, why, with nawashed hands 
and demure faces, we thank God for hia good help iii tha 
fratricide. In the outside world of brazen brows, there ie uo 
impudence like the impudence of what men will call religion." 

" Slill, sir," we urged, " you wander from the battle of 
Turvejtop." 

" Hight ; to wander ia a besetting ain of mine. Keep we now 
to the story. Well, sir, the two armies were about to fight, 
when the God of Joking — whose shrine had been sadly despiaed 
and neglected in preparation for the war — ^reaolTed to put an 
end Ui the wickedness, and so to bring the Turreytopians back 
again to jests and reason. Whereupon, as the story runa, the 
God Jocua repaired to a high hilt near the battle-field, and 
seating himself croas-legged on its summit, called hia thousands 
of servanta about him, giving them due ordera for their goodly 
work. The god surveyed the hosts below him with a wan smile, 
and then clapping his hands to his sides, he laughed a laugh of 
thunder. Ou this, the trampeU brayed once, tind once only, and 
the armiea engaged. In a moment the god aaw that hia sprites 
— there were immortal thousands, though bom of human braina 
— had done his wise behest. There was no smoke— no fire. The 
great guns were dumb — the muskets undischarged ; for he it 
known to you, sir, that the Turveytopiana had at the time all 
the weapona since invented in our miniature world. Then yoD 
might have seen the soldiers charge, and their brittle bayonets 
break harmless against the bellies of the foes : then would some 
seize their. weapons, and with the butt-end strike the enemy in 
the teeth. And the enemy stood and licked their lips. Where- 
fore, you will ask 1 I will tell you. The musket-stock was no 
longer walnut-wood ; but, by the benignity of the great God 
Jocus, a thing of savoury sausage-meat, calling up the spirit tf 
enjoyment in the heart of man, aa it smote his nostril. In this 
way, sir, all things were changed. Here you would see a, soldier 
take a cartridge from his box, and with bloody and sepulchral 
looks bite the cartridge-end. At that moment the face changed 
to sweetness and content ; for, the cartridge bitten, a delidoas 
cordial flowed into the mouth of the biter, and winding about his 
atony heart, melted it into human jelly. Here you would s 
grenadier sucking a bayonet, as a nursling sucks a lollipop ; and 
wherefore 1 — The great God Jocus had turned the deadly weapon 
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into sugAir- candy. In another place jon might behold the atiinll 
druma turned into pota of jally, and the little Jrunimer-boya 
eating tberefrom, nnd painting their downy facea with raspberry 
and currant of more than martial red. Big drunm took the 
abape and flavour of ronnda of beef ; and in a thoughtj tha 
kettles were buffaloes' dried huinpB. The piimeers' caps became 
wine-coolers, and their aprons napkins of damask. Grey-headed 
officers swallowed their own sworda, turned into maoaroni. A 
cjmbal-player was seen to devour hia cymbals, suddenly ohnnged 
into ratafia paste. What had been gunpowder was eaten by tha 
handful as small saccharine coinfi.tB ; cartridge-bullets were 
candied plums, and gave great pleasure both to horse and foot. 
"Well, ail-, it is not to be thought that discipline could survive 
temptation such as thia. No, sir : at first there was vast 
astonishment ; then a low murmur of delight ran through either 
lioat ; then there was a mighty smacking of lips ; and then the 
opposing armies laughed a tremendous Inugh, and embraced. 
On this a solemn cauchination escaped the great God Jocus, who, 
uncrossing his legs, vanished. The news flew among the women 
of Turvejtop, who, coming and bringing their children to the 
field, nia<ie merry with the army. A banquet was resolved 
upon ; it was but riglitful thanksgiving to the benevolent Jocub, 
whose noble practical jest had saved tlie blood of Turveytop ; 
and more, Lad provided, yea, in the very engiuea of war, the 
wherewithal to comfort the bowels and rejoice the heart of man, 
The substance of dried meats was found in gun carriages ; 
delicious cheeses were in the wheels ; and pikes aud halberts were 
nought more deadly than attenuated sausage, pungent and 
aromatic. The great guna, too — charged as it was thought with 
agony and death for thousands — contained nothing more 
mischievous than ruby wine. The cannon shot, turned to eorka, 
were now withdrawn ; and the armies ate and drank, and 
langbed and sang, and danced, aud gave beaity thanks to the 
great God Jocus." 

" And BO the matter ended J " 

" Even so, sir," replied the Hermit ; "the field whereon the 
armirs met was called, from that time, the I'ield of the Sage and 
Onions, the vegetables fi'om that very day abounding there. And 
in memory of the time, the Turveytop ians, in solemn procession, 
ouee a year gather of the produce to stuff their geese. You 
smile, sir. Think you, sir, it is not better to pull an onion than 
to pluck laurel ) Tliere are fewer tears drawn by homely 
acalUon than by the green leaf." 

" A strange freak, air," we said, "of the God Jocus ! It was 
at that we smiled." 
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"A strange, yet miglity benevolence L " crieiJ the Hermit. 
"Would that lie — or iome kjnii red beneficence — could descend 
upon camivorona war, when and wUereaoever it should purpose 
to feed, and turn its carving sword to sugar ! " 

"And pray, air," Mked we of the Hermit, " by what chance did 
you escape from the land of Turveytop I " 

" I was turned out in my sleep ; yes, carried away in deep 
alombar ; for, waking one morning, I found royself at the foot 
of the mountain, which, I know not how long before, had opened 

" Your soul made clean — your heart spotlaas, as when first 
touched into life, and it began beating towards the grave ( " 

" I am afraid so," said the Hermit, with a remorseful sigh, 

"Afraid?" 

"Ay, sir," said he, "much afraid; seeing how stained and 
grimy they have since become. Every man has not the happiness 
of a purification in Turveytop ; therefore, should not enduring 
cleanlinesB be luuked fur from the lucky ones ) And yet, sir, the 
very best of oa soil, ay, sooner tlian a bride's riband." 

For awhile we walked onward. " And now," said the Hermit, 
arriving at the edge of a lake, "do you perceive yonder island, 
diamond-ahaped ! It is very low at the edges upon the water, 
but rises into table-land, covered with green sward J That, air, 
is the lale of Jacks. ' Hallo,— boat ! ' And here, at the word, 
comes the boy who in yonder skiff shall carry ua within eye-shot 
of the place, where we may see the inhabitants ; for it is not 
permitted to any craft to run ashore ; lest the people banished 
to the island, shoidd seize the boat, and put to sea. 

" A pretty hoy, is he not 1 He ia the sou of a widow, a very 
fair and very wise woman, living round yonder point. Her 
husband was descended from a long line of captains— for the post 
was, for generations, held by the family — commanding the Duke 
de Bobs' sailiug-yacht. 

"It will be no news to you to be told that certain families 
have, for an age or so, been sent into the world with certain 
marks and gifts. One family bears away a particular nose from 
ail the other families of the earth — another holds the patent 
of a ceriain pair of lips. Another has the whitest hand 
and the lightest finger. Now the family — whereof the head 
was ever the reigning Duke's sailing-captain — had an especial 
gift, whereby to recommend its chief. This boy, the sole-sur- 
viving of the line, inherits the quality that made his ancastora 
lamoua ; but as the present Duke de Bobs cannot abiile the 
water — the state sailing-yacht, put out of commission, and dittwa 
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high and dry, hoH been given to the widow and her son for a 
place of habitation. 

"We are in the boat. And now, air, observe the boy. The 
akiff, yoii perceive, hits neitlier sail nor oar ; and yet the boy 
iuheriting the first gift of his race, will carry the craft where you 
will, by meaoB of hia cloalc — aa eitraordinary garment j for the 
wearer has but to shift it, now to the one shoulder, now to the 
other, and, let the wind blow aa it will, he m^es it fair wind to 
hiro, sailing where he lists. Look at him ! How complacently 
he aits trimming his garment ; and how the ekiS akima along, 
the water seething and einging aa the hark cuts through it ! 
Well, air, thia cloak has been in the boy's family time out of 
mind, and until the present dny has ever been a fortune to the 
■wearer, making him, by virtue of ita marvellous quality, the 
court pilot and captain. But, aa we have aaid, the present Duke 
de Bobs has forsworn the sea ; am! the poor boy, denied the 
fevour of the court, is compelled to turn hia cloak at the lowest 
price for humble paaiengera, no richer than ourselves. 

" Certainly, — you are right. That anxioua glanca of youra at 
yonder black cloud — no bigger than a raven's wiug^-feara a 
coming hurricane. Let it blow. The boy will put on his storm- 
Jacket, and defy it. A jacket of patches, in which every wind, 
from every point of the compass, 18 carefully aawn up. Tliis 
garment the boy also inherits from hia ancestors, some of whom, 
when the world was yet in its teena, intermarried with ceftalu 
of the Lapland nobility ; the patched jacket coming of the 
female side. 

"And now — for the cloud ia melting into the blue — we are 
pleasantly approaching the Isle of Jacks ; for the wind, a 
delicious breeze, sita full in the back of the boy's cloak, adroitly 
trimmed to catch every gust of it. Poor lad ! That cloak, cut 
into ahreds aad sold piecemeal in some places, would make the 
boy a golden fortune. How many a man would give all hia 
Buhstance to purchase even as much of the web as would mak« 
him a garter ! But there are no such cloaks — not a remnant 
of them— to be had in the outside world ; and if there were, 
we question if men would be found with grace su£E.cient to 
properly carry them. 

" The boy has shifted his cloak, and we now sail along the 
island. Take this telescope. The beach haa a dull and rusty 
look. Tou would think it the shore of Styx. Listen : how the 
pebbles chink and rattle, stirred Dj the watefa ! They are not 
pebbles. They are gold, and silver, and copper coin ; worthleaa 
metal to the forlorn islanders, banished hither for the fraud of 
avarice. For you must know that the Isle of Jacks is a penal 
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settlement for femulp offenders who, from all pnrta of the world 
— but espeeiallj- from tba most ciTiliaed corners — are condenmed 
for a few hundred years to dwell here, the slaves of four masters. 
The iiiatory of one capt've may serre for the rest. The culprits 
live in continual dread i for they inhabit paate-board huts, so 
loosely, 60 ticklishly put together, that every wind that blows 
scares the tenants with the horrid apprehension that they will be 
buried beneath a heap of ruins. But, ae we ha<'e said, take the 
history of one otfender as a sample of the story of all, 

" Do you see yonder woman eroaaing a bridge ; the bridga 
itself shaped like a cribbage'board ; with large holes in it I She 
cnrriea a child ; of course ; all the captives carry children in the 
Isle of Jacks. You may observe how gingerly the woman walks, 
as though she feared to drop through one of the many holes 
with whicli the bridge is pierced ; drop into the brook beneath. 
Tliat woniiui was— but nfl ; even at this time we will spare the 
feelings of an honourable family, whose griffins at the present 
hour bear so very smug and confident a look in the Peei-age. 
We wOl not disclose the offender's name : but, as a terrible 
moral wfiming to ali people in her station, we hesitate not to 
declare that that offender was Maid-of-honour to Queen Anne. 
Poor thing i There is a very handsotue monument to her 
memory in tha village church of Ruff-eum-Tucker. Alaa ! how 
little do her descendants dream that their hooped and powdered 
great^great-grandm other is at this moment nursing little Jacks 
of Clubs for future card-tables. 

" However, let us proceed with her tragic history. The young 
lady was one night engaged at cards at Ht, James's Fakce. By 
some means, the Jack of Clubs had crept to her boBom ; and she 
was rudely challenged by another inaid — her opponent at the 
game — wiUj barliouring the absent card. It may be believed 
that a Maid-of-honour, so accused, was a kindled flame. Her 
eyes would have withered any other but a female rival ; for 
tender women stand the fire of women, and are never hurt by 
it ; whilst braggart man is often smitten into ashes by the 
sudden flash. Uur maid barbed her tongue with all sorts of 
stinging syllables, vowing — with the Jack at her heaving breast 
— that she knew nothing of his whereabout. A gentleman 
would have bowed at once, and been convinced : but sister 
woman is not so easily cozened by her own sex. At last, our 
maid, taunted to desperation, clenched her little fist, and bringing 
it down with force upon the mahogany — (Cupid gasped, and felt 
his own heart bruised as that little hand smote and was smitten 
by the unyielding wood t) — she cried with a shriek that ' if she 
Imew anything about the Jack of Clubs, she wished she might 
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have the Jack for her haabaud I ' With this terrible Bspiraticpn. 
all affected satiafaction at the leaat ; and our maid kept a suow- 
white reputation, marrying ouly a year after, either the Gold or 
Silver Stick of Queea Anne's court ; a nobleman next to the 
Queen, and of courae very far from a knave, 

"The maid, it ia true, married and clung to the stick aforesaid ; 
but the Jack of Clubs was in ua way to be cheated ; fur when 
the woman died she became hia wife, in this Island of Jacks, 
wliercin the Jack of Clubs and hia three bi'ethren have equal 
rule. Aad if when abroad, their children are generally opposing 
one another, — their fathers seem for such reason, to be all the 
closer friends here in their island home. And so they govern 
their hundreds of wives ; for they have no fewer number, all of 
them supplied in the persons of women who during mortal life 
have fobbed and cheated, or wasted the money of their husbands, 
or the time of their families, at cards. 

"And what ia worse for the poor creatures — the card-players 
doomed to the Isle of Jacks — their children are continually torn 
from them ; spirited away ; sent into the common world, 
stretched by some wicked magic upon pasteboard, to tempt other 
sinners. ThefB is not, throughout the whole world, a single 
Jack— whether turned up in palace or pot-houae — that waa not 
bom in this island ; the child of one of the King Jacks who rule 
the place ; and who thus cruelly incorporate their own fleah and 
blood in pasteboard. But what will not even human creatures 
do, who will give all their hearts and all their souls to cards ! 
Nevertheless, sir, you must own it is hard upon the poor females. 
Tui'n your glass a litUe this way. There are half-a-dozsn women, 
all wives of the Jack of Diamonds. Each of them baa three or 
four little Jacks at her apron, and each two iu her arms. And 
they have borne and nursed the little knaves ; and have suffered 
their heart^sti'iuga to wind and wind about them, and yet they 
know not one hour from the neit when they may not be 
deprived of their ofiapring. And what is worse, — the poor 
creatures ai'e now nimbly alive to the mischief that their 
children will inflict upon the world whou sent into it. Why, sir, 
it is a frequent matter — albeit all unknown to the sufferer in the 
common world — for a great-great^ranison at a London Olub to 
be ruined by the knave, the son by her second marriage — i{, 
indeed, it is pennitted to call it su — of bis great-great-grand- 
mother iu the Isle uf Jacks. And this tlie wretched women 
know ; and so their sufl'eringa as mothers deprived of their 
children, are made worse by the remorse they feel to furnish their 
flesh and blood by descent, with temptation that trips them into 
the pit of ruin. 
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"And DOW, sir, you ma,j probablj guess wherefoi« tbe beach is 
beaptiil vith gold, and ulver, and even copper coin. It is, that 
the poor women maj be teazed to see about tbem the worthlesH- 
ness of that, which, out of very idleness for the most part, they 
playeil and cheated for when upoa the earth. 

" It would amaze jou to know the real uamea and dignities of 
women wlio, in your worid, have sliciie like star^ and have 
reigned like goddesses and queeiia, and who are now living in 
worse tliau simple bondage in this Isle of Jacks, — the slavei and 
mistreseea of the poor tyrants, who rule the place, and who, with 
— 80 to speak — their own flesh and l>lood, people our earth with 
inatruDieiitd of mischief. We have toltl you, that every Jack of 
every pack of cards is born on this island ; and when his heeU 
are paid for, aa they often are, in the tap-room, how tittle ia it 
thought that he may have— ou the mother's side at least — tha 
brightest royal paint about him. 

"Where the kings andqueene, who, with Jacks and acea, make 
up the court of cards — where they aw made, we have not, we 
confess it, yet discovered. But we doubt not that their birth is 
equally strange with that of the children of the Isle of Jiw:ks. 
A nd then — for this we Uiought not of before — anj^ then it mast 
beat even the natural love of a mother, to love those baby 
knaves ; squint-eyed, square-cheeked, boU-fiiced varlets, with. 
ait«r all, such ingenuouB looks, that they look all the mischief 
that is within them, 

" And now, air, we liave sailed round the island — for we are not 
permitted to land, and for oursrivea, we would not if we might, — 
and the boy, trimming liis cloak, alters his course. Meanwhile, 
think of the Isle of Jacks ', and remembering the hard copditioo 
of the females captjve there, with their fi-equent travail and their 
frequent loss, oonfcas that tHe sins of the gamester may coma 
down with increased miaoliief upou succeeding generations. 

"Boy," cried the Hermit, "shift your cloak, if you please, aud 
steer for Honeybee Bay. A good lad. Now it biires upon ns. 
With what open arms the shore stands before us ! And yon 
perceive with what gentle undulations its green bosom rises from 
the water. This place is, perhaps, the most delicious spot of ail 
Cloveinook. Here the water is ever bright end rippling [ the 
wind fresh and nimble — never boisterous or keen. Here every 
day myriads of fiowers open their eyes, and breathe their aweet- 
neea to the sun g and here they pass away like dew exhaled, 
leaving no leaf decayed, no blossom withered to tell a tale t>£ 
death. And upou tlie sliore are beautiful alieila, red-!ipped a» 
Venus, and roiced with wondvoua aingina- ^^a oo« of them to 



THB CHRONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK, 293 

joat ear, and its voice will call up in your breast ail the long 
mnte miisic of your aarlj' days, when life dreamt not of hope, tlie 
present wns ao full of hsppinesa. The shell will sing to you 
sweet familiar sounds of the past, blended with tonea that 
hannoniso, and yet are richer, sweeter, deeper, than the air 
departed ; fla though some higher spirit caught the dying strain 
continuing it in more melodious volume. 

"And nowtheboat skims in between the sharp-edged atones — 
l^e a sea-bird to its cleft — and the crafl still in deep water, we 
tread the eauaeway built in lucky sport by the tritona, when, by 
mooniight and roaring laughter, they hurled the fragments at one 
another. How ripe and rich with colour — with hues that warm 
the heart — is thia pillar of rock ; the world's almanac, with ages 
in it, printed after agea ; Time, solemu in the gi'anite of a dead 
world, yet wearing on his sunny brow the flowers of the 
moniing. 

" And now, air, ait down ; for we muat question you before we 
dimb the hill. To day, of all days, ia the great festival of the 
Twenty-five Club. As a stranger to Clovernook, you may be 
permitted to witness the festivity. For, be it known to you, 
that the Club containa ouly a chosen number ; a few of the Club, 
tried and purified, ere they are perniitted to join the body. 
And yet there are but two questions — though they may be made, 
like a vine, to ahoot out into branches innuraei-abU — two 
qnestiona to be satisfied, and the candidate is admitted to the 
fullest honours of the fraternity. The two questions are 

" • Are you older than five-and-twenty 1 

" ' Will you ever, forgetfiil of what you owe to yourself, and to 
the beauty, and benavolence, and evcrlastiug spirit of nature, — 
will yon ever, wantonly, ignobly, and moat foolishly couaent to 
become more than five-and-twenty, — even thougli your face 
should he wrinkled like wind-blowu water, your hair whito aa 
the surging sea 1 ' 

"Now, sir, these seem easy questions to answer; but <Jeeply 
considered, they require a strong, an enjneat, aye and happy 
man, to reply to tlieiu. with a bold, conscientious i/ee. And let us 
not speak only of men, but of women. Poor souls I It ia much 
to be doubted whether the queries are not even more difficult to 
them to respond to aasuringly. Yet taken literally, certainly 
not. And for thia good reason ; — 

" Eve it ia well-known was sixteen years old when she waa 
awakened at the side of her husband. Sixteen yean old, say 
ancient writtsra ; and that bo boldly, that they muat have seen . - 

Eve's register written on the lilies oi PaiaAXae, "So-^i \-JOTaa\i. — \ I 
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who have nine times out of ten more curious rabbinical leamiug 
than the mean envy of our sex will allow to them — women, 
inheriUDg the privilege from their first parent believe that, after 
a certain time, they have a Juat right to let their first siiteffli 
years go for nothing ; and so they aink the preliminary sixteen 
with a amile, couutiiig with mother Eve their seventeenth as 
their first real birth-day. And they are right, Por it deducts 
from your woman of five-and-forty all that she carea to lose, 
giving her a fair start with Eve, and pegging her back to full- 
blown nine and twenty. And indeed, it ia impossible tliat any 
really charming woman should be a day older. 

"Hark ! there ! the music. The flutes aud the tambourines, 
and the fiddles. Hush I Do you hear the chorus ] The voices 
are thin, and sharp, and shake a little, but there is rejoicing 
heart in all of them. And now, we have no time to t^k the 
preface we intended ; for a new candidate is to be elected into 
the club and — for ourselves, we have long been an honorary 
member — and we must lose no moment if we would not lose the 
ceremony." 

And climbing the ascent, we wound along paths skirted and 
knng with sweetr-smelling shrubs and flowers, orange-trees and 
hehotropea, and the friendly honey-auekle, sweet typie of amity, 
clinging that it may comfort with itH Bweet&eas— and jaamiiie, 
with starry eyes shining through sober green.— And as we 
walked, the herbs crushed by our feet sighed forth their odorous 
breath, returning good for injary. 

At length we came into an open space ; and there was the 
verdant living temple of holly, and laurel, and cedar, and all 
the shrubs aud trees that dare the winter with uufoding 
leaves stUl green beneath, though [aled and heaped with snow. 
At the foot of a cedur, chief pilLir of the temple, a fountain 
leaped &'om the earth, and ran adown the mount ; but still it 
ran perpetually bright, perpetually yonng, until it miugtcd with 
the universal sea. 

As we entered upon the level ground, the procession, wind- 
ing downwards, approached us. There were some fifty men, 
and about five-and-twenty women. To take their faces, 
and turn them to the light, and cogitate deeply the lines 
marked upon them by Time, there was not a face that 
wonld have passed for a day younger than forty (though be it 
known, we do not always ti-ust to the seeming marks of Time, 
knowing that, hke an unjust tapster he ia now and theu apt to 
score double). Again, there were other faces, embrowned by 
sixty harvest times at lea.st. All the men and women were 
olothed in di'upery of gayest colours ; and all carried fiowera 
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in their haadii, aiid wore chaplets of amaranth about theii 

Four men PHrrieii in a litter of palm-leaves the new candidate 
for the Twenty-five Club. To apeak arithmeticallj, be was aiity 
years old at least ; but Bpiritually — and you cannot hamper 
spirit with figni-ea, remember that, sir, and defy addition — 
spiritually he was, as hia examination afterwards proved, no 
more than fiye-and-twenty ; and at flve-and-twenty he vowed 

The neophyte was dreaaed in a sky-blue rohe, with a garland 
of ivy about hia anow-white head. When he aruse from the 
litter, it was to be observed that he limped with an old sciatica 
— nevertheleas, with its fangs in hia nerves, he would only be 
ft ve-an d-t wenty . 

The Preaident of the Club— he waa always elected Preaident 
who had been longest five-and-twenty — put the two questions 
rehearsed above to the candidate, and was satisfactorily 
answered r the tarabourines, and the flutes, and the fiddles 
Bounding blithe accompaniment as the yes was uttered. 

And then two of the club, bearing in aeparate baskets, (rnita 
Rnd flowers ; and a third carrying in a. crystal cup water from 
the leaping fountain, approached the candidate ; and then the 
Pi>eBideni, addteasmg him in a pleaMut voice, baid these 

" You promise — and especially promise irom this day — nerer 
to grow a day older than the days that make five-and-twenty 
years, the only reasonable time of life of man ) 

" Thia you promise, that your eyes may stUl behold the same 
beauty in the starsl That your heart may still beat with 
the riaing sun, and melt when he is setting in hia tent of glory 1 

"This you promise, that you may have eyes and ears for the 
world of beauty aud gladness that encompasses you ; no beauty 
fading, no sound of gladness growing dumb ) 

"By the ever-springing loveliness of llowers — by the ever- 
sonnding mnsio of the birds — by the rivers and fountains — by 
harvest-time, and by the season of fruits, — you promise to remain 
Bpiritually fixed at five-and-twenty !" 

" I promise," said the candidate. And as he spoke, be laid his 
hands upon the fruits and flowers, aiid emptied the crystal goblet 
to solemnise the compact. 

"Be ever stedfast, and he ever five-and-twenty," said the 
PreaidenL " The eyes fail ; the back bows, the hair is whitened ; 
youtii departs from every joint and every organ — but the heart, 
if the owner wills it— the heart is ever young." 

" It must be confessed, sir," said we to the Hermit, " a great 
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privilege this to be of the fratemitj of the Twenty-five GInb, 
Aud ia it not a. pity that, with so maiiy miUiuus of men upon 
the earth, tliere are bo few — aueh is the perveraeneaa of llie 
human (luimal — bo very few eligible to the hrotherhood)" 

The Hermit smiled, waved his hiuid, and said : " As you have 
beheld this mo^t pleasant ceremony, we nill leave the Club U 
enjoy its ooBBtitutional good humour ; for — we Lave kept the 
Becret until now, to enjoy the pleasure of the surprise — we have 
ou invitation for you. There is a feast, a birth-duy feuat, afoot ; 
and na our friend, you will find onp and trenahar and hearty 
velcome at the board. To-day, tar, Maximus Monae, a HOrt of 
m^strate of Cloveniook, celebrates one of the two birth-days — 
called the Birth-dajs of the Ghosts — held in great solemnity 
among the town's folk. Twobirth-daya, sir ; and they fail when 
the man reaches the top of the hill of life — forty; and again when 
he has descended the other side, should he indeed get so low 
— foui-score. 

" Half-sn-honr'swalk, itnd we arrive at Mouse-Hall, In a few 
minutes, and you catch it shining through the trees: ahoapitable 
beacon on a round, green mount. Your nose, sharpened by the 
fresh air, may even here smell the odours of the good che^ 
wafted from the hall and kitchen. Yes : they are not to tje mis- 
taken—they come tLicker and thicker upon as. Unseen envoys 
from chine and pasty and unstopped flask, to eoai travellers by 
the noae to come and eat and drink ! Mend your pace, sir : very 
good. For here is Moose Hall. 

"Folks in their best attire, and wearing their most satisfied 
looks, stream in at the door. That man— willi a mild, grave 
facC' — dreet in black, is Maximus Mouse. Poor fellow ! He is 
about to entertain a strange sort of guests ; and now and then, a 
wan and aujcioua smile pulling at the comers of his mouth, 
betrays his inward trouble. No man throughout Clovemook ifi 
more respected than Masinius Mouse : and yet — punctilious 
creature !— he may at this moment accuse himself of mauy self- 
known shortcomings that make him blush for the good opinion 
he haa stolen for himself from the easiness of hia fellow-towns- 
men. We do not boldly aver that it is so. Nevertheless it may 
be BO. For who shall say, when applauding shouts break in 
thunder about some human idol ; who shall say, that a voice, i 
thin hissing voice of self-reproach, does not turn to burning 
mockery the idolatry of the worshippers ? 

"Maximus still stands at the door-way — it is the custom of the 
place — and gi'eets every visitor. Let us push for the door-etep. 

"We told you that, as our friend, the master of the Hall would 
give you hearty welcome, and jou. have \ial i\.. Tke reception 
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room U fturly crammed. HubK I That, air, ia the dinner-bell. 
And now, we must fall in wiLh the procession, to escort the host 
to the banqnet. Such is tlie fashiou at Buuh times. Let ua keep 
cloee, aide by aide. 

"The host haa entered the banquetiiig-roora ; and now, yon 
perceive, that venerable man — ha is the eldest of the guests — 
locks the door ftom the outside, and ^uts the key in his pocket. 
And now, you see thai all the gueata prepare to leave the house- 
Take our arm, and when we have reached the road, we will duly 
nnswer your looks of questioning wonder. Here we are. Now 
yon Bhall be satisfied. 

"MaximoaMouseisto-day forty years old, and ia at the present 
moment entertaining niue-and-thirty guesta. UnbiddiiU giieata j 
who whether he would or not, seat themselves at his board this 
day, aiid look— ay sir, there it is, who shall say how they look I 
— upon the feast-giver. 

" For these nine-and thirty gueata ere the GhosUi of the Nine- 
and-Tbirty B rth y h birth-days past into the 

sepulchre of m b nd d p this day's awful festival 
— meeting th f h hru h A this moment, sir, Maii- 

mus Mouse la s ab u by al the ladows of his departed 

"Onhia rghthftn/1 on n and beantiful, sita .ind emilM the 
Ghost of Ida First 'iear . th . spect e o tile Twentieth faces him 
from the bottom of the table, and the shade of the Thirty-Ninth 
shoulders bim close on the left. Is not this a solemn array of 
gueatal 

"We know not how Maiimus may meet the ghosts. Let us 
hope that, albeit, be may look sorrowfully, ahee]iish!y, in the faces 
of some few, he may smile, and with cheerful looka, acknowledge 
the reeoUections of the greater number. We may not judge 
him for himself; but we may ponder the aolemuity of such a 
gathering. 

" Look at the host — the man of forty. With what regretful 
love, with what wondering tenderness, he gazea at the babe at 
his right hand, the Twelvemonth Self. And that was he ! And 
then his eye pnaaea rapidly adown the file, saddening as it 
glances. Aud then he turns again to that bud of hfe upon hia 
right, and sigha and smiles. And so along the table, watching 
that opening bud, unclosing in the Second, Third, Fourth, Sixth, 
Eighth, enlarging guest. And at the Ninth or Tenth again he 
pauses ; for one of them may be the early time-mark between 
the happy thoughtlessness of ohildhood, and thestidden shadow of 
too early care. And the Eleventh Shadow — even the Eleventh — 
1b pinched and thin, and worn ; it haa a,\oot oi eB.TVj V^Q■«^B.*'t* 
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taught by aordid teachers. And the look deepena and darkeiiB 
from ueighbour to nt'ighbaur. But the F.ighteenth Gboat 
has a look of visdoni that defies tlm gathered experience of 
all mankiDd. It knons everything, and has never car«d to 
Ktudy for it. The knowledge has eome to it unsought, uuaaked, 
like the colour of its hair, the tint of Ita skio. And ho, the 
Eighteenth Ghost, erect, and with crossed arms, head aloof, and 
lifted noEtril, sits armed in mailed proof of its own conceit. 
The host — the man of Forty — shakes his head, perhaps hghtly 
laughs, ajid still — still glaijces down the table. The Nineteenth, 
Twentieth Ghost differ little from their Eighteenth neighbour j 
though to scan them the closer — the look may be a, little less 
assured. 

" Twenty-One sits, dUated, with a flush of triumph on its brow. 
Though elose to Twenty, in very truth, bow far distant ; and yet 
in TwButy-Oue, the hoat remembers things that Twenty-Two, 
and Twenty-Three, and Twenty-Four, sit the less easily, and 
look tlie less airily for the acting. 

"And there is Twenty-Five ! The host starts as he gazes on 
the year ; a year blackened by falsehood, clouded with tears, and 
guilty of a broken heart ; broken from too much truating. The 
hoat groans, and with his hand clasping his brow, would shut 
out the sight, the ranollfletioo of that worse than felon jenr. 
But it cannot be. He must look down and up the table. He 
must, with a fixed eye, look upon the face of every dead year — 
every specti'e guest. 

"And the deed of Twenty-Five, though it shadowed not his 
immediate neighbours, was acknowledged by the host, darken- 
ing, at intervals, the following years ; even to the niue-and- 
thirtieth, 

" And thus the host looks in the face of every guest ; and, as it 
may be, takes remorse or comfort from the dark or cheerful 
aspect of hia passing table companions, 

" And it is strange to think how sometimes the years on one 
side of the board may frown and scowl at the opposite guests, so 
much have the sad-looking ones endured from the folly, the 
idleness, the pervereenesa of their foregone bretlu^n, "Were they 
not guests, they would surely sometimes fall to buffets '. 

"YoD will allow, sir, that this sort of birth-day is a more Holenin 
festival than any known iu our frivolous and forgetful society ? 
There, sir, men celebrate their birth-days as only so many 
victories over time, with not ft recollection of the many good and 
gentle hopes and thoughts they may have wounded or destroyed 
'q the battle. Now. in Clovevnoofe Vsice at least in. a man's life 
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if he live the jears, he is compelled to celebrate the retom of liia 
natal hour iu the most solemn company that man can evoke 
fiwra tlie past — tliat is, face to face, and eye to eye, with the 
ghosts of his birth-days. 

How few of OS, sir, — were the guests all willing to come— 
would be in haste to send down invitation cards to their dwelling- 
place, the World of Shades 1 How few would ask to such a 
banquet the Ghosts of our Birth-Days ! 

At this time the declining aun flamed goldenly in the west 
It was a glorious hour. The air fell upon the heart like halm ; 
the sky, gold and vermilion-It ecked, hung, a, celestial tent, above 
mortal man ; and the fancy-quickened ear heard sweet, low 
musts from the heart of earth, rejoicing in that time of 
gladness. 

"Did ever God walk the earth in finer weather 1" said the 
Hermit. " And how gloriously the earth manifests the grandeur 
of the Presence t How its blood dances and glows in the 
Splendour I It courses the trunks of trees, and is red and 
golden in their blossoms. It sparkles in the myriad flowers, 
consuming itself in sweetness. Every little earth-blossom is as an 
altar, burning incense. The heart of man, creative in its over- 
flowing happiness, finds or makes a feUowship in all things. 
The birds have passing kindred with his winged thnughts. He 
hears a stranger, sweeter triumph in the skiey raptm'e of the 
lark, and the cuckoo — constant egoist !■ — speaks to him from the 
deep, distant wood, with a strange swooning sound. All things 
are living a part of him. In all, he sees and heara a new and 
deep significance. In that green pyramid, row above row, what 
a host of flowers t How beautiful and how rejoicing ! What a 
sullen, soul-less thing, the Great Pyramid, to that blossoming 
chesnut! How different the work and workmen! A torrid 
monument of human wrong, haunted by flights of ghosts that 
not ten thoQsaud thousand years can lay — a pulseless carcase 
built of sweat and blood to gamer rottenness. And that 
Pyramid of leaves grew in its strength, like silent goodness, 
heaven blessing it ; and evety year it siuilea, and every year it 
talks to fading generations. What a congregation of spirits — 
Bjiirits of the season ! — is gathered, circle above circle, in its 
blossoms ; and verily they speak to man with blither voice, than 
all the tongues of Egypt. And at this delicious season, man 
hstens and makes answer to them ; alike to them and all : to 
the topmost blossom of the mighty tree as to the greensward 
daisy, constant flower, with innocent and open look still frankly 
staring at the mid-day sun." 



^J 



r 



30G 



THE CHB0NICLE3 OF CLOVERNOOK. 



d 



"EveniDga such as this," continued the Hermit, after a pauBa, 
"seem to me the very holiday time of death ; an hour in whieli 
the Blajer, throned io glory, amiies benevolently down on man. 
Here, on earth, he gets hard namea among na for tlio uuaeem- 
linesB of hia looks, and the cruelty of lila doings ; but in an hour 
like this, death seems to me loving and radiant, — a. great bounty, 
spreading an immortal feaat, and ehowing the glad dwelling' 
place he leads men to." 

" It would he great happiness could we always think bo. For 
so considered, death is indeed a solemn beneficence — a smiling 
liberator, turning a dungeon door upon immortal day. But when 
death, with slow and torturing device, hovers about his groaning 
prey ; when, like a despot cunning in his malice, he makes 
disease and madneaa his dallying serfs " 

"Merciful God!" cried the Hermit, "spare me that final 
terror ! Let me not he whipped and scourged by long, long 
Buffering to death — he dragged, a Bhrieking victim, downward to 
the grave ; but let my last hoar be aolemn, tranquil, that bo, 
with opeuj nnblenelied eyes, I may look at coming death, and 
feel upon my cheek hia kiss of peace ! " 

Thus apoke the Hermit, with paasionnte fervour. His mind 
seemed solemnly uplifted. We turned aside from him, following 
one of the many garden paths. After some minutes, the Hermit 
cajne up with us. He was again the cheerful, light-hearted 
anchorite. " What say you," said he, " to pass an hour or so at 
'the Gratis!'" 

" Where we shall meet the villagers of Clovemook 1 " 

"Some of them, at leaat," said the Hermit. " I have not bean 
there these three weeks. This way : we shaU have time to stroll 
a round ; there are some ruins — for Clovemook has its antiqvii- 
ttes — I shall be glad to show yon." The Hermit led the way 
from the garden, and with a few strides we found ourselves in^ 
delicious green lane. "Thia," aaid he of Bellyfulle, "ia called 
Telyet-path, and leads eaatwavdly to the village. What do yon 
pause at I " asked the Hermit, as we suddenly stopped, listening 
to sheep-hells, that sounded at various distances, and in variona 
notes, through the balmy air. 

"The aheep-bells. How beautifully toued !"' we said. "Of all 
rustic sounds, our favourite music." 

"To me," said the Hermit, "thesheep bell sounds of childhood; 
yea, of babyhood. In the world without ub, it hath often been 
to me a solace and a sweetueaa. I had seen little of the green 
earth — knew, alas 1 how little of Mi softening loveliness, its 
beantifvl records of God's tenderness to man in herbs and 
Sowers, that in their beauty eeem wa-STi Vj aa^eV Vis-nda for 
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maa'a delight. Of these things I had little seen oi* kuonn ; I 
was 80 early huilt up in the hricka of a city : otherwise, air, 
harsh thoughts and foolish sneers, evil and follj hegutten in a, 
too-early, sordid strife with miui, perhaps, had not deiiled me. 
The sheep-bell was the one remembrance, the one thought still 
dwelling in ray brain, and with its sometime music calling up a, 
scene of rustic Sabbath quietude. Swelling meads in their soft 
greenness ; hedge-rows, and their sparkling flowers ; a row of 
chesnut trees in blossoming glory ; a pitrk ; a flock of nibbling 
sheep — a child, the mute yet happy wonderer at all." 

"And the scene charmed by the simple sheep-hell } " 

"Even now," said the Hermit, " it is in certain moods my best 
music. Many an evening have I seated myself on that mossy 
cushion, at the foot of yonder beech-tree, and leaning back with 
folded bands and closed eyes, have let my braiu drink and drink 
its stilling sounds ; and I have gone off Into day-dreams, beaven 
knows where. I have been in the holy East ; have heard the 
flocks of the Patriarchs, and seen Bebeccu at the well." 

Thus talking, we had proceeded lialf-way up VelvcUpath, 
when a man in rustic dress, followed by a sheep-dog, came over 
a stile close upon us. He immediately paused, and taking off hit 
hat, accosted the Hermit — " A blessed evening, this." 

" Ail's well 1 " asked the sage. 

"All's well," answered the man. The Hermit smiled and 
bowed, and saying, " God be with you, Joseph," passed on. 

" Who is he ) " we asked, 

"My shepherd," answered the Hermit of Bellyfulle ; " and I 
would answer for it even upon parchment, as honest, simple a 
creature as a day-old lamb. Look at him ; I warrant me he is 
about to play his evening music to his dog." 

It was even so ; for turning round we saw Joseph seated 
under a tree, vehemently twanging a, Jew's-harp. "A strange 
instrument for a shepherd." 

"He hath wonderful knowledge of that piece of iron," 
answered the Hermit; "nor is it strange it should be so. For 
twenty years it was, in the outside world, the constant companion 
of his lips." 

" Indeed ! what was your shepherd, ere in happy hour he 
eame to Clovemook J " 

" He was door-keeper to a sponging-house. Yes, he was the 
janitor ; the demon of the iron grill ; and would solace his 
darkness and captivity (for keeper of prisoners, be himself was 
the greatest,) with that vocal metal. Poor wretch ! That 
fourpenny harp was his comfort — his consolation — his blithe 
society." 
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" la he not & Jew 1 " we Hsked. 

" Yea ; and served » Hebrew master," aoswereil the HsriBit, 
wlio smilingly added, " I knew the gentleman welL" 

" Pray, air, baa your philoeDphy discovered why, of all men, 
Jews — at first a pastoral, country-loving people— should delight 
to tnlie Bervice tmder the sheri^ so that they may carry away 
captive the spendthrift and the wretched, lioldiug the human 
chattels under lock onA key 1 Why, of aU folks, should Jews 
delight to ba bailifla J " 

" It may be," said the Hermit, " in memory and aweet revenge 
of the Egyptian bondage. Poor things ! they still make bricks, 
too ; ay, aud brick houses ; though the cruelty of modem law, I 
hear, denies them straw-bail." 

"How earnestly the dog watches the musician's foee ! " we 
cried ; for the animal, sitting upright, stared with coutemplativa 
looks at the shepherd. " We never saw more meaning in a cur'a 



" Strange things are told of that dog," said the Hbmut. 
"Joseph insists upon it that the spirit of a London money' 
lender, ao old acquaintance, animates Flip. You may be sure, 
sir, I have no such superstition, or would bardiy trust my 
flocks within range of its teeth. Yet has the dog marvellous 
EAgauity. Put a. bad shlUiug amotig a huodred good oues, and 
Fhp, with sensitive noslrii, will detect the counterfeit. Many a 
man, sir, would think it impossible to earn higher pr^e. A fine, 
elevating gift, sir, that quick sense of bad money. I knew a 
man— poor fellow ! — who bought the faculty at what you and I 
should tliiuk a great cost. It is an odd story, but true, air — true 
as the stars. I call the tale the 

CrafltBg of tilt 5Cilt. 

" A strange, liousehold title," said we ; " pray relate it." 
" You would hardly think, sir, that the matter happened in 
London 1 In a mean, obscure street ; a place where the hard 
realiljea of Ufe knocked daily, hourly, at people's hearts ? Where 
the men and women seemed only made to work, and eat, and 
sleep, and die ; the unidea'd, moving things of the world, the mere 
biped furniture of the earth. And yet, sordid and barren as the 
spot may be, there is the restless spirit of man, yearning and 
struggling to deliver itaelf from the squalor that defiles it. See 
man, the natural monarch of the earth, styed like a hog. Why, 
even there, in chin-deep misery, visions will now and then 
glorify the habitation. 'The poetic spirit — for what is hope but 
the poetry of daily life 1 — will t«>ich the coarsest aoul that 
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anawers, like a liarp-fltring to thewind.unconBdoua of the power 
that stirs it. Let this remembrance go witt you, and you sLall 
behold no place where man ia mean or common. Take the 
thought with you in nooka and alleys, where the sweet air of 
heaven sickens with disease, and man seems not made of the 
earth of Paradise, but of city mud, a stark, foul, bmtiah thing; 
even there, man ia glorified by Ma hopes, that, like angel-facea in 
a dungeon, brighten and beautify his prisoa Let us imagine, 
air," said the Hermit, letting his ivory staff fall in his arm, and 
leaning against a huge, sheltering sycamore — "let ua imagine 
aome city quarter, in whioh the itihabitanta — miserable creatraesl 
— abonld ba bereaved of all hope. A little higher only would 
they be than apes. They would seem to us the lay-figures of 
humanity. We should behold their habitations with shuddering 
looks and shrinking nose, and hurry from the spot, as though 
fever wid poverty clawed like demons at our skirts, to taint and 
ruin ua. Any way, the dwellers of Hopeless Quarter would 
aeem to us — dignified as we are by four meals a day, and with 
no rent in our coats, no oraok in our shoe-leather — as forlorn 
animals, permitted on the earth for some mysterious pai'pose, 
bnt who, though something like ourselves in outward guiae, hail 
nothing else in coramoa with us. Would not such be the belief 
of many of ua 1 " 

" It is more than likely," we answered. 

"Why, sir," cried the Hennit, with a grave look, "it ii our 
creed. Every street, lane, or alley that harbours the wretched 
poor is, to our gingerly apprehension, Hopeless Quarter. We 
■wholly avoid it ; or if otherwise, with, our moral thumb and 
finger holding our moral nose, we hurry through it. We cast a 
rapid look at the forlorn inhabitants — a frightened glance in at 
doorways and adown cellars — and never for one brief minute 
think, that beneath that outward husk of humanity, that iu 
those miserable abiding-placea of mortal suffering, there is the 
aspect, and the earthly reiiige of the future angeL Many a time, 
sir," said the Sage of Bellyfulle, " I have walked the sf I'eeta, and 
day-dreaming, have fashioned to myself the doings, the hopes 
and cares of the householders. To my fancy, the brick walls of 
the houses have turned to glass, and I have seen all that passed 
inside. Well, I have been rarely rapt by what 1 have beheld in 
the palaces and mansions of the rich. There, human life, when 
at the purest and the best, is as a graceful nymph, whose 
slightest motion ia ailent music — whose look is sweet, intelligent 
serenity — whose breath is odorous aa morning air. Beautiful is 
her speech ; for she talks lilies and roses. There is an atmoaphere 
about her that steals upon the heart, BJid loUa \t ui\!i ■*.■«?**. 
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placidity, But, air, the heart knowa not — or ahoald not know — 
aoch di'eamy rest at the doors of the very poor. No ; ita blood 
quickeOB and glows ns it beholda the daily battle. There ure the 
poor tighting with the world, that, like a huge machine act ia 
motion by aome necromantic wickedness, has action, speech, 
cunning, force tremendous, everytliing but heart, A njighty 
creature, bloodleaa and pulseless. Great ore the odda againafc 
poverty in the strife. Alas 1 alas I how often is the poor maa 
the compelled Quixote ; made to attack a windmill in the hope 
that he may get a handful of the aom it grinds 1 " 

" Even ao," aaid we ; " and many and grievous are his buffeta 
ere the miller— the prosperous fellow with the golden thumb — 
rewarda poor poverty for the unequal battle." 

"There it is," cried the Hermit. "There ia the heroism which, 
at the houses of the poor, has made me see and feel the majesty 
of poverty ; baa in my eyeamade atarvehng spinners and weavers 
more than kiugly. It ia a fine show, n golden aight, to see the 
crownjngof a king. I have beheld the ceremony ; withundazzled 
eyes have well considered all its blaze of splendour. A tender 
thing to think of is the kiaa of peace ; beantiful the homage; 
hearf-Btirring the voice of the champion, when the brave knight 
daahea hia defying gauntlet ot) the marble atone ; very solemn 
tlie uiointin^, and most npliftiug the aoug of jubil^to wlieti ail 
is done. But, sir, to my coarse apprehension, I have aeen a 
nobler aight than this, a grander ceremony, even at the hearth- 
atone of the poor. I wiE show you a man, worn, spent ; the 
bony outline of a human jtbiug, with toil and want, cut, as with 
an iron tool, upon htm ; a man to whom the common pleasures 
of this our mortal heritage are unknown as the joya of Paradiae. 
This man toila and atarvea, and starves and toils, even as tha 
markets vary. Well, he keeps a heart, sound as oak, in hia 
bosom. In the sanctity of his soul, bestows the kisa of peace 
upon a grudging world : he compels the homage of respect, and 
champions himaelf i^inat the hardness of fortune. In bis 
wretched homestead he is throned in the majesty of the affec- 
tions. Hia suffering, patient, loving wife — his pale-faced, ill-clad 
children — are hia queen and subjects. He ia a king in heart, 
subduing and ruling the iron hours ; unseen spirits of love and 
goodness anoint him ; and, sir," — said the Hermit, in solemn 
voice — "as surely as the kingdom of God ia more than a fairy 
tale, so surely do God'a angels sing that poor man's jubilate." 

Here the Hermit paused ; and then, grasping his staff, walked 
silently on. He seemed for a time brooding over new thoughta. 
At }&Bgth he looked round with his suuny smile, and hia eye 
twinkled again, " Depend upoa il," ^le aalA, "-^qu. shall hear 
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more of Joseph nnd his dog. Ay, there he is, still twangiuK to 
him. Poor follow ! wheu he kept the key of the bailiff's houae, 
his chief compauy waa the canary of the biiiUff'a wife. He would 
finger his Jew'a-liarp against the bird's flying notes, aad I verily 
believe felt all the envy of a muaicul rival. The canary, with ita 
ahower of sounds, fairly smothered the Jew's-harp ; and I believu 
Joseph, in tranquil deapair, thought of hanging it upon the 
willow, when a cat chewed up the yellow soiigater. No s'mging 
woman ever hated a sister syren with greater zeal thau did 
Joseph hate that canary." 

"But, air," we ventured to observe, "you have forgotten the 
story, or Tragedy of the Till." 

" True," replied the Hermit. " It is a straogB tale, but it hath 
the recommeodatioD of brevity. Some folks may see nothing la 
it but the trioksineaa of an extravagant spirit ; and some, per- 
chance, may pluck a heart of meaning out of it. However, be it 
as it may, you shall hear it, sir. There was a man called Isaac 
Pugwaah, a dweller in a miserable slough of Lou<lon, a squalid 
denizen of one of the foul nooks of that city of Plutua. Ho kept 
a shop ; which, though amall as a cabin, waa visited as granary 
and store-house by half the neighbourhood. All the creature- 
comforts of the poor — from bread, to that questionable super- 
flnitj, small-beer— were sold by laaac. StraDge it was, that with 
such a trade, Pugwaah grew not rich. He had many had debts; 
and of all ahopkeepera, was most unfortunate in &L9e coin. 
Certain it is, he had neither eye nor ear for bad money. 
Counterfeit semblances of majesty beguiled him out of bread, 
and butter, and cheese, and red herring, just as readily as 
legitimate royalty struck at the MiuC. MtJice might impute 
something of this to the political principles of Pugwash, who, aa 
ha had avowed himself again and again, waa no lover of a 
monarchy. Nevertheless, I cannot think Pugwash had so little 
regard for the countenance of majesty, as to welcome it as 
readily when silvered copper as wheu sterling silver, No, a 
wild, fooUsh enthusiast was Pugwash, but in the household 
matter of good and bad money he had very wholesome preju- 
dices. He had a reasonable wish to grow rich, yet was entirely 
ignorant of the by-ways and short-cuts to wealth. Ho would 
have aauntpred through life with his hands in his pockets, and a 
daisy iu his mouth ; and dying with juat enough in his bouse to 
pay the undertaker, would have thought himself a fortunate 
fellow; he was, in the words of Mrs. Pugwash, such a careless, 
foolish, dreaming creature. He waa cheated every hour by a 
customer of some kind ; and yet to deny credit to any body — he 
would as soon have denied the wife of bis boaoco. H.w ciuiA^aR.t^ 
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knew the weakneae, and failed not to exercise it To be Bure 
now Mill then, fresh frMn conjugal oouosel, he would refuse to 
add a. single herring to a debtor's score ; no, ha would not be 
Bent to the workbouee by ftny body. A quarter of an hour after, 
the denied herring, with on added gmall loaf^ was given to tha 
little girl, aent. to the shop hy the rejected mother, — ' he couldn't 
hear to see poor children wauting anything.' 

" Pugwaah had another nnprofitable weakneas. He was fond 
of what he called nature, though in his dim, close shop, he could 
give her but a stifling welcome. Nevertheless, he hod the earliest 
primroses on his counter, — ' they threw,' he said, ' auch a nica 
light about the place.' A sly, knavish customer presented Isaac 
with a pot of polyimthuaes and, won by tha flowery gift, Pug- 
waah gave the donor ruinous creilit. The man with wallflowers 
regularly stopt at Isaac's shop, and tor only Biij>eQce, Pugwaah 
would tell his wife he had made the place a Paradise. ' If we 
can't go to nature, 8ally, isn't it a pleasant thing to be able to 
bring nature to us )' Whereupon Mrs. Fugwash would declare, 
that a man with at least three children to provide for had no 
need to talk of nature. Nevertheless, the flower-man made hia 
weekly call. Though at many a house, the penny could not 
every week he spared to buy a hint, a look of nature for the 
darkened dwitlierB, Jaa&c, despite of Mrs. Fu^iub, always 
purchased. It is a common thing, an dd ftnsiliar ory," sa^ 
the Hermit — "to see the poor man's florist, to hear his loud- 
voiced invitation to take hia nosegays, his penny-roots ] and yet 
is it a caU, a oonjuratiou of the heart of man overlaboured and 
dtsponding — walled in by the gloom of a town. — divorced from 
the fleldi and their sweet healthful influences — almost shut out 
from the sky that reeks in vapour over him ; — it is a caU that 
tells him there are things of the earth beside food and covering 
to live for ; and that God in his great bounty hath made them 
for all men. Is it not so 1 " asked the Hermit. 

" Most certainly," we answered ; "it would be theTery Mnfiil- 
nesB of avarice to think otherwise." 

" Why, sir," said the Hermit benevolently smiling, " thus 
considered, the loud-lunged city hawler of roots and flowers 
becomes a high benevolence, a peripatetic pnest of nature. 
Adown dark lanes and miry alleys he takes sweet remembrancea 
— touching records of the loveliness of earth, that with their 
bright looks and balmy odours cheer and upliit the dumpish 
heart of man ; that make his soul stir within him, and acknow- 
ledge the beautiful. The penny, the ill-spared penny — for it 
wonld buy a wheaten roll — the poor housewife pays for root of 
primroee, is iier offering to yxeWpeful lovelineaB of nature ; 
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her testimony of the aoul struggling with the blighting, omshing 
circuiviataiioe of earrlid earth, and aometimeH jeaming towards 
earth's sweetest aspects, Amidst Che violeuoe, the coarBPUees, 
and the suffering that may surround and defile the wretched, 
there must be moments when tiie heart eBcapea, craving for the 
innocent ajid lovely ; when the sonl makes for itaelf even of r 
flower a comfort and a refuge." 

The Hermit paused a moment, and then la' blither Toice 
resumed. " But I have strayed a little from the history of our 
small tradesman, Pugwash. Well, sir, Isaac for »ome three or 
four years kept on his old way, his wife still iffophesying in 
loud and louder voice the inevitable workhouse. He would so 
think atid talk of nature when he should mind his shop ; he 
would BO often snatch a holiday to lose it in the fields, when ha 
should taie stock and balance his books. What was worse, he 
every week lost more and more by bad money. With do more 
sense than a buzzard, as Mrs. Pugwash said, for a good shilling, 
he was the victim of those laborious folks who make their money 
with a Sne independence of the state, oat of their own materials. 
It setmed the common compact of a host of ooiaera to put off 
their base-bom offipring upon Isaac Pugwash ; who, It must be 
confessed, bore the loss and the indignity like a Christian 
martyr. At last, however, the spirit of the man was stung. A 
guinea, as Pugwash believed of statute gold, was found to be of 
little less value than a brass button. Mrs. Pugwash clamoured 
and screamed as though a besieging foe was in her house ; and 
Pugwash himself felt that further patience would be pusilla- 
nimity. Whereupon, sir, what think you Isaac did 1 Why, he 
suffered himself to be driven by the voice and vehemence of his 
wife to a conjnrer, who in a neighbouring attic was a eideral go- 
between, to the neighbourhood — n. Tender of intelligence from 
the stars, to all who sought and duly foe'd him. This magician 
would declare to Pugwash the whereabout of tlie felon coiner, 
and — the thought was an anodyne to the hurt mind of Isaac's 
wife — the knave would be law-throttled. 

" With sad, indignant spirit did Isaac Pugwash seek Father 
Lotus; (or so, sir, was the conjnrer caUed, He was none of 
your commou wizards. Oh no ! ha left it to the mere quack- 
salvers and mountebanks of his craft to take upon them a 
haggard solemnity of look, and to drop monosyllables, heavy as 
bullets, upon the ear of the questioner. The mighty and msgni- 
ticent hocnspocns of twelvepenny magicians was scorned by 
Lotus. There was nothing in his look or manner that showed 
him the worse for keeping company with spirits ; on the con- 
tiiiry, perhaps, the privileges ha enjojedoi \iicm6Bi-s*&'«>si^«i 
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him only the more blithe and jocund. He might have pasaed for 
B. gentleman, at once easy auil cunning in the law ; hia sole 
knowledge, that of labyrinthine Benteucee made expressly to 
wiud poor common aense on parchment. He had an eye like a, 
Boake, a. constant smile upon hia lip, a cheek coloured like au 
apple, and an activity of movement wide away Irom the Eolemnity 
of tlie caojurer. He waa a amall, eel-figured roan of about aisty, 
dreGsed in glosny bluck, with silver bucklea and flowing- penwig. 
It was imp08Hvble not to hare a better opinion of aprites and 
demons, seeisg tliat eo nice, so polished a gentleman was their 
especiiil pet. And then, his attic had no myatic circle, no curtain 
of black, no death's bead, no mummy of apocryphal dragon — the 
vulgar catch-penuiea of fortune-telling trader. There was not 
even a pock of cards to elevate the aoul of man into the rej^ons 
of the mystic world. S"o, the room was plainly yet comfortably 
set out. Father Lotus reposed in on cosy chair, nursing a snow- 
whita cat upon his knee ; now tenderly patting the creature 
with one hand, and now turning over a little Hebrew volume 
with the other. If a man wished to have dealings with sorry 
demons, could he desire a nicer little gentleman than Father 
Lotus to make the acquaintance for him ) In few words, Isaac 
Pugwash told his story to the smiling magician. He had, 
amongst mach other bad money, tnken a counterfeit guinea; 
could Father Lotus discover the evil-doer 1 

" ' Tea, yea, yea,' aaid Lotua, smiling, ' of course — to be aure ; 
hut that will do but little : in your present state — but let me look 
at your tongue.' Pugwash obedieotly thrust the organ forth. 
' Tea, yea, as I thought. 'Twill do you no good to hang the 
rogue ; none at all. What we must do ia this — we must cure 
you of the disease.' 

" ' Disease ! ' cried Pugwash. ' Bating the loss of my money, 
I waa never better in all my days,' 

"'Ha! my poor man,' said Lotua, 'it is the benevolence of 
nature, that she often goes on, quietly breaking us up, ourselves 
knowing no moi'e of the miachief than a girl's doll, when the 
girl ripa up ita seams. Your malady ia of the perceptive organs. 
Leave you alone, and you'll sink to the condition of a baboon.' 

" ' God bless me ! ' cried Pugwaah, 

" ' A jackass with sense to choose a thistle from a toadstool 
will he a reasoning creature to you ! for consider, my poor aonl,' 
said Lotus in a compaasionate voice, ' in this world of tributatiou 
we inhabit, consider, what a l>enighted nincompoop is man, if he 
cannot elect a good shilling from a bad one.' 

" ' I have not a sharp eye fur money,' said Pugwash modestly. 
'It'a a gift, sir ; I'm assured it's a gift,.' 
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" ' A Hhftrp eye ! An eye of horn,' said Lotus. 'Never mind, 
I can reiiieiiy all that ; I can restore you to the world mid to 
youraelf. The Rt^atest phyaiciana, the wisest philosophers, have, 
in the profundity of their wisdom, made monej the teat of wit. 
A man is believed mad ; he is a very rich man, and hia heir has 
very good reason to believe him lunatic ; whereupon the heir, 
the madman's carefal friend, calls about the sufferer a company 
of wizards to ait in jndi^ent on the suspected hrain, and report 
a verdict tiiereupon. "Well, ninety-nine times out of the hnridred, 
what is . Ihe first question put, as teat of reason I Why, a 
:[tie8tion of money. The physician, laying certain pieces of 
current coin in his palm, asks of the patient their several value. 
If he answer truly, why truly there ia hope ; but if he atammer, 
or falter at the coin, the Terdict runs, and wisely runs, mad — 
incapably inad.' 

" ' I'm not ao bad aa that,' aaid Pugwash, a little alarmed. 

" 'Uon't sny how you are — it's preaumptioii in any man,' cried 
Lotus. 'Nevertheless, he as you may, I'll cure you, if you'll give 
attention to my remedy.' 

" 'I'll give my whole soul to it,' eiclnimed Pugwnsh. 

" ' Vtry good, very good ; I like your earnestness, hut I don't 
want all your boqI,' said Father Lotus, smiling — ' I want only 
part of it ; that, if you conSde m me, I can take from you with 
no danger. Ay, with less peril than the pricking of a 
whitlow. Now, then, for eiamination. Now, to have a good 
stare at thia sou! of yours.' Here Father Lotus gentJy removed 
the white cat from his knee, for he had been patting her all the 
time he talked, and turned fail round upon Pugwash. 'Turn 
out your breeches' pockets,' aaid Lotus ; and the tractable Pug- 
wash immediately displayed the linings. ' So ! ' cried Lotoa, 
looking narrowly at the brown holland whereof they were made 
— ' very had, indeed ; very bad ; never knew a soul in a worse 
state in all my life.' 

" Fugwaah looked at hia pockets, and then at the conjurer : he 
was about to speak, but tlie fixed, earnest look of Father Lotus 
held him in respectful silence, 

" ' Yeit, yes,' said the wizard, still eyeing the brown holland, 
' I can see it all ; a vagabond soul ; a soul wandering here and 
there, like a pauper without a settlement ; a ragamuffin sooL' 

"Pugwash found confidence and breath. 'Was there ever sach 
a joke r he cried: 'know a man's soul by the linings of hia 
breeches' pockets t ' and Pugwash laughed, albeit uncomfortably. 

" Father Lotus looked at the mas with philoaopliic compassion 
' Ha, my good friend] ' he said, 'that all comes of jour 
of moral anatomy.' 
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" ' Well, but Father Lotos ' 

"'Peace,' said the vixard, 'and aa 
son] of JOQTB cured I ' 

" ' If there's anjthing the matter with it,' aoawered Pogwuh. 
' Though not of auj conceit I speak it, ;et 1 think it ss swaet 
and as health; a aoul as the goals of mjr oeighboara. I nevar 
did wrong to anjbodj.' 

" ' Pooh ! ' cried Father Lotns. 

" ' I never denied credit to the hungry,' coutinaed Pogwaah. 

" • Fiddle-de-dee I ' said the wizard, very nen-onsly. 

" * I never laid out a peanj in law upon a costAmer ; I never 
refnaed omali beer to ' 

"'Silence!' cried Father Lotus; 'don't offend philosc^; 
by thus bragging of your follies. Yon are in a perilous con- 
dition ; still you may be saved. At this very moment, I mock 
fear it, gangrene has touched your soul : nevertheless, t can 
•eparste the sound from the mortified parts, and elart you new 
•gain as though your lips were first wet with mother's milk.' 

"Pugwash merely said — for the wizard began to awe him — 
' I'm very much obliged to you.' 

"'Now,' said Lotun, 'answer a few questions, and then FU 
proceed to the cure. What do you think of money 1 ' 

" 'A very nice thin^' said Fugvaah, ' though I can do vith as 
little of it as most folks.' 

" Father Lotus shook Ma bead. 'Well, and the world about 
you I' 

" ' A beautiful world,' said Pugwash ; ' only the worst of it ia, 
I can't leave the shop as often as I would to enjoy it. Tm shut 
in all day long, I may say, a, prisoner to brickduat, herrings, and 
bacon. Sometimes, when the sun shines, and the cobbler's Ixtk 
over the way sings as if ha'd split his pipe, why then, do jou 
know, I do so long to get into the fields ; I do hunger for a Ut 
of grass like any cow.' 

" The wizard looked almost hopelessly on Pugwash. ' And 
that's your religion and business t Juiidel of the counter 1 
Saracen of the till ! However — patience,' said Lotus, 'and let 
us conclude. — And the men and women of the world, what do 
you thiuk of them ) " 

" ' God bless 'em, poor souls ! ' said Pugwash. ' It's a sad 
ecrambie some of 'em have, isn't it ! ' 

" Well,' said the conjurer, ' for a tradesman, your soul is in a 
wretched condition. However, it is not so hopelessly bad that I 
may not yet make it profitable to you, I must cure it of its 
vagabond desires, and above all make it respectful of money. 
You win take tbis book.' Here Lotus took a little volume irom 
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& cupboard, and placed it in tbe hanii of Pugwaah, 'Lay it 
under your pillow every niglit for a week, aud on tbe eighth 
morning let me see you.' 

"'Come, there's nothing easier than that,' said Pugwash, 
with a amile, and reyevently puttiiig the toIuihb in his pocket — 
(the book was closed by metal clasps, curiously chased)— he 
aeacended the giuret stairs of the conjnrer. 

" On the morning of the eighth day, Pugwash again stood 
before Lotus. 

" ' How do jou feel now ! ' asked the erayurer, with a. knowing 

" I hav'n't opened the book — 'tia juat as I took it,' said Pog- 
wash, making no further answer. 

" ' I know that,' said Lotus ; ' the clasps be thanked for your 
ignorance.' Pugwash slightly coloured ; for to say the truth, 
both he sad his wife had vainly pulled and tujjged, and fingered 
and coaxed the clasps, that tbey might look upon the neero- 
mantic page. ' Well, the book has worked,' said the conjurer. 

" ' Have it ! what 1 ' asked Pugwash, 

" ' Your sonl,' answered the sorcerer. ' In all my practice,' 
he added, gravity, ' I never iiad a eoul come into my hands in 
woree condition.' 

" ' Impossible!' cried Pugwash. 'If my sonl ia. aa you say, in 
your own hands, how ia it that I'm alive t How ia it that I 
can eat, drink, steep, walk, talii, do everything, just tike any body 

" ' Ha ! ' said Lotus, ' that's a common mistake. Thousands 
and thousands would swear, ay, as they'd swear to tlieir own 
noses, that they have their souls in their own poeaesaion : bless 
you,' and the conjurer laughed maliciously, ' it's a popular error. 
Their souls are altogether out of 'em.' 

" ' Well,' said Pugwash, 'if it's true that you have, indeed, 
my aoul, I should like to have a look at it,' 

" ' la good time,' said the conjurer j ' Fll bring it to your 
house, and put it in its jiroper lodging. In another week 
I'll bring it to you ; twill then be strong enough to bear 
removal.' 

" ' And what am I to do all the time without it 1 " asked 
Pugwaah, in a tone of banter. ' Come,' s^d he, still jesting, ' if 
you really have my aoul, what's it like — what's its colour ; if 
indeed souls have coloura 1 ' 

" ' Green — green as a gruHshopper, when it first came into my 
hands,' said the wizard j ' but 'tis changing daily. More ; it was 
a skipping, cliirping, giddy soul ; 'tis every hour mending. In 
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a week's time, I tell you, it will be fit for the buaiueBS of the 

" 'And pray, good father — for the matter lias till now escaped 
me — what am I to pay you for this pain and trowLlo ; for this 
precious care of my miaerahle soul 1 ' 

" ' Nothing,' answered liotus, 'nothing whatever. The worfcia 
too nice and precious to be paid for ; I have a reward you dream 
not of for my labour. Think jon that niea'a immortal souls are 
to be mended like iron pots, at tinker's price ! Oh, no ! they 
who meddle with sonla go for higher wages.' 

" After further talk Pngwash departed, the conjurer pro- 
mising to bring him home his bouI at midnight, that night week. 
It seemed strange to Pagwasb, as the time passed on, that he 
never seemed to miss hia soul ; that, in very truth, he went 
through the laboura of the day with even better gravity than 
when hia soul possessed him. And more ; he began to fael him- 
aelf more at home in hia shop ; the cobbler's lark over the way 
continued to sing, but awoke in Isanc's heart no thought of the 
fields : and then for flowers and plants, why Isaac began to think 
NUch mattera fitter the thoughts of children and foolish giria, 
than the attention of grown men, with the world before them. 
Even Mrs, Pugwash saw an alteration in her husband ; and 
thoitgli to him she said Dothing, elie returned thMika to her 
own sagacity that made him seek the conjurer. 

" At length the night arrived when Lotus had promised to 
bring home the soul of Fugwash. He aent hia wife to bed, and 
sat with hia eyoa upon the Dutch clock, aniiously awaiting the 
conjurer. Twelre o'clock struck, and at the same moment Father 
LotUR smote the door-post of Isaac Pugwash. 

" ' Have yon brought it ! ' aaked Pugwaah. 

" ' Or wherefore should I come ) ' said Lotas. ' Quick : show 
a light to the till, that joar aoul may find itself at home.' 

" ' The till ! ' cried Pugwaah ; ' what the devU should my HOul 
da m the till ! ' 

•"Speak not irreverently,' said the conjurer, 'but show 
alight.' 

" ' May I live for ever in darkness if I do ! ' cried Pugwash. 

" ' It ia no matter,' said the conjurer: niid tliPii he cried, 
' Soul, to your earthly dwelling-place ! Seek it — you know it.' 
Then turning to Pugwash, Lotus said, ' It is all right. Tour 
Boul'a in the tilL' 

" ' How did it get there J ' cried Pugwash in amazement. 

"'Through the slit in the counter,' said the conjurer; and ere 

Pugwash could apeak again, the conjurer had quitted the shop, 

■* For gome minutes Pugwaa^i te\t \umael( afraid to stir. For 
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the first Lime in hie life he felt bimselF ill at ease, left as he v/as 
with Qo other compaDj eave his own houI. He at length tuok 
heart, and went hehiud the counter that he miglit see if liis soul 
was really ic the till. With trembiing hand he drew the coffer, 
and there, to his amazement, squatted like a tailor, upon a orown- 
piece, did Pngwash behold his own soul, which cried out to him 
in notes no louder than a cricket's — ' How are you 1 / am com- 
fortable,' It was B strange yet pleasing eight to Pagwash, to 
behold what he felt to be his own sonl embodied in a figure no 
bigger than the top joint ofhia thumb. There it was, a stark- 
naked thing with the precise features of Pugwash ; albeit the 
compleiion was of a yellower hue. ' The conjurer said it was 
green,' cried Pugwash; 'as I live, if that be my soul — and I 
begin to feel a strange, odd love for it — it is yellow as a guinea. 
Ha ! ha ! Pretty, precious, darling soul 1 ' cried Pugwash, as 
the creature took up eveiy piece of coin in the lill, and rang it 
with auch a look of rascally cunning, that sure I am Pugwash 
would in past times have hated the creature for the trick. Bat 
every day Pugwash became fonder and fonder of the creature in 
the till : It was to him such a counsellor, and such a blessing. 
"Whenever the old flower-man came to the door, the soul of Pug- 
wash from the till would bid him pack with iiis rubbish : if a 
poor wotnau — an old customer it might be — begged for the credit 
of a loaf, the Spirit of the Till, calling through the slit in the 
counter, would command Pugwash to deny her. More ; Pugwash 
never again took a bad shilling. No sooner did he throw the 
pocket-piece dowji upon the counter, than the voice from the till 
would denounce its worthlessnesa. And the soul of Pugwash 
never quitted the till. There it lived, feeding upon the colour 
of money, and capering, and rubbing its small scoundrel bands 
in glee as the coin dropt — dropt in. In time, the soul of Pugwash 
grew too big for so small a habitation, and then Pugwash moved 
his soul into an iron box ; and some time after, he sent his soul 
to his banker's — the thing had waxed so big and strong on 
gold and silver." 

" And so," said we, " the man flourished, and the conjurer 
took no wages for all he did to the sou! of Pugwash } " 

" Hear the end," said the Hermit, " For some time, it was 
a. growing pleasure to Pugwash to look at his soul, busy as it 
always was with the world-buying metala. At length he grew 
old, very old ; and every day his soul grew uglier. Then he 
hated to look upon it ; and then his soul would come to him, 
and grin its deformity at him. Pugwash died, almost rich as an 
ludiau king ; but he died, shrieking in his madness, to be saved 
from the terrors of his own soul." 
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" And auch the end," we said ; "such the Tragedy afthe'nQ} 
A rtrange romance." 

" RomEUice,"Hiid theSftge of BellyfuUe ; "air, 'tisll etoiy tme 
aa life. For at this very moment Low manj thomanda, blind 
and deaf to the sweet Idoka and voic« of nattire, live and di« 
with their Soula in a TiU } " 

We answered Dot, but for some minntea followed the Hermit 
in eilence, as he stept along VelTet-patb ; and the beantj of tile 
place Bflemed to us to increase at every foot-falL "What 
pictureaque tree« ! " we suddenly cried, making a dead halt 
before two withered yewB. 

" Said I not," asked the Hermit, with a smile, " that Clover- 
nook had ila ruins 1 " 

" There is a noble desolation in their dead trunks — th^r bare 
prcwged branches. In their saplesa nakedness , with flower, and 
leaf, and blade springing around them ; thej stand solemn 
mementos of the end of all things." 

" True," answered the Hermit ; " eloqnently doth a dead tree 
preach to the henrt of man ; tonching its appeal from the myriad 
forms of life bursting about it } Yes, the clead oak of a wood, 
for a time, gives wholesome clieck to the heart, expanding and 
dftneing with ths vitaUty around. In ita ailm aspect, its KftotiiJn- 
less look, it works the soul to solemn thought, lifting it upwards 
from the earth." 

" There ia a desolate grandear in these old yews," we cried. 

" Poor things ! " said the smiling Sage, "■' they were omelly 
killed ; though, doubtless, murdered with the best intentions. 
Look at them, sir, in tlieir majestic ruins ; contemplate their 
magnificent nakedness ; and then, air, drop at least one tear for 
their nnlimely fote, poor withered victims of the fantaaj of 

" Of woman 1 " we eiclaimetl. " How, sir, of woman 1 " 
" How many springs might they have flourished ! " cried 
the Hermit, with humour curling his lip, and twinkling in 
his eye ; how many autumns might they have borne their 
pinky berries ! — how many pairs of little birds might have 
wedded and built in their boughs, and brought up rejoicing 
famLliea 1— but that woman, sir, fentastic, tyrannous woman, 
killed them in their prime ; slew them in their green strength ; 
made dead timber of their expanding greatness. Thus, sir," oriod 
the Sage of Eellyfulle, "doth the female creature sometimes 
blight the budding hopes of man, and change the flourishing 
hero into a dead log. Poor ignorant aoula ! when they do worst 
mnnler, they call it love. Ibej toke a-UiM^b. ^ew-tree in hand, 
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Bnd working their charms upon it, turn it into very touchwooil. 
They seize the hardest heart of stubborn man ; and like a lump 
of dough, tSiey toaa it and thump it, and roU it out, and lump it 
together again i and now make fancy pie-oruat of it— and now a 
homely dumpling. Oh, sir ! whenever I feel tnyjuat anger at 
the waya of woman subaiding into unmanly aoflnesa, I come and 
look at theso yews, and am atirred np again. The elephant, it ia 
»wd, whets hia tusks upon the gnarled trunks of treea. Upon 
theae yews du I ftom time ta time sharpen up my blnntwd 
indignation." 

" Ha ! as we thought. Then these yewg bear a legend I " 
" Tea," said the Hermit, with mock affliction ; " moat fruitftil 
IB their barrenness, most abounding in matter for contemplation 
are their nude and ghastly branches. Think you, sir, you have 
the heart to liaten b) the atory ) " 

" At least, we'll try," was our answer : and the Hermit, 
affecting to wipe a tear from his eyes with the back of hia broail 
hand, and theu heaving a profoond preparatory aigh, began the 
tale. 

BHie ItgrnH pf Wdhb ; nt, tlje (SIB fHsilB* (Ewen l^ujihanaB. 

" The precise date of this history," said the Hermit, " is lost in 
one of the corner cupboards of time ; but once it was, believe me, 
fresh as Eve'a cheek ; and still the unwriukled spirit of truth 
dwella in it, making it aa a tale of yesterday. Beautiful truth i 
never yonng and never old ; but keeping, through all change 
and all time, its bloom and grace of Paradise, even to tlie 
Judgment. 

" Well, air, it is somewhere written in our Chroniclea of 
Clovemoofc, that once upon a time two gentle maidens, by name 
Bridget and Veronica, came from the outside world, and entering 
the Valley of Napa, and taking their due rest at tie Warming- 
Pan, and leaving what waa dim and worn in their looks at the 
ahrina of the Looking-Glaaa, they were at length, according to 
custom, admitted among the happy villagers. They never told 
their story ; but it was plain they had jilted some poor innocent 
men out of tlieir hearts, they were so wont to giggle, and laugh, 
and — not to speak it irreverently before the blooming laoes of 
the whole ses — would rejoice like two successful pickers of 
pockets, or other flourishing malefactors. With all this, i t 
plain that they were sometimes not at their ease. It was marked 
oi them that they would frequently wander to the very top 
Gossip-Hill, and there, unmindful of the dewy grass, would drop 
themselves deapairingly down, and sit wntcMu^ aii4 
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with their faces toward the Talley of Napa, as though they 
elected some old acquamtance to arrive tlierebj. The simple- 
hcMted chronicler who has Bet thia down--what an innocent, 
milk-white gooaa must have bred his pen 1 — confesses that 
he knows not whom Kidget and Veronica could expeet. 
Perhaps, eajs he, It maj have been their brothers ; perhaps 
their uncles. Of course, sir, it was the weak, foolish youug mea 
whom they had barharonjdy stript of their affections, and left t« 
perish OQ the world's highway : these It waa for whom Bridget 
and Veronica risked sciatica and rheumatic pains, nailed, a« it 
would seem, hour aftei- hour, upon the green-sward, looking for 
lost love. 

" Ha, nr, here is a leas'm, if the obstinacy of woman would 
ozily tet her Don It. Consider, sir ; call to mind the barbarous 
impertinence of these two young women — when with murderoaa 
and triumphant eyes iJiey walked the world — relent lesaly dragging 
forlorn yoinng men by their heartstringa through Ijriar aud 
brake ; over fliuta, through gutters, and op dreary, winding 
lanes ; still dragging them onward, onward, and now and then 
turning round, and with settled malice smiling, and showing 
their red, pulpy Hps, and cruelest white teetli. Consider theae 
homicidal maidens in their flanutiug hours of conquest, stepping 
vi& mincing steps upon men'ii heail^, and deeming in Uieir 
arrogance that they conferred mueh honour with the points rf 
their toes. Ha, m r, such pictures make a bold man ahndder 
at the tyranny of woman ! la hie virtnoaa indignation at such. 
violent wrong, he feels that no punishment can res-enge him 
upon the sex 1 And then, alas i sir, when he sees the poor 
forlorn things sorry for what they have done — when, violJmB 
to their own dreadful ignorance, like a babe that hath nn- 
wittingly let off a "blunderbuBs, they are laid prostrate, fairly 
knocked down hy their own act, why, air — philosoi>lier and flinty- 
bosomed fellow as I am — I feel myself ashamed when I pity 

" Yet, after all, it is a magnanimous Boftnesa," said we, falling 
in with the humour of the sage. 

" And thus, aJr, I have felt two tears roll adown my oheeka, 
when I have read the simple teit of the simple chronicler, 
who relates that, night after night, Bridget and Veronica, still 
seated on the cold and colder gi'ass, looked down into the 
Valley of Naps. Poor things ! Every night their fancy believed 
that their lovers — the scolded, kicked, spumed dogs of other 
^iays — were with hopeftil faces struggling towards tlie Wamnng- 
Pan, and would, with the morrow's sun, enter Clovernook. 
Alaa, and alas 1 cau we doubt llu,t the young men had wedded 
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themselves to kinder, more compasuooate mates, and that 
oft, when tlieir late miatreaaea were watching for ttem — watching 
and shivering in the night wind — they, anug fellowa, were in 
their firat aleep, close by their happy wives ) Yet atill would 
Bridget and Veroidca, seated on the damp grass, feel that 
every uight their hopes grew colder and colder j and then would 
thej look up at the atara, and then would Venua aeem to wink 
reproHflhfidly down upou them, saying in that wink, — ' Oh, 
Bridget and Veronica, what fools you were 1 ' 

"Time paused on — winter came — and Bridget and Veronica, 
warned by the sudden bite of rheumatic pains, watched no mora 
on Goaaip-Hill. It was plain, they thought, that their lovera 
were dead, otherwise they must have followed them. Wly, sir, 
the men lived to be happy great graudbth^^, and died aome where 
about fourscore and five, Bridget and Veronica suffered them- 
selves to sink gracefully down upon their sorrow as though it 
were a cushion ; came here to Velvet Path, built a sort of com- 
fortable nunnery, and wra-e — if history is to be trusted in anything 
— the inventri-'saes of muftins." 

" It ia well," said we, " when the afBiotions of the heart caa be 
so profitably diverted." 

"Thua, sir," replied the Hermit, "private sorrows often become 
public luxuries. I never cut my wlutry m uffin — never see the 
butter shining like bright amber upon it — that I do not feel a 
gentle swelling of the heart towards Bridget ajid Veronica. 
Though, to be sure, it is especially the bonnden duty of women 
to bend all their little energies to the one task of lightening and 
adorning masculine human life. Sir," said the Hermit with a 
grave look, " when we think what women have brought upon ua 
poor men, they owe ns all sorts of mufiius." 

" What thoy have brought upon us ! " we cried. " How, sir } 
Wlat do you mean ) " 

"AH the pain, the trouble, and the wearicesa of alnful life. 
Now, sir," said the Hermit, " muf&ns and other such innocent 
deiighta go a great way to break the Tall." 

" They built a nunnery, you say ) Wby, there is no stone, no 
brick of it," cried we. 

"No; a great evidence," replied the Hermit, "of the antiquity 
of the legend. The less we find to prove the trath of a story, the 
greater should be our faith in it : such, air, is the true antiquarian 
creed, and for myself, I am a devout believer. It is very trui^ the 
nunnery is gone ; the oven to which mankiEd owes its firat 
muffins is a thing of shadowa. Kay, the said mankind with 
greasy chin, cheek-deep in mufBna, may In its besetting m;rcB.t.\.- 
tude deny the very existence of Briilget Mii NencomfcB. ^'oaS' 
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I for that ! — here, air, in these old yewa, their mournful' 
I liuabauda " 

" Huabands ! " 

"Hnabands," repeated the Hermit; "I aee and acknowledge 
them ; even as in the sorrowful furbelow of a, widow, I Bm mode 
to acknowledge her departed apouae." 

"Pray, air, eiplain. What riddle ia thia ) How came these 
dead, leaSesa trunka to be called the huabanda of the maidens 
Bridget and Veronica ) Their huBbaoda forsooth ! " 

" Ay, sir," cried the Hermit i " and what waa worse, their 
murdered mates. They stand, in their present desolation, gau 
witnesses of the volatility, the wilfiilneaa of the sei. Yes, si 
they were stripped to the condition you see them iu, and left 
upou the world. I will tell you — as, indeed, I have gathered it 
from the chronicler— how it was. For some years, Bridget and 
Veronica amiled gracionaly upon the villagers of Cloveriiook. 
Nevertheless, there waa no "ifln among them hold enough t^ 
return the courtesy. Yes, the women flung down their amilea 
but no man with proper chivalry took them up. Well, sir, this 
could not go on. Bridget and Veronica felt, with iucreasing 
years, increasing philosophy ; and precisely at the time that all 
men had resolved never to make them wives, they — stubtom 
sonis ! — determined not to wed the best, the noblest creature 
alive. The human heart has, of course, its poutiog fits ; ; 
determines to live alone ; to fiee into desert placea ; to have n 
employment, that ia, to love nothing ; but to keep on anllenly 
beating, beating, beating, until death lays his little finger on i ~ 
sulky thing, and all ia stilL This, the human heart, in ao 
wayward fit proposes to itself and thinks itself strong aa adamant 
in its determination. Well, it goea away from the world, and 
straightway ; shut from human company, it falls in love with a 
plant, a stone — yea, it dandles cat or dog, and calls the oreature 
darling." 

" True, sir ; it is the beautiful necessity of our nature to love 

" And so Bridget and Veronica — sympathiBing spinsters 
fell in love with these yew trees, and their love proved tragical 
to them ; for the yews withered, died under the affection. 
Patience, sir, and you shall know tha whole history. When the 
aistera came here — so mna the legend — these yews were brave, 
wide-spreading treea : freely flonriahing, with Nature only tending 
them ; broad I'obuat fellows were they, when Bridget and Veronica 
east their hearts upon them. Ajid then the women, in the very 
&ntasy of their passion, resolved to cut and trim the yews — ti 
lop and ti'im them — into vrtia.t. ttiej ceiici ^»,^. Doubtless, sir, 
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;a of the sort ; hafe 
D(l trimmed into 
pKacoeka, pyramids, aod namelesB mousters ? Now Bridget and 
Veronica — at leaat let ua award them auoh praise — eschewed oU 
other sUapes, save the form of man ; hence, had they tlio yew 
trees cunningly fashioned into two brave knights, with shield on 
arm and sword in hand. Thus did the maidena delicately show 
their yearning sympathiei towards the sex ; thna did they make 
manifest to all Clovemook the tenderness of their unrequited 
hearts. Poor souls ! it would have been the worst surliuesa of 
man to grudge them such poor comfort : it was not for men who, 
iu their own persons, had refosed to become the lising, fleshly 
protectors of Bridget and Veronica, to aneer at and condemn the 
vegetable subetitutea, which, in the very meekness of misfortune 
the poor women had elected for their helpmates. If man will not 
become spouse to woman, is it just in him — is it even decent— to 
upbraid and make sorry mirth of the dear creature, if she wed 
herself to -a yew, a cedar, a holly-bush I When, sir, I have 
beheld the virgin innocence of threescore fondling and feeding 
with tit-bita some wheezing, apoplectic Dutch pug, I have felt 
compaasion, ay, heightened somewhat into admiration, for tha 
poor soul, who, making the best of hard fortuns — who, turning 
the slights of the world to the best account — has cheerfully, 
magnanimonsly, sunk the husband in the dog. When I have 
seen waning beauty begin to feed eockatooB and parrots, giving 
them sugar from her own mouth, I have felt for the hard condi- 
tion of the feeder ; have been moved to deepest pity for her 
strait. And thus, had I lived in the days of Bridget and 
Veronica, I could have cheerfully touched my bonnet to their 
yew-tree husbands, standing here in all weatliers, knowing that 
it waa not the fiiult of the poor maidens themselves — their first 
caprice excepted — that their spouses grew outside the house, 
when assuredly the dear women would have rather had them 
cosy at the fireside. 

"Poor souls I The chronicler tells us tliat both Bridget and 
Veronica wonld, in the spring time, watch their shooting mates ; 
would with softened hearts behold their tips of tender green, and 
strive to feel, with aU the love of loving wives, renewed aitection 
for their vegetable lords. In summer they would ait under the 
protecting fdiadow of their husbands, working needlework of such 
aarpasaing delicacy and briglitnesa, that the degenerate women of 
our day never, even in dayndreams, see the like. Autumn, too, 
would find Bridget and Veronica constantly hovering near 
knights ; and in winter time, with the earth iron-baiuiA, 
icicles hanging from the eaves, sweet ^aa "it UiftieK^iiv^.Qlfc-iSj-'si 
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wife to hear the robin red-brenst, perched now upon the pummel 
of the knigbt'a sword ; cow upon his enaque ; and now upon hU 
shoulder. Hinging a song of hope to desolation." 

" And yet, air," we ohaerved, "with all this tenderness, yoa any 
the women killed their growing husliandB V 

" So says the chronicler," answered the Hennit, " and the evil 
happened after this manner. One winter the cold was terrible. 
Lioug was it before the breath of spring called forth the buda ; 
and then, with all other things sprouting and shootLiig, tho ye'w- 
tree knights abowednotthe green leaf. With a sweet aiiperstitioa, 
Bridget and Vei^nica gave themselves up tbr lost ; they believed 
that their lives depended upon the vitdity of the yewa : lat the 
knights cease to bud, and they — their widows — must ceaee to 
brcAthe. Tbey were even as the Hamadryads, and only held 
eiistencB during the leafing of their lords. I*ng and sharp was 
the suspense. Day after day, the folka of Clovernook would 
call to know the best or worst. The hoBhands of Bridget and 
Veronica were especial favourit«a ; middle-aged folks from their 
childhood remembered them ; they had stCKidso boldly, v^orously, 
through the st«rma of years ; and then it had been so pleasant 
to watch the spring green steal upon the edge of their swords, t 
see it freahen up their shielda, and break in their hehoeta. It 
was, too, an anxious time with the children of Clovernook to see 
the knighta trimmed every antumn ; to vffttcii the cunning 
progress of the shears, as, in the artistic hands of the garden 
they worked in and out, above and below, reforming the 
wanderings of vegetation, and clipping vagrant and slovenly 
twigs into the proper triinnees of knighthood. And at these 
clippings Bridget and Teronica were always present, directing 
with earnest and affectionate eye the operations of the steel ; and, 
strange to say, every new autumn feeling a deeper love, a closer 
tie towards their pruned helpmates. 

"At length the knights took new heart, and began to shoot. 
What a toad was lifted off the hearts of Bridget and Veronica ! 
their husbands — for by such fond names were the trees known 
to all Clovernook — were not dead ; the pride and glory of the 
place still fionrished. Again woulil the women ait and embroil' 
beneath their shadows — again would they rejoice in the strengtii 
of their spouses, Fond human hopes — vain aspirations! Il 
true that the knighta were alive and lusty ; but froat — a mortal 
frost — had pinched both their noses ; the prominent grace and 
beauty of the knightly couutenanoa was gone ; whatever elae 
might shoot, the noae would never grow again I 

"Now, sir, you or I might think a noBeless knight far better 
than » knigbt defunct. Not so "Brii^e\. B.ai.'Kei'mvja.-. in 
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noble ceckleaaneaa of their sei, tlicy declared they would ratber 
that tlieir yaw-trea iiusbands should have died outright, than 
Btaod through all weathers disgraced and noaelesa : there would 
have been dignity in total death ; but to be maimed, disfigured, 
made ridiculous by calamity, it was inaupportahb. Misery they 
coull endure, but not mockery. 

" Well, sir, in this tjme of tribulation, the gardener hazarded 
a hope. If the head of each knight were cut closer in, a new 
nose might be brought out ; but then to abow a. diminished head 
upon the old broad ebouldera would look diaproportiouate — 
ungainly. If a oose must be had, it could only be pi-oduoed by 
leasening the knight from head to heel ; by reduciag the whole 
figure ; imleed, by bringing down what waa grand and gigantic 
into the proportions of very common life. Thus a nose might be 
obteised ; but was it not to purchase a noae at, in sooth, a most 
preposterous price 1 

"The gardener had said enoagh. He had given it aa his 
opinion that the noses might be restored, and it mattered not to 
Bridget and Varonica — poor headatrong women ! — how it wan 
brought about. A noae they would have, come what might : the 
gardener was ordered to produce the noses, and to leave the reKt 
to fate. The day was fixed ; all Ch>vemook attended the 
solemnity ; and day after day, with breathless attention, hung 
upon the movements of the gar.lener, who, on the third day, had 
so auccesafully dwarfed one of the knights, that be looked no 
bigger than page to hia undipped companion. But then the 
little fellow had a beautiful noae ; and in the very comjdflteneas 
of hia countenance brought out the degradation of his noseless 
co-mate. A dwarf with a nose waa by far more preferable than 
a giMit without ; and the next day tie gardener was set to work 
to finish his labours. A few days, and the husbands of Bridget 
and Veronica again displayed tlieir full-grown noses to the sun. 
To be sure, they had lost immensely both in height and bulk ; 
but each had gained a nose. 

"And Bridget imd Veronica were contented, happy women ; 
they looked at their huabanda, and felt grateful for their noses. 
Alaa, and alas ! they knew not, dear souls, that they had bought 
uoaea with livea. But ao it was ; the poor fellows had been cut 
so close to the quick, had been so shorn, that they could 
survive the treatment of the shears. In a word, air, tJie yew-t 
died ; the husbands of Bridget and Veronica gave np leafing, 
and in a abort time became the bare, unprofitable things you 
see them." 

" A ud the women, sir, the maiden-widovra of the yew-tc. 
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'' They tiiw no aecond spring. Their huabands had ceased to 
ahoot, and they dropt with the fall of their leaf. It is etrange 
that the dead, BSplesa trouks should have etood io long ; but," 
Buid the Hermit, " I take it, they are kindly preserved by fi*te as 
laaling records of woman'B irilfulneaa. To me, sir, these dry logs 
are touching orators. Indeed, are thoy not preachers of great 
counBet to what we jocosely call the geatLe aex 1 " 

" Counsel ! what counsel I " 

"This," answered He of BeHyfnlle ; "that come what may, s 
woman should never risk the loss of a hasbaud for the Bake of 

We will not venture to declare that the Hermit was too 
eihausted by the delivery of this truth to continue his taJk ; we 
think not. Nevertheleas, we think that the story struck upon 
some chord in hia keart, and mads him for a time taciturn. 
Indeed, in the matter of noses, the Hermit could hardly escape 
auBpiciun ; there waa much equivooatioQ in the centre of his iaee; 
wii£ it a none, or waa it not I Had he been a sufferer from the 
caprice of the sex 1 ^'e are afraid so. 

With slow and silent steps we trod Velvet Path, following the 
silent Hermit. At length he puused before a bam. " There," 
said he, "there ia another of our Clavemook niinB." 

"A ruin I" we cried. "Indeed, it seems a goodly bam, in 
e:r eel lent, most perfect condition." 

"True, sir, it seems so ; and yet ia it a rain : what think you 
it once was 1 You oalmot guesa 1 Mint, hospital, or prison 1 
Sir, it was a palace ; a kingly abiding-place. Mouarcha were 
crowned where now tlie folks of Cloveruook thrash beans and 

" Indeed ! " we cried, and without a eecond thought were 
passing on, when the Hennit paused, and laid his hand upon our 
shoulder. 

" Ia not such a ruin," tie asked, "of all antiquiticB most potent 
in its call to the heart and the imagination ) To me it seems to 
hint the history of human kind. A palace and a bam ! How 
far were men from the palace when they first laboured the earth .' 
What changes of thought — what growth of energy— what subtlety 
— what calculation — what playing of man against man — motive 
against motive, — ere tlie king arose from among hia fellows, and 
clay waa deified by clay ! What a leap fium Adam's spade to 
Solomon's aceptre 1 Lingering here, dreaming on this spot, it 
seems to me that I can almost see the growth of the world ; can, 
almost behold the advance and ati-uggle of the race, from the 
hoar that all men tilled the earth, and tended floeks, to the first 
crowning of a king — n sttpheiA Vin^^ K\>bXsu;^ unis-liium. '. 
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" Nrw is it an abiding-plBCa for men who, ages el^sed, are the 
thingB of ceremuuy ; who, the pastoral days long goue, live a Ufe 
of ai-tificial wauts, of artificial liomage; wliose beat enjoyment i« 
flelf-sacrifice to pomp ; and now, time has run on, and the flail if 
beard ~nhere rojal trumpets Hounded. The Bona of Adam quit 
fields and flocka to build a palace ; the king is nuointoU ; state 
keeps its court; death shoots his silent arrows ; ages pass, the 
huabandmun t^kes possession of the kingly palace, and winnows 
grain where monarchs held their away. The palace turned to 
the ham seems to make goodly reparation. Adittu gets his owli 

At IsBgth we reached the end of Velvet Path, whieh gently 
windiog brought us to the door of the Gratis, the one hostelry of 
Clnveruook. A few of the villagers were at the doo^ and greeted 
the Hermit with happy salutations ; for, as they dacUred, be had 
been some time a stranger to them. " I should have come to the 
cell to-morrow," said an old man, whose turbaued head and 
expressive face made us curious to learn his history, " Who is 
he ? " we asked of the Hermit, as he turned into the Gratii. 

"We call him Mahomet," answered the Sage. "In the outside 
world he was a street-dealer in rhubarb." 

"Mahomet I Sui-ely not a Turk 1" wecried. 

" Why not ) " asked the Hermit. " We leave the battles of 
creeds to the noisy, impudent world you come from. Here, ia 
Cloveniook, no man seeks to thrust himself between his fellow 
and Heaven." 

" And have yon a mosque in Clovemook ? If not, where does 
your Turk worahip J " 

" Did I not, fram Gossip Hill, point Out the place 1 Wo have 
no other. 'There, all "men, in their turn, communicate wilii the 
other world. There, all, in their turn, give place to one another ; 
humility teaches them tolerance. Ko man hero makes to himself 
a trading property in human souls ; no man asat'rta for biwsrff 
exclauve freehold in heaven. You are yet young amongst us, 
sir, and I see marvel at my words ; you wil! find them true 
— -true to the letter. Enongh for the present ; come, I'll show 
yon to the parlour." We followed the Henuit, and in a few 
moments 'found ourselves in a largo apnrtmeut, in which were 
abont twenty persons seated in easy arm-chairs around a table. 
" My friend," said the Hermit, introducing us. All the company 
rose, and bowing towards us, cried " Welcome." Tliey then torfc 
their seats, and instantly we felt as wa were at home. Aa the 
villagers will, in due time, introduce themselves, we ehall 
dwell upon their various characters. Oile man aloite 
speak of. He looked so old, and ^et bo p\u:i£i.>.-i t:v>vsi.^t*vsiSK*. 
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and marks of years, he aeenieil aomething mora thaa mortal, 
Hia face was ainooth and tliin ; pale, too, as moonlight ; his 
eyes were of a clear, deep, piercing grey, and hia aaow-white 
hair, parted at the forehead, hung mafisively down liis Bhoulders. 
His Bmile was sweet and guilelesa aa the smile of a babe. A 
wreath of amaranth encircled hia head. " Who ia he I " we 
asked of the Hermit } and the Sage auawered, " He is the oldest 
inhabitant." 

At length, then, thought we, he is found ; at length we see in 
the body that strange, myateriouii person, whose experience at 
times amaaes a young and thoughtless generation. The Oldest 
Inhabitant ) How often do we hear hia voice, like the voice of the 
CQckoo, coming to us from an unseen anatomy ! What garnered 
knowledge must be hia I What hard froaU has he chronicled ! 
Wliat times of scarcity — what days of fatness I Now doth ha 
pass judgment npoft gooseberries, dedaring them to be the largest 
within hia memory ; now doth he the like service to hailatonra I 
And DOW precisely doth he measure the height of floods, and 
cotr weigh the weight of spent thunder ! There is something 
solemn, too, in the Oldest luiiabitant. He is the Link between 
the dead and the living : in the course of nature, the nest to be 
called from among ua ; hia phwe immediately supplied by a 
second brother. Generations have gone, passed into the far 
world, and left him here their sohtary spokeaman — the one wit- 
ness of the wonders that had birth among them. He remains 
here to check the vanity of the present, by hia testimony to the 
past. Where would be all hiuoau sTperience without the Oldest 
Inhabitant ? Yet, aiirely, we thought — in no way disoourogod 
in our bL-lief by the placid, gentle looks of the VEOierable man at 
the table — surely, the Oldeat Inhabitant loves now and then 
topasBoff a Joke upon his ignorant juniors. Yes ; antiquity likes 
a hoax, and often, by its officer, the Oldest Inhabitant, puts off a 
fiam upon the anconsciooa and too confiding present. Such was 
onr thought ; and, in trnth it was after well justifisd by the 
practice ofthewhite-hairedsageatthe board. No little boy ever 
loved apples better than the Oldest Inhabitant loved a joke. In 
his time^ he had written much for the nowapapcrs. 

"You were taliing. Master Cuttlefish," said the Hermit, 
addresMng a villagsr about fifty years old — a man with a, remark- 
ably blithe look, and ready manner, " Let us iuterrnpt no tale," 
cried He of BellyfuUe, 

" I was about to tell a little pen-and-ink experience ; aii 
Incident that happened to me in my days of goose-qutll," said 
CattleSeb ; from which I guessed that the speaker had driven 
the dangeroMS trade of awttioT. 
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"There ia little in the Btoiy ; only, indeed, thia much, that it 
taaght me to hase some tolerance even for those of the very 
wovBt report" 

" Call you thnt little I " cried the Hermit, " why, 'tis one of 
the prime lessons of benignant man. Let us have the atorj. 
Bat Bay, is it not a tittle chilly to-night 1 Could we not bear 
some heat, eh 1 " "Whereupon all called for a fire. The Oldest 
Inhabitant rang a silver bell that stood npon the table j when 
instantly, a face that — iu ihort, one of those faces that coming 
suddenly upon startled man, fairly make him gaap at their 
alarming beauty — looked in at the door, " Sweetlips," said Uie 
Hermit, "a fire." The girl nodded aEd Bgalo closed the door ; 
but ere we could recover ourselves she again entered the room, 
carrying a small faggot of cinnamon, which she laid upon, the 
hearth, and stooped to arrange some logs for kindling. Think 
her tiiua occupied, whilst with dull, pale ink, we vainly try to 
draw her beauty. SweetUpa — for such in Clovemook was her 
name — had in iier time been Maid of Honour at the English 
court : she was still unmarried, and it was said, had renounced 
the outside world, and become maid at the Gratis fur the pure 
love of independence. Now, then, for her face. (The pen shakes 
in our hand, as though consciouB of the hopeless task wherein 
we employ it) Her faca waa beautifully fair— perfectly regular. 
It was a dream of a rapt sculptor, incarnate and Living. Talk of 
music, the &ce seemed to breathe nothing but harmonious 
sprightly thoughts. Her pretty forehead was a tablet that 
seemed consecrated from the mark of age ; Time, with his 
sacrilegious pen, should never mark one black line there. 
It waa living ivory, defying wrinkles. Her lips ! we almost 
iaint, putting down the monosyllable — her lips, scarlet as blood, 
seemed pouting with unoonscioua wealth. Her eyes were of dark, 
heart-devouring hazel ; with now a little love in them glancing 
timidly about, and now a merry Uttle devil. Her hair — if it was 
hair — came bright and smoothly as light about her temples, awl 
bimg in lustrous curls at her neck. Then her form I Wliat 
swelling ripeness I Her waist — we could see it ; even the arm 
of the Oldest Inhabitant appeared for a moment as it would 
move towards it; her step seemed to strike music from the 
ground, — and then her foot ! — what man, with the heart of man, 
would uoC have made that heart its cushion 1 Her voice, too ! 
She siKike but tliree words, and for the next half-hour we were 
listening to some delicious music. Her drees was of the prettiest, 
quaintest fashion. She wore a white lawn boddioe, laced with 
silken lace before ; her gown was of dove colour ; and her snow- 
white apron waa curiouiily worked -fliAfe fa>i*a a.\A ta-^wsi 
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around the border ; needle never wrought such delitate 
siiuilitudes. 

" Sweetlipa," said the Hermit, " to-niglit I'll take mj ttmkard." 
Whereupon the girl brought a. large silver veeael of wonderful 
workmuuship, and with an etoqnent smile placed it before the Sage 
of BeU)'fulle. He, with an affection alinost &therlj-, pinched 
her clieek, and iu his cordial Toice wished that, die when 
ahe "would, it might be with a weddiBg-ring upon, her finger. 

"And now," said the Hurmit, laming to Cuttlefish, " lell your 

" There is but little etory in the matter," said Cuttle- 
Eah. ; " it is nothing mure thiin an incident of my gooae-tjuill 
dayfi." 

"Begin," cried the Hemtit of Bellyfulle ; and immediately the 
■speaker obeyed. 

"It had been my ill fortune to be called a genius by my dis- 
criminating parents, who, liuggiug themBelvee in the poasesMou 
of such a treasure, would constantly remark that 1 did nothing like 
any other boy. No matter what was the mischief to their satisfbe- 
tion I always contrived to give it an original tui'n that mightily 
I'eoDmmended the miadouig. My brothars were dull, stupid 
fellows, who-^I have heai'd my father declare it twenty times — 
would never make a figure in the woi'UL No ; it would be to ma 
— hia youngest and only hope — that the name of Cuttlefish woidd 
owe a lafittng lustre. And this belief waa as a religion to my poor 
mother. Dear soul ! she ouco visited Westminster Abbey. She 
bad not been five miautes in Poeta' Comer, before ahe burst into 
tears, and was cdtupelled to quit the place. At the eaniRt 
entreaties of my lather, she, after a time, confessed the cause ol 
her emotion. She could not, she swd, look at the statues of the 
great people about her, without feeling that her dear Jaoky 
— myself— would one day stand among 'em. She couldn't help, 
she said, the feelings of a'mother ; and they had been too much 
for her." 

" Poor sonl I" cried the Hermit. " It is something, to be aur^ 
to the small piide of fieshly man to think of standing in an 
attitude of eternal marble for all comers of all generations ; and 
yet the hal^ence takeil for the show do somewhat jingle a 
diaeordance. They bring the dead philosopher of the Abbqr 
down to the living Spotted Boy of the caravan. Tis making 
Madam Fame the money-taker at a threepenny siiow. Perhaps," 
added the Hermit, with a amile, " 'twas this thought that toudied 
yonr mother into teara. Women jump like cats to conclusions j 
and the poor soul might have been shocked «t the [«oapact of the 
copper fee." 
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" She might," aaid CnttlefiBh, " 1 cannot Bay. It may, however, 
he Bome comfort to her spirit to know that I shall certaiuly 
escape the degradation. However, with tliia belief, that T should 
irradiate the name of Cuttlefish, my parents let me follow my 
own will, which, at a very eariy age, developed itself towards 
doing nothing. And, indeed, throughout my life, that, my first 
bent, has ever held. My brothers, who were so very stapid, 
and therefore fit for nothing', were early placed in the world, 
and vindicated the tntth of the parental opinion, by making their 
fortuDes. They were dnll blockheads, according to my father, 
and BO became men of wealth and inflnence by the very force 
of their insensibility. Now I, who waa brimful of geniua, was 
to do everything by some extraordinary kociu-pocwi dreamt 
of by my parents, but of which I, indeed, had not the remotest 
knowledge. ' Ijeave Jack alone,' would still be my father's cry; 
' he '11 make his way in the world— how can it be otherwise I he 
haa such wit 1 ' Well, after spending my little patrimony — and 
in its happy mode of outlay I may be permitted to observe 
I showed a genius for ten thousand a year — and after losing 
some year or two at bo-peep with bailiffs, you will judge of 
my destitution when I tell yon that I found myself reduced to 
pen and ink. Oh, my friends I there is a condition, for the 
human aiiimal. Conaidfir the outcast. The maker of matches 
has a business ; nay, he is the possessor of a mystery. When he 
has made his matches, there they are — tangible wood and 
brimstone ; their merits open to the eye of cook and housemaid, 
conscious of the eicellence of his ware, the match-maker may 
higgle gallantly for his price ; matches are things wanted in the 
commerce of life ; it is no difflcult task to recommend their 
utility to the world, alive as it is to the worth of fij'elight. But 
hooks I their worth is a matter of fancy, say of weakness, to the 
weaker part of mankind ; they have no standard value, none, at 
their birth. Hence, the unknown maker of a book — I speiilt 
especially of the time when I first sinned in ink — is a sort of 
gipsy in the social scale ; a picturesque vagabond, who some- 
how or the other contrives to live on the sunny 1 f Ih 
statutes, but is nevertheless vehemently suspected f all rte f 
larceny by respectable houBeholders. Shall I e f ^ t tl 
uneasiness, the look of distrust from my laudlad wh n firs 
the alarming truth fell upon her, that her thre p 
sheltered an author — or rather, an author in th 1 II f na 
then I had hatched nothing, hut was only sitting po ' P ' 
Good soul ! inaflutterofconoem,ahetoldme that that very room 
had been tenanted, for three long years, by an honest journey- 
man tailor, whose rent was regularas the Saturday. She looked 



J 



334 THE CHRONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK. 

at me from head to heel, and said ahe hoped that all waa right ; 
though I could perceive that she apoke in the very forlornness of 
the feehng. And, afler all, the wuman had truth upon her 
side. Her tennnt tailor hod an allowed buaiucsa ; was a 
recognised necessity by falieD man ; was moreover one of a 
worshipful guild ; an artificer wliose cunning administered to 
human pride ; whose handiwork was all-in-all to worldly 
trinmpha. Fur inataone, what would be a coronation without 
a tailor ! What wonld be man, left to nothing mom than sheep- 
skina and parrots' plnmeal Hence, the woman, iu her strong 
sense of the decencies of life, acknowledged the vital nse of the 
labourer of tho needle ; hence, when she learnt that I only dealt 
in pen and ink, ahe looked upon me aa a aort of vagabond con- 
juror ; a white wiKard, whose very money — if ever she saw it 
— might be of doubtful ori^n. ShiUinga got oat of an inkstand, 
ahe conld hardly look upon aa good mint coin : and for iiis 
reason, she could not comprehend how any man, by mere pen, 
ink, and paper, could give valae received for the ready 
cBsh, Now the tailor's work waa plain : a pair of breeches 
was a tangible thing ; and spoke as it were common sense 
to the common aen^e of man and womankind. But authoj<- 
ship I Alas, how amall to the breechea was a tale iu varae 1" 

"Eight, very right," said the Oldest Inhabitant "I ean 
remember in the days of my youth that people who dealt in 
pen and ink were made to live in a quarter of the city by 
themselves, for fear the reat of tiie inhabitants ehould catoh 
their disorder. They were set apart, like folks in a fever. 
And it waa good policy, that — very good. Notwithstanding, 
the disease would now and then spread. Indeed, a few foolidi 
people went so far aa to say that aome babiea were bom wilhit." 
And here the Oldest Inhabitant gave a soft, flute-like chuckle, 
and then was silent. 

" There I was, the bom genius, as my begetters had averred," 
aaid Cuttlefish, "with wit enough to turn the world, destitute, 
penniless. Can I cease to remember the blank, hopelesa look, 
with which, for an hour and more, I sat for the firat time gaaing 
at the blank paper ! Then I roae from my wooden chair, and 
approached my chamber- window. I looked down into the streets 
There were coaches, and waggona, and draya, and carts — a 
thousand passing evideneea of wealth and commerce. They all 
belong to somebody, said L There — I would fancy — goes 
a physician in hia carriHge to sell Latin promises of health. 
There, the merchant to hia counting-house ; there, the lawyer 
to Mb oiSce ; there, too, a fellow cries rabbits ; and there, at 
yonder comer, sits an old woman ve\iS«ig,->^v^t\aa. Look where 
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I will, I see no one who has not a wherewithal — a. Bometlung to 
trade upon : real chattels, speaking to the dulleBt sense. And \aj 
stock in trade, tJiought I, with a despairing Ml of the 
heart, is words : mere syllables. Alas ! in the humilitj of 017 
soul, I would have exchanged mj richest stock for the slippers 
hawked bj an old Levite past my door. Man can understand the 
worth of shoe-leather, when the best written foolscap shall he to 
him as waste-paper. Humbled by these thoughts, I returned 
to mj chair ; and again gazing on the barren sheet, groaned with 
sorrow that I liad been bom the genius of my house. How I 
chided &te that had not made me like m; brothers, dull fellows 

" Come to your story," said the Hermitj impatiently appealing 
to his tankard. " "What were the first doings of your maiden 
quill ? " 

"You shall hear," said Cuttlefish. "I know not how long I 
sat with my skull clasped by my hands, trying with all my 
might to conjure my brains. However, I was at length aroused 
by a fdiarp knuckle rap at my door ; which then opened, and a 
gentleman — as he appeared to me — of great dignity of manner, 
entered the room. Pray, sir, I asked with growing confidence, for 
I saw the man could not be a baili^ ' To whom do 1 owe the 
honour of thig visit ) ' " 

'"As for my name, sir.'replied the stranger,with a melancholy 
smile, 'yon know it well, though at present we will speak no 
further of it Yon deal in pen and ink. I have a little job for 
you.' Baying this, the stranger laid aside his cloak, and displayed 
& very beautiful court-suit of black. His ruffles and cravat were 
of the most superb lace ; and his finger bore a diamond, which 
shone like a little sun in the room, drawing my eye with it 
wherever it moved. He was in every respect most richly 
appointed, yet was there nothing in his bravery of the coxcomb. 
He must be a cabinet-minister was my first belief; and then. I 
thought, perhaps, a quack doctor." 

"Did you not aak his name I " inquired the Hermit. 

" Yes," answered Cuttlefish ; " but his first reply was only a 
smile, and a gentle shake of the head. Thea he said, ' Oh ! never 
mind my name — you have heard of me, who shall say how many 
timeal' Thenhedrewhimself a chflir,andtook a seatby the fire, 
which, for lack of fuel, was fast dying in the grate. Seeing this, 
he took the fragment of a poker, for it was no more, in his hand, 
and asking with the blandest smile — ' Will you allow me ? ' — 
thniat it among the dying cinders. Instantaneously they blazed 
up, casting a brilliant light throughout the room, '""' 
eriedj 'I thought the fire was out.' ■Whetea5Qii'ttie^t»ii^tT,-'if*>i. 
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the same Bweet, yet stmoge miile, briefly remarked — ' Nathing 
like poking I ' Tbea my visitor agaiu lootad melanclioly — again 
was silent. At length, I ohserveU — 'You said, sir, something 
aboat a job : of what character J Apiece of large history — or 
merely a little bit of private Bcandal 1 ' 

" ' Not that — not tliat," said the stranger, with slight emotion. 
'I have suffered too mucli from tho scandal of the world ; 
have too keenly felt its wickedness to inflict it even npon .1 
beggar. The truth ia, I came here to hire you to pen my 
defence.' 

"'Alafl,Bir!' I cried, ' what have you done}' The stranger 
merely shook hia heail, and drew a deep, deep sigh. ' With what 
are you charged ) ' I demanded. 

" ' TOth everything,' answered my visitor ; ' that ia with every- 
thing which the world calls wicked,' 

" At these words, I leapt from my chair. 

"' But, sir,' said the stranger, taking a handkerchief from hia 
pocket, and passing it gently acroaa hia eyes, 'but, air, though I 
do not wish to pass myself off as a pattern person, I am neverthe- 
less cruelly slandered. Look here, sir,' and to my aatonishment, 
my vwitor drew a large folio from hia coat-pooket ' Be good 
enough to run your eye along that passage.' 

" I did so, and read aa follow? ; — ' iVlieTtilpim iki <^i WOmtMl 
■apon being questioned, confe»»ed that On Devil had appeared to her 
in, the ihape of a Ulach cat ; that he prmnised her pomer over aS 
thinffe; artd iipon euch promise, she became a witeh. This 
happened at eleven, at night, ore the 24iA of October, in tKs 

" ' Now, sir,' said the stranger, ' I am prepared to show the 
falsehood of every syllable of the old woman's story.' 

"'Tou prove 1 ' I cried ; and tlien it imraeiiiately came into my 
mind that the unliappy gentleman was lunatic ; and that it waa 
his peculiar disorder—dreadful malady ! — to believe himself no 
other than the Wicked One. Or, perhaps, thought I, he may bs 
some poor hypochondriaoul creature, who mil be Beelzebub, and 
nobody else. I have heard of folks thinking themselves into tea- 
pots — of insisting npon lowering themselves to mean and base 
vessels ; with this man, the disease may have worked ambitiously. 
Hence, poor creature ! he may ha a demon iu his own conceit ; 
and for a time, it may bo humane to hnmoar him. 'Then, air,' 
I said to my visitor, ' there is no truth in tlie old gentlewoman's 
story i You were not bargaining with tlie witch on the 

" ' I can prove an alibi,' cried the stranger, with some vehe- 
mence. 'On that very night, I was olosetted with a certwn 
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minJatBr of state, -whose name, by the way, I miurt beg leave to 
Buppreas — making a, bargain between him and a noble duke, for 
a vacant garter. And yet, air, you must remark the grossness of 
the libel. It is therein written that I appeared aa a black cat ; 
that I visited a wretched old crone in a miserable, degrading 
diagnise, as though ashamed of myself. Infemoaa scandal, bit I 
I tell you, at that very time I was in my own person talking to 
one of the fii-st men of tbe land ; to a man of wealth and educa- 
tion ; to one vho bad taken all sorts of honours at college ; to 
one whose eloquence would lead away Kenates captive ; whose 
keen logic wonld split hairs as a bill-hook would split logs. It 
was with him, air — with him, the noble and enlightened — that 
I was chatting the whole of the night ; and yet it is set down in 
that folio that I was wasting precious time, and forgetting what 
was due to myself, by masquerading it with some mumpiah har- 
ridan as a black cat. TJpon my word,' said the stranger, with a 
look of injury — 'if men affect to despise my principles, they 
might respect my taste. The truth is, they commit sdl eoria of 
shameful deeds, and then lay the temptation npon my shoulders. 
Be it murder, or be it robbery of a hen-roost, I am called the 
wicked instigator of the enormity ; when the assassin and the 
thief had nobody but themselves to thank for the evil-doing. It 
is, sir, upon this point that I wish the aid of your pen to set me 
right with the world.' 

("It is clear, thought I, the nmu is mad. Poor fellow ! But 
I'll hear bis story out.") 

"'Look here, sir,' said he, and again he dived into his coat 
pocket; again he pulled forth another large folio, 'Iteadthis,' 
he said. 

" Obediently, I took the volume, and read the passage to 
which the stranger's finger pointed ; it ran thus — ' Furthermore 
it was a common report that when any gentleman or lord came 
to see the Lord of Ome, they were entertained (as they thought) 
very honourably, being served with all sorts of dain^ fare and 
exquisite dishes, aa if he had not spared to make them the best 
cheer that might be. But at their departure they that thought 
themselves well refreshed found their stomachs empty, and 
almost pined for want of food, having neither eaten nor drank 
anything, save in imagination only ; and it is to be thought that 
their horses fared no better than their masters. It happened 
one day that a certain lord being departed from his house, one 
of his men having left something behind, returned to the castle, 
and entering suddenly into the hall where they dined a little 
before, he espied a monkey heating veiy sorely the mastei; o(*Jasi 
flouse that had feasted them of late 1 &Ji4ttieiej"tas tiCo.tte.'eiwft. 
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a&j that he hath, been aean Ihroagh the chink of a door, Ijing 
ou a table upon his belly, and a monkey Hcourgiiig him very 
strangely ; to whom he ahoold say, — Let me alone, — let me 
»lone ; wilt thou alwaja torment me thus J ' 

"'Now, sir,' said the stranger, with a piteous look, 'you at 
onee apprehend the monkey — you know for whom lie ia intended J' 

"' It is no difScult matter to guess,' said I. 

"' Upon my honour,' said the Htranger, rising from his ieat, 
and speaking with difficidty irom emotion, 'upon my honour, 
whatever may have been the parts I have acted, I never yet 
appeared aa a, monkey ; never, sir : the accusation is only one 
of the ten thousaud takehoods concerning me that men have 
invented to disguise the wicked deeds of their own free spirits. 
I oak, wherefore monkey 1 What should I have gained by at) 
base, so low a disguise 1 Besides, why should I have taken tJte 
trouble to yisit the Lord of Ome ? Would it not have been 
more reasonable to wait till his lordship came to me 1 ' 

" Poor fellow ! again I thought — he is very mad indeed I 

"'Look here, again, sir,' said the stnuiger, and he took 
another, a smaller l>ook, from his pocket. 'Bead here: more 
scandal.' 

" Taking the volume from his hand, I read aa follows: 'There 
waa a conjaror at Salabuig, that raanted that lie could gathei all 
the serpents within half-a-mile round about into a ditch, and 
feed them and bring them up there ; and being about the 
experiment, behold the old and grand serpent came in the whil^ 
which whilst the conjuror thought by the force of his oharms to 
make it enter the ditch among the rest, he set upon and inclosed 
him round about like a girdle so strongly, that he drew the 
conjuror into the ditch with him, where he nuaerably died.' 

" ' The fellow's foot sUpped,' said the stranger. 'May I die for 
ever if I had any hand in it ; and then for the stoiy of the 
serpent — but never mind ; please to look at this.' With this 
the stranger took another folio from his pocket. Opening it 
upon the table, he pointed to a paragraph, and in the mildest 
voice, said ' Ltffe.' I obeyed. 

"'It was, in truth, a very lamentable spectacle that happened 
to the governor of Macon, a magician, whom the Devil snatched 
up in dinner-while, and hoisted aloft, carrying him three times 
about the town of Macon in the presence of many beholdera, to 
whom he cried in this manner — Help I help 1 my friends ! bo 
that the whole town stood amazed thereat. Tea, and the 
remembrance of this strange accident sticketh at this day taat in 
the minds of all the iuhaUtants of the country ; and they say 
that tbig wretch, having pven HmaelE to the Devil, provided 
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himaelf with store of holy bread, which he alwaya carried ahont 
with him, thinking thereby to cheat him i but, in trnth, it 
served in no stead, aa his end declared.' 

" * What think you of that ? ' naked the stranger. ' Do you 
mark the folly, tlie useless labonr they put upon me J 'Why 
should I h»ve taken the trouble of carryiug the goyernor three 
times about the town, when I hod but to wait patiently for him 
— to bide my time, as yon worldly people say, and he jmut have 
found me t Besides, what an ass does the scandal-monger make 
me ! Is it likely that I should so forget my own interest as tA 
make so public an example of my victim ? "Waa that the way, 
think you, to draw other folka ju ! But there, there is the 
bluniJering of the chroniclers. Now, they call me all aorta of 
names to show my cnnniug ; and now they make me do tricks 
that would disgrace a fool. Why can't they be consistent ? ' 

" Yes ; the poor man is certaioly mad, again and again I said 
to myself ; though, to confess the truth, when I saw him dive 
his hands into his pockets, and draw from them huge foUos, 
i did, despite of myself, feel a strange fear — a creeping terror. 

" ' Bead here I ' he cried ; ' 'tis, I know, n weU-kaowu story ; 
yet read it, that I may, as yoitr law-makers have it, explain.' 

" Obediently I read. 

"'Comelina Agrippa, a great atudent in magic, and a man 
both famous by hia own works and others' report, for hia necro- 
mancy, went always accompanied with the Devil in the simihtude 
ot a black dog. Ent when his time of death drew near, and he 
was urged to repentance, he took off the enchanted ooUar from 
the dog's neck, and sent him away with these terms, — Gel tkee 
hence, thou cursed beiat, whick hast utterly dentroyed me. And the 
dog was never after seen.' 

" ' What think you of that 1 ' asked the stranger, with a slight 
sneer. ' Why there never was a greater flam. I knew Cornelius 
Agrippa very well.' 

"'Indeed I' I cried, with increasing uneasiness, which never- 
theless I endeavonred to coneeaL ' What sort of a man may he 
have been ) ' 

""An excellent person ; and for his dog — poor, faithful creature, 
it was the very fideUty of the animal that made him suspected 
by the hard-judging world ; it was his very excellence that drew 
the scandal down upon him. The dog was incorruptible, aud 
therefore, said men, the Devil was in him.' 

" 'And you knew Comeliiis Agrippa ) ' I ventured again 

" ' That is,' answered the stranger, ' I wanted to know him . I 
knew his worldly miseiies ] I knew the con.teiti^^.'a.iiitB.a'CtaS. 
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werevigiteJ upon him. I knew him an otitcaat fi'om his fellows, 
Bpumed, hated by them ; yet with a stont and constant spirit 
working for the lasting delights of those who peraeEuted him. I 
knew all this ; and then, indeed, I tempted him, as I have 
tempted others of Ms tribe, with ease, with wealth, with all the 
eotuiding, hollow music of the world ; but Cornelius laughed at 
me and my promises ; took his staff, whistled to hia dog, and 
trudged securely about the world, though at every footatep its 
dwellera would have stoned him. To be sore I had thia delight. 
I found that his dog had brought a bad name upon hia master : 
that was something.' 

"'Poor Cornelius ! ' cried 1. 

" ' Nay,' eaid the stranger, ' not iot the evil that it did to 
Cornelius, but to those who reviled and hunted him. Bo you 
not see — I Jmom the truth — that the malice garnered in the souls 
of the persecntors is of more worth to me than the suffering of 
the persecuted 1 On one hand, I have wickedness and folly 
working is ten thousand hearts ; that is sin by wholesale. Think 
you, when the martyr roasts at the stake, that it is his pains I 
delight in 1 No ; it is the rejoicing of the men who have doomed 
him to the fate ; it is the ferocious happiness of the multitude 
that makes my delight — it is — ' 

"I started from the straugerj who, recalled to himself by my 
agitation, mildly said — ' To return to Cornelius Agrippa. To the 
last he rejected my friendship ; and though it has passed from 
mouth to mouth among men that he aud I did business together, 
it is not the truth. With hia stont heart he spurned me ; and 
so, I confess it, oat of pure apite, I contrired to faaten a bad 
name upon his black dog.' 

"'Poor malice, indeed,' Icried. 

" ' Why, yes,' said the stranger i ' hut it has served its porpow j 
and, happily for my interest, there are few men — I mean the 
men in advance of the millions — who, by the beautiful falsehood 
of the world, have not all of them been charged with black dogs 
of some sort.' Saying this, the stranger lightly laughed. 

"'And now, sir, may I ask your precise business with mel' 
I asked, all the while feeling that I was closeted with a madman ; 
though at the same time not unvisited by strange thoughts, 
which, however thick and fast they came, I strove to master. 

" ' Have patience,' said the stranger, ' let me first supply you 
with your materials.' 

"Hereupon the stranger, fast as be could, dipped both hands 
into his pockets, drawing therefrom folios, quartos — in truth, 
books of all dimensions, dropping them upon the ground, fast as 
bail'SUmes. As volume atter volume fell, my blood became 
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colder ami colder, mjr bair stood up like wire ; I sat in my 
chair raotionlBas as though eauglit in a, trap. Witli every 
moment I became more and wore assured tliat I was giving 
audieuce to something supernatural, if not to the great flnnd 
himself. In my coofased horror, I asked myself, is he a doomed 
bookseller 1 — and then there ■was a, remnrkable intelligence in 
his face that gave no warranty of such a belieC At length, ha 
seemed to have emptied bis pockets, and stood up to the shouldera 
amid a heap of volumes. 

" At la^t, I was able to stammer, ' And do all tboae books 
contwn something about you J ' 

" ' All ; and ten thousand thousand more,' answered the fiend, 
for it was he indeed. ' It has still been the trick, the injustice 
of man, to shuffle off the rascalities of his nature upon my 
shonldera. For thousands of years have I borne this injustice ; 
bnt I will no longer endure with meekness the aina that really 
and truly belong to man himself. I will no longer be made the 
etupid blundering hero of hia fireside tales ; no longer be turned 
into all shapes, foolish, base, and contemptible, to excuse hia 
ends, No : though, to confess it, I hate printer's ink as I hate 
the glory of the sun, nevertheless I will, I must, fight man with 
his own dirty missiles ; and will, therefore, print a book. It is, 
I am aware, a nmerable strait to be reduced to,— a condition I 
little dreamt of when I was wont to dodge John Gutenburg 
about the streets of Mentz, and now and then stand beneath hia 
eaves, listing the first creokings of his virgin press. I little 
thought that I should be brought to this pass ; but so it is; my 
best weapon is now a fine, bold type. I ha,re chosen you ' — and 
here the fiend gave the nod of a patron — ' to do my work.' 

"With much laljour did I assure the fiend, that I was wholly 
unworthy of the distinction, 'Why not take the job to some 
experienced quill I ' 

" ' No,' answered the fiend, ' I would rather intrust myaelf to 
your simplicity. You are yet obaeure, unknown ; and will for 
a time be docile : T say for a time, for when the book shall have 
won you a reputation, you will be as insolent and as unmanageable 
as the rest of them. How many authoi's have I in my time set 
up ! and how shamefully have they rewarded me ! ' Here the 

fiend ran over a bead-roll of names irom Faustua to but no 

matter, making out a strong case of tbanklessness against one 
and all of them. 'Now you,' he said, 'will, I doubt not, finish 
what I want before you are quite spoiled. Here, as I said,' and 
he looked at the mountain of volumes, ' are a few of your 
materials. I will, as you proceed, bring you more.' 

" I shuddered as I glanced at the crushing heap of hooka, ' i. 



342 THE CHKONICLES OF CLOVERNOOK. 

few of tbe matoriale !' I cried ; 'y\iy, 'twill take me a life to go 
tliroagh theiQ ; for, to Eaj the troth, I ajn a alow reader.' 

" ' You'll find the Isibour nothing,' said the fiend, ' for I have 
doubled down the leares at all the strong bita of scandal, and 
have pencilled mj refutation in the margin. All that -will be 
wanted from you, wilt be to put the matter into nice clear 
English, fit even for famiUea. I could do it myself, hut troly, 1 
am not confident as to the purity of m; language. I know Eoma- 
thing of all tonguea, to be aure, quite well enough to apeak ; but 
not, I fear, to write. I was ocoa very well skilled in the dead 
tongues, liut, for want of practice, I feel myself now and then at 
laiilt in them. My Coptic is quite gone ; bat I have contrived 
to keep up ^uy Hebrew talking with the atoek-johljers and 
money-lenders.' 

" ' And pray,' I ventured to ask, ' what is your &voimte 
language of all the modem ) ' 

'"I talk a great deal of French ; indeed, without vanity, I 
may say it — 1 think I have the true Parisian accent. Not that 
I have had cause to neglect my English — oh, dear no ; I talk 
much EngUah, and let me tell yon, to some of the very highest 
people. I know, the prejudice runs that I delight in low 
company ; that my especi^ haunts are alleys, cellars, filthy places 
that eTen make me atop my nose to tMuk of them. HavlBg mi 
interest in all human life, I certainly do at ttmoB visit such placet^ 
but I am just as often — nay, oftener — to be found in boudoim, 
in statesmen's closets, and royal drawing-i-ooms. Bat to business. 
You will immediately get on with your work,' and the fiend 
pointed to the work. 

'"Upon my soul,' I cried with vehemence, 'I had rather 
you took it somewhere else ; I shall make nothing of it ; you'll 
only suffer in my hands.' 

"'But, look here,' said the fiend; and opening a volume where 
a leaf was turned, he read as follows : — ' The poor child, possessed 
by the Devil, vomited nothing but bits of glass, crooked pins, and 
died at midnight.' ' Observe my note upon this,' said the flend. 
'At the very time I am set downaadoing this mischief upon some 
babe or suckling, I was— here I have written it — supping with 
Pope Leo the Tenth. And bo throughout. You will find that 
my defence consists in a ronnd of alibis. You will find-*and it 
is in such spirit that I wish you to enforce the lesson — that what 
men falsely, frandfully, foolishly call the instigation of the Devil, 
the temptation of the Devil, the prompting of the Devil, the 
work of the Devil, is no other than the antics of then: own sbipid, 
fltnbhom, headlong passion. It ia thus the repentant pickpocket 
vowB that it was I -vha orooteA \u» Sa^p* fot the theft — the 
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murderer swears 'twas I who gave hijn his weapon — the adnlterer, 
that 'twHS I wlio Luroed in his veins, and made him spirit off his 
neighbour's wife. All lies, all wilful hypocrisy, fathered upon 
mo, who am determined to put np with the calumny no longer ; 
and for this reason, I shall be just as sare of those who do a 
wrong as if I hore the shame of tempting tltem to the iniquitj'. 
I shall have them still, with the proper credit of their coming 
to me unpressed, iminvited. Therefore, jou will immediately 
from these and from the other books I will hring you, write my 
defence,' 

'"Will you have it in a folio V I fiiintiugly asked. 

" ' Certainly not,' said the fiend ; ' a small pocket-hook for my 
money. Let me see ; properly condensed 'twill make two nice 
volumes. I shall pay you handsomely. I will give you a hundred, 
guineas for the work.' " 

" And pray," asked the Hermit of EellyfullE, " did you ever 
write the book 1 " 

" Never," said CutUefiBh with emphasis, " never wrote a single 

" And why not 1 " inquired the sage. 

"Because, would yon believe it," cried Cuttlefish with a roaring 
laugh, " because the Devil was ass enough to pay me fifty guineas 
ii) adyance." 



And now the meetings at the " Gratis" are no more. The iiostelry 
itself is closed, found to ha unlicensed by the prim propriety of 
the world. The Hermit has wandered we know not whiiier. 
Now and then his wise, happy, cordial spirit seema to visit knots 
of men gathered together, who sit the sometime jurymen nponthe 
faults and follies of the earth ; when he asserts the influence 
of his benevolent soul in the broad charity of the verdict, Tes ; 
we must hug the hehef that the Hermit is still a pilgrim among 
men, though, like some kaiser out upon a holiday, he travels 
unknown. 

And Clovemook 1 It is gone ; wiped out of the map of the 
earth. Even as some scene, bright with the hues of the laud of 
dreams, the wonder-work of the golden-handed Clarksonius 
Stanfieldius, is blanked and blotted out, that its whitened web 
may bear, it may be, a cold lodging-house or a colder prison, — so 
is Clovemook but a place that was ; a hamlet wherein fancy has 
loitered away a truant hour i loitered, to be called back to the 
bard bricks and mortar that carry rent^harge ; to the real 
world gaol looked and grated by Mulciber Convention. A ¥?tA. 



W* THE CHEONICLES OF CLOTERNOOK. 

wherein nuui, with his nose at the bitra, wiS nevertheleBS ae6 
Home EortofClovemook beyond. NaiinjiiElHentBDce i nokeeper 
Fortune, no tarakey CircumstaQce can blind his brain to that 
fauc; taijd. He will enjo/ it : it is the heHtage of the imperial 
Boul of man : and therefore — though a thing of dreami — fiir 
more endurinjc than the bricks of Babylon. 



END OF THK OHROSICLEa OF CLOVKBNOOK 
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